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Satan’s Sisters Book I











Prologue



 

Panic is
no longer an option.


Mrs. Kraft fires
up the van’s engine, and I hear all of the door locks clunk down in unison.
When I realize that I don’t have the choice of wrestling the back door open
anymore I suddenly realize that I want to be so out of there! True, it wouldn’t
have been easy with my hands cuffed behind me, but I think I might have managed
it. Now there is no point in even trying.


I can’t
feature that kind of Hollywood stunt anyway. I try to imagine what would happen
if I made a break the first time the van stopped for a traffic light. There
would be other cars back there, a stockbroker with a heart condition maybe, or
some soccer mom with her SUV full of Mia Hamm wannabes. Spilling myself onto a
busy highway, totally starkers, trussed and stuffed like a Christmas goose,
would be such a major mortification! I don’t even want to think about going
there.


The dude who
dreamed up those automatic door locks was probably thinking that the kidlets in
the back would be safer in a wreck. I’m sure he was like totally naïve. He
never wondered about who else might get locked inside. It never occurred to his
nerdy little geek brain that the whole system was a pervert’s wet dream. To me,
those locks sound like a trap springing shut.


So now
I’m down to two choices. I can flop around on my mattress and make a fuss, or I
can relax and enjoy the ride. Making a scene won’t get me anywhere. Even
blindfolded, I can tell that no one is going to see through the van’s tinted
windows in all this rain. With Heather’s panties taped inside my mouth, I’m not
about to argue my way out of this, and my chained ankles would keep me from
trying to run even if I had someplace to go.


So I settle
myself in for the trip. I’m shivering. The night is warm, but my chains are
icy, and I’m still damp from marching across the loading dock naked in the
rain, I guess I’m shaking because I’m freaked too—way freaked.


I can’t
get comfortable with my hands behind me. The shackles chafe, and there is a
rubber shaft up my ass the size of a kitchen drainpipe. My bladder will be a
water balloon before we get where we’re going, but I don’t think we will be
making a pit stop at the “Gas and Go”. 


I know
what you’re thinking. Poor kid! How did she get into such a bogus situation?
Well, just chill a minute. Before you organize the pity posse, I should
probably tell you that I asked for this. I mean, like literally.











Chapter One



 

I’m
Chrissy.


I know
that you’ve heard all those jokes about blondes. Now that it’s not politically
correct to make jokes about all those hyphenated minorities anymore, everybody
makes jokes about blondes instead. They say we’re not too smart, and
superficial, and sort of—you know—easy? 


Well, in
my case it’s like, totally true.


I
suppose you think that being blonde, young, rich and pretty is absolutely
awesome. Daddy always gave me everything money could buy, naturally, but he was
divorced when I was real young, and he was always like totally consumed with
making his pile bigger. I haven’t seen Mom for years. Last I knew she was in
the South of France with some dude named Raoul. I was pretty much raised by
housekeepers. They kept quitting though, because I was such an awesomely creepy
child!


Oh sure,
I had plenty of friends, the right kind. They went well with the right clothes,
the right clubs, and the right car. With so much right in my world, it must
sound like whining to say nobody cared. That’s how it was though. Looks and
money just get in the way, and all of that neat stuff just ends up owning you. 


Some of
the things that some people (I’m not mentioning any names here) said about me
were really major lies. I never took on the whole football team—just the
defense. Anyway, I only did it to win a bet with my roommate, Heather. There’s
no way I would do it again. I had guys coming in both ends for like hours. I
was slack jawed and bow legged for a week afterward.


You
might say that Heather was my only real friend at the time. She always seemed
to know what I needed most, but she was sort of psycho, too. I mean, she could
go postal over some little thing and hold a grudge simply forever!


She was
always coming up with weird ideas that got me in trouble. I always went along,
like I was learning disabled or something. I know what you’re thinking—Blondes!



Anyway,
I have to tell you about her “revenge” and how it really changed my life, like
forever.


I’m
always kidding her about the guys she goes out with. She dates real social
lepers—the kind of dweebs that only your mother would like. Everyone thinks
that it’s because she’s really big hearted or socially aware or something. The
truth is that she really digs male virgins. One day I called her an “equal
opportunity fuck” and that’s what got her pissed off at me.


What she
did was, she got me very drunk one night and bet me that I couldn’t get an “A”
from Doctor Cornell’s Fifteenth Century History course. She had just finished
the course herself, and I knew for a fact that she got an “A”. Truth—we were
both pulling a four point G.P.A. We got our grades the old fashioned way. We
fucked for them.


It was a
lot of fun. We made some older men happy, and avoided wasting a lot of time
studying. Usually it was a simple thing, a few blow jobs in the office, a few
evenings spent bent over a desk, or faking orgasms in some cheesy motel—and
presto! My report cards brought tears of pride to Daddy’s eyes.


There
was this Anthropology teacher everyone called “Horse”. It was a nickname he
picked up doing field work with Native Americans. He wouldn’t screw me until
after we did some bogue ritual where I wore clothespins on my tits while he
beat a drum and chanted. He said it had something to do with Sue’s sun vows.
Sue must have been some wiggy chick. It was worth the hassle though; because
when he finally dropped his pants I found out why they called him “Horse”.


Back to
the bet. I had never seen Dr. Cornell, but I had heard that the course was
really tough. I knew that, if Heather aced it, she didn’t order the grade from “Pizza
Boy”. I remembered that she once spent a weekend with Dr. Cornell and came back
all spacey and mysterious. I asked her what zoned her out and she just smiled
the way she does after she’s had about a zillion orgasms.


So I was
curious about Dr. Cornell and let Heather talk me into this major bet. If I
didn’t get an “A”, I would give her my trust fund, make her a set of keys for
my Beemer, and let some geek named Cyril fuck me. Daddy would have cut me out
of his will if he even heard about the bet. If I lost, he would probably hire a
hit man or something.


I
figured there was some catch. Dr. Cornell had to be really rank or something.
Whatever it was, I figured I could work with it. Anyway, if I won the bet,
Heather was going to fix me up with a real stud muffin who was in pre-med.


She
really took the bet seriously, getting it notarized and all. The whole time she
was wearing this “Gotcha!” grin. It kind of scared me.


It was
about that time that she started getting way kinky. I had to sorta wonder if
she picked up all the whips and chains stuff from Dr. Cornell, or if she just
weirded out on her own. One night we were splitting something from her Daddy’s
vineyard up in our room and she asked me if I had ever been tied up.


We had
been lying side by side on the bed, but I edged away from her a little and
said. “Why am I thinking that’s a leading question?”


She just
giggled and handed me the wine bottle. “Wuss!”


Ever
since I was a kid, you could get me to do absolutely anything on a dare.
Heather knew it, the evil bitch. “I know how this works,” I mocked. “You tie me
up and leave me here till I pee my pants while you go out for pizza.”


“I’ll
stay right here with you,” she raised her hand like to say “I swear” and put on
that wide-eyed innocent look that always made me laugh. I didn’t laugh this
time, because I suddenly realized that the idea was turning me on. I cleared my
throat. “Aren’t we supposed to use old neck ties, or something?”


She
sprang off the bed as though my comment had been the starting pistol she was
waiting for. She took a hank of cotton clothesline out of her dresser drawer
and held it up with a grin. It was still shrink-wrapped. I felt goose bumps on
my arms. She had planned this whole scene. It wasn’t just some wild impulse
thing. I took a big gulp of wine. “What’s this? Girl scouts are always
prepared?”


“That’s
right,” she giggled. “I plan to get my merit badge in knot tying.” 


I
sighed, like the whole thing was a major drag and I was just going along
because I was her best chum and all that. “So what do you want me to do?”


“Stand
up.” There was a new note in her voice, still playful, but more intent, a
trifle husky, commanding.


It was
the commanding tone I responded too, snapping to attention like the Captain of
the Guard or something, arching my back until my tits stuck out and folding my
chin into my collarbone.


“Wipe
that smirk off of your face.” The warning in her voice sounded sincere. I
composed my face and relaxed enough to make my pose less comic.


She just
looked at me for a long time, like she was trying to make up her mind about my
attitude, or waiting for me to smart off again so that she could put me in
line. The longer we stood there, the more turned on I was getting. That was a
little freaky, I blamed the wine. It couldn’t be because I was some kind of
closet case or something.


“Take
off your clothes.”


I didn’t
react right away. For a minute, I wasn’t sure that I had heard her correctly.
All I had to do was tell her to fuck off and flop my ass back on the bed and
she could either put the rope away and join me or stand there looking like a
dweeb. Instead, I unbuttoned my blouse and peeled it off. I didn’t look at her.
My face was hot.


We were roommates.
We had showered together and borrowed each other’s muff covers. It wasn’t like
she hadn’t seen it a zillion times. This was different though, not like doing a
strip tease for some guy, more like being searched for drugs by the border
patrol or something. If Heather whipped out a pair of rubber gloves, I was
ready to tell her to go hump a hydrant.


She just
kept watching, and I kept stripping, and the room got maximum quiet. When I was
down to my sopping panties I threw her my best pleading puppy look. “All of
it?”


“Starkers,”
she said. I could see that she was already getting into a total dominant head
space, all bitchy and stern. 


I peeled
them down and kicked them over into the corner with the rest of my clothes.
Then I stood there with my fists at my sides while she ripped the shrink wrap
off the clothesline. 


“This is
so rude!” I said. My voice had gone all whispery and like solemn.


“Shut
up!” She was whispering, too.


I closed
my eyes when I felt her hot breath on the back of my neck, and I didn’t
struggle when she tied my hands behind me. She used plenty of wraps around each
wrist, and tied the knot where I could never reach it. “You’ve been practicing
this, haven’t you?” I teased.


She
smacked my ass hard. I jumped and squealed. “Hey!”


That
didn’t faze her. She kept a hold on the rope that dangled from my wrists and
reeled me back in. 


“Watch
your mouth!” she warned, “or I’ll have to gag you.”


She
walked around me and got right in my face. I tried to stare her down, but the
scary light in her eyes made me remember that she still had a bug up her butt.
The switchblade didn’t do a thing for my peace of mind either.


It came out of
her hip pocket and snicked open in front of my nose. I had seen it before. It
was a love offering from some gearhead she used to go out with. She played with
it all the time, opening and closing it over and over again while she studied,
the way some people click pens. Still, under the circumstances, it seemed
pretty shivery and menacing.


“Get
real, Heather,” I groaned. “You aren’t going there.” Truth—I wasn’t so sure.
She looked so radical I wouldn’t have been surprised by anything she did.
There’s a love- hate thing between roommates, like surrogate siblings or
something. She could kill me or kiss me. The weird part was, the uncertainty
was giving me pussy quakes. Go figure.


She just
grinned and tossed the knife on the bed. Then she stroked the side of my face
with her fingertips. “You trust me, don’t you?”


I
nodded, but I wasn’t all enthused about it. There was a hint of sarcasm in her
voice—like she was really saying: “You aren’t really that much of a fucking
feeb, are you?”


Still,
when she ran her thumb over my lips, I ignored my first impulse, which involved
lots of teeth and blood, and screaming. I opened my mouth to suck on it
instead.


It was a
set-up. I should have known her evil ways by then. She hooked my lower jaw open
and stuffed in a pair of panty hose that I never saw coming. Before I could
spit it out, she had the panty part past my tongue and the legs wrapped around
my neck in a knot. 


“That
should take care of that smart lip,” she said.


It
didn’t entirely, of course. Even with a mouth full of panties, I could still
make a lot of noise, but my words came out all distorted. Heather just grinned
and shrugged like she didn’t get what I was trying to tell her, although “UCK
OOO” should have been pretty easy to understand.


“I know
what you want to ask me,” she said. “Yes, those panty hose did come out of my
laundry basket.”


She got
tired of my noise after awhile and ignored me while she picked up the
switchblade and used it to cut off another length of rope. This one went around
my waist.


“Spread
your legs.” 


When I
jammed my knees together, she smacked my thighs with her fingertips. “I said
spread ‘em!”


Glaring
at her the whole time to let her know how much I was not enjoying this, I
opened my legs and let her snake the end of the rope up and through. She tied a
big knot in it and positioned it right over my clit before she pulled tight and
tied it off to my waist.


Up from
the waist, over the shoulders, and back down, she looped that rope like she had
been doing human macramé for years. She did some kind of cross your heart bra
thing with my tits, wrapping them up separately in tourniquets of rope so that
they stuck out like grapefruits.


The
elbows were next, cinched together until they almost touched. I was forced to
puff out my chest like some jailbait twit showing off her first training bra.


She tied
my ankles together and stood back to admire her work. I looked down to confirm
my suspicion that the knot over my clit was sopping. This was a whole new thing
going on with me. Satisfied with her creation, she put one finger against my
chest and tipped me over onto the bed.


I
thought that maybe she was all done with me now. She would leave me here and go
study or call up one of her nerdy acolytes to entertain him with a full report.
Phone sex was real big with those losers, and she would have him searching
around for his dick in no time. “Guess what she’s wearing,” she would whisper
hoarsely. Then she would use that evil chuckle that always got them hard. “Not
even close. All she has on is a hundred feet of rope. Yes—way!” 


That
didn’t happen. Instead she finished making me uncomfortable and helpless to the
max with the old classic hog-tie, bending back my legs until my fingertips
touched my heels and my spine was a bow.


It was a
very long night. Leaving me alone turned out to be the last thing on her mind.
Now that I couldn’t defend myself, she tried out every radical thing she could
think of. First it was a feather. She knew how ticklish I was. Just the sight
of the damn thing had me screaming most dire threats into the pantyhose. She
ignored all that, and trailed the feather over my ribs and belly until I was
literally crying.


You
probably think that a dorm room is hardly the dungeon of the inquisition, and
there isn’t much she could do to hurt me when she had no plans to do like
actual harm. All I can say is, try squirming around on the bed while somebody
blindfolds you and runs ice cubes over your nipples.


The
switchblade got into the act, too. By the time I felt the point scratching
circles around my butt cheeks, I was convinced that Heather had finally gone
homicidal and they would find me in a dumpster tomorrow with her initials
carved in my ass.


So when
she took out the gag, I was only too happy to tell her anything she wanted to
hear.


“Who’s
the most awesome goddess?” she prompted.


“Heather!”
I sobbed.


“Who’s a
grody cum sucking slut?”


“I am!”


“Say
it!”


“I’m a
grody cum sucking slut!”


Sure,
after she cut me loose, I should have reported her or something, or at least
moved to another dorm room. I was an absolute wreck by then, and she had to
stroke my head and talk to me for a long time before I stopped shaking. There
was something about the whole trip that got to me though. Maybe it’s what those
old Greek dudes called catharsis. I was way relaxed the next morning, like I
had been fucking all night or something. Instead of going ballistic with
Heather, I started to hang even closer to her, like I was her puppy. Go figure.


All I
know is, when she whipped out a roll of duct tape a week later, I started
stripping without being told. She used two rolls of tape. When she was done,
she held up a mirror and laughed at her silver mummy. Wearing it was bad
enough, that stuff gets really itchy after a while, but the awful part came
when she ripped it off. After that, I kept my beaver shaved in self-defense.



 

***



 

So
spring term came and I signed up for Dr. Cornell’s class.


First
day I came early and grabbed a seat in the front row, ready for a quick kill in
my leather mini and no panties. Flashing a prof is the easiest way to get his
attention. After that, all I had to do was see him after class and ask to meet
him in his office for a consultation. 


Then Dr.
Cornell came in and all my well laid plans were toast. It was Valkyrie time.
She was taller than any woman I’ve ever seen, but she was still wearing heels.
Her hair was pulled back in a tight bun. There were more tight buns under her
“Don’t fuck with me” suit. She was rocket body gorgeous, and couldn’t hide it
no matter how hard she tried.


There
was something about her though. Maybe it was those deep gray eyes that seemed
so grave and sure, like they had seen things that would give me bad dreams if I
knew about them. Maybe it was the cynical way her mouth curled up at the corners.


I took
one look at her and crossed my legs. 


She
headed right for me though, and for a minute, when I saw this Amazon bending
down to hand me a stack of papers, I felt small and scared. 


“Hand
these around for me would you...?”


It took
me awhile to understand that she was waiting for my name, and another second to
overcome an irrational fear of giving it to her; as though I might be giving up
a part of myself.


“Chrissy,”
I said.


She
repeated the name, wrapping a really evil smile around it.


As I
passed out the course outlines she explained what was in it. I could feel her
eyes on me, and right then I would have traded in my slut rags for a pair of
brown duck coveralls.


When I
sat down, I crossed my legs again, but when I looked up and saw Dr. Cornell smiling
at me I knew that she had seen a quick glimpse of the gates of heaven. Gag me!
She was a lez!


She
started her lecture then, telling us that the course would focus on fifteenth
century Spain. While she was talking, her eyes kept drifting over to me. She
locked on to my return stare as her hand rested on her desk with her fingers
crossed. She uncrossed her fingers and spread them wide, nodding to me. No one
else noticed. They were all scribbling notes.


She
wanted me to open my legs.


I didn’t
think that anyone could make me blush anymore. I did what she wanted. I’m
gutless sometimes. I still wanted that “A”, and suspected that giving her a
show was just a small down payment. No- that’s bullshit, I wanted to please
her, even then. 


Later, I
forgot and crossed my legs again. She flashed me a yellow alert with her eyes
and I got back into the position she wanted. Both feet stayed on the floor
after that.


When
class was over I was tensed like a sprinter, ready to do a Lamont Cranston and
fade into the crowd, but she stopped me, calling out my name loud enough so
that there was no way I could pretend not to hear her.


“Stay
after a bit, would you?”


So I
stood in front of her desk, watching her eyes peel me out of my skirt and do
rude things to me, until the last student was gone.


“Are you
on your way to another class right now?” she asked.


“No,” I
admitted. I should have said that I was, but I already sensed that lying to her
would be a lame idea. Anyway, I wouldn’t be able to avoid her forever.


She took
her coat off the back of her chair, giving me a good look at the way her boobs
strained at her blouse when she put it on. “I think that we should continue
this conference in my office.”


I
followed her down the corridor to her office. The heels made her butt sway. I think
she worked that a little for my benefit, putting one foot in front of the other
like runway models do. I already knew that the offices were designed for
maximum privacy, with no window to the corridor and no glass in the door. It
was a fact that I had taken advantage of many times before. Balling a co-ed in
the office is like a peak fantasy for a lot of profs.


There
was only one chair. Dr. Cornell poured herself a cup of coffee and settled into
it, staring up at me over the rim as she sipped. 


“You’re
one of those girls who trades sex for grades,” she said. It wasn’t a question.
She was like telling me that she already had me all psyched out.


I just
nodded. 


“What
grade are you expecting from this class?”


There
was really only one way to answer a question like that. I made a complete
confession. Something told me that lying to her would be totally dumb. I told
her about my bet with Heather, and what it would cost me to lose. 


I had
never done any lezzie stuff before, except for the Houdini thing with Heather,
which doesn’t really count; because we never had actual sex. Even though Dr.
Cornell gave me the squirming fits, I hinted that I was ready to be coaxed into
bed with her if it would get me the grade I wanted.


She
wasn’t letting me get away with any of that. “Are you offering me your body for
sex?” She added a smirk to let me know that she wasn’t exactly horrified by the
idea.


I
blushed. I had done a lot of profs, but none of them had ever been so out there
with everything. Usually they played the whole game, pretending to be in love
so that they wouldn’t feel so guilty about doing me.


“I guess
I am,” I murmured.


“Let me
see what you have to offer.”


I put a
hand up to my blouse, “You mean…?”


“I mean
strip,” her voice was firm. “I want to see what we are bargaining for.”


I
couldn’t look at her as I unbuttoned my blouse. At Heather’s urging, I had gone
out sans bra that day. She told me that the nipple bumps would get attention
even if the mini skirt didn’t. I was already getting the news flash that the whole
thing had been a set up. I could feel Dr. Cornell’s eyes burning holes through
me as I draped my blouse over the desktop. 


“Don’t
cover yourself,” she snapped, as I started to raise my arms. “Put your hands on
top of your head. That’s better. Elbows back.”


My
nipples were starting to crinkle up and get hard. I told myself that it was
just cold in the office. I couldn’t be getting turned on by the imperious way
she was ordering me to show her my tits.


“Very
nice,” she purred. “Now the skirt. Turn around first.”


I was
surprised by that. I figured that a carpet muncher like her would want to see
my puss. Maybe she was saving it for last. My skirt was tight. As I bent over
and started to slither it over my hips, She stood up and set her cup down.
Alarmed, I threw a glance over my shoulder, just in time to see her run her
tongue quickly over her lips. I faced forward again, trembling as she ran a
fingernail over the dimples above my butt cheeks and let it trail down the
crack of my ass.


I let go
of my skirt and let it drop, kicking off my shoes as I stepped out of it.
Showing my ass was humiliating enough. I wasn’t going to stand there in just my
Nikes. Dr. Cornell sighed. I could feel her breath on my neck.


“Are you
wet?”


I was,
but I wasn’t going to say so. “I dunno.” I sounded like a little girl who can’t
explain the open cookie jar and the crumbs on her chin.


“Turn
around.”


When I
turned, she snaked a hand between my thighs and dipped a finger into my slit. I
started to close my legs, but the look in her eyes stopped me. 


“Spread.”
There was a warning in her voice.


I
spread, pissed at myself for being so totally easy. Her hand dallied in the
valley, until I could feel my clit starting to swell. 


“A very
tempting offer,” she murmured. She wiped her fingers across my belly, teasing
me with the evidence. She picked up her cup and sat down again. I stood and
fidgeted.


“Can I
get dressed now?” 


She
thought about it, tapping her desk blotter with a ball point while she studied
me.


“No,”
she said finally.


She
shuffled papers on her desk, scribbled something in the margin of one page, and
tossed another in the trash basket. I was starting to think that she had
forgotten about me when she spoke again. 


“I’ll
make a deal with you,” she said. “If you score eighty percent or better on your
exams; I’ll give you an “A”. If you don’t; I’ll give you an incomplete and you
can attend a special summer session at my vacation home up North. The course of
study there will be rather, shall I say—intense? If you perform well there, I will
give you the grade you seek.”


The word
“perform” bothered me. I was guessing that I would spend the summer with pubic
hair in my teeth. Then again, eighty percent seemed do-able. Maybe if I
actually studied, it could happen. I shrugged. “Sure.”


“Yes, Dr.
Cornell,” her voice was sharp. “Say it!”


“Yes,
Dr. Cornell.” I gagged on the words.


“You may
dress.”


Neither
one of us said anything while I struggled into my clothes.


I
grabbed my books, feeling like a real feeb. Then she said, “I like your outfit.
Wear it for me next time.”


If I had
any self-respect, I threw it away when I said “Yes, Dr. Cornell.”


Okay—I’m
a wuss. I came to class without panties after that. I sat in the front row with
my legs apart because she wanted it that way. I made sure that she never had to
remind me. I would rather go to the dentist than be embarrassed. I kept my head
down so that I wouldn’t see her eyes and left the room as soon as class was
over. I could feel her looking at me. I’m used to guys staring at me with pussy
on their minds. I love it. This was different. I don’t mind saying that she
scared the crap out of me.


During
the next few weeks, I studied my ass off, surprising myself with what I could
learn. When the mid-term exams came out I managed a seventy eight.


The morning
after the scores were posted, Dr. Cornell came up to my seat just before class
started and said quietly, “See me after class.”


It was
two long hours before her lecture was over, and my armpits were soaked with
sweat by that time. I kept telling myself that she was just another woman, and
this was just another class, but I knew better. Something was happening here
that was bigger than any silly bet.


When the
last student was gone, I stayed in my seat. I knew that I should go over to Dr.
Cornell’s desk and have a conference, keep it light and friendly. Maybe I could
arrange extra credit work or a makeup exam. I asked myself what I was waiting
for, but I already knew. I was waiting for orders.


“Come
here.”


I got
up, surprised to see that my hands were shaking, and stood in front of her
desk. Why did I feel like a schoolgirl waiting to get a ruler across her
knuckles?


She
busied herself at her desk, ignoring me, letting suspense build. Without
looking up, she said with quiet emphasis, “You will belong to me, you know.”


“Excuse
me?”


She
looked up then, smiling like a cat asking Budgie about the state of his health.
“I spoke to Heather last night. She was surprised by your test score. When you
apply yourself, you can earn decent grades honestly. The tests were graded by
computer, by the way. I didn’t cheat and lower your score.”


“Have I
been set up by you and Heather?”


She just
grinned at the accusation. “Not exactly.” I was wishing that she would look
down again. Her eyes were hypnotic. “Heather is something of a matchmaker. That
little wager was just her way of introducing us. She knew both of us very well,
and thought that we should know each other...” She paused then and looked away
from my eyes at last, but only to stare at the mini-skirt in front of her. “Intimately,”
she finished.


I took a
long, shuddering breath. Shook as I was, I felt that it was time to make some
kind of a stand. Otherwise I could become stalker bait.


“Dr.
Cornell,” I said, “I don’t want to belong to anyone right now. I especially
don’t want a relationship with another woman. I think the whole idea is gross,
but I need to get an ‘A’ in this course. You know what I have to lose. So if
you want to have sex with me, say so and stop beating around the bush.”


If she
had romantic notions, spelling it out cold like that could really piss her off.
She might get huffy and deny any such intentions, or kick me out of class.
Instead, she surprised me with a laugh. 


“Beating
around the bush, an interesting choice of phrase, I like it!” She steepled her fingers
together in front of her. The arrogant bitch! She was so sure of getting
whatever it was that she wanted, that my puny protest meant nothing to her.


“As
things stand,” she said, “you will probably lose your wager. The final is
longer and more difficult. My best students seldom achieve the ninety percent
you will require. However, I could be persuaded to adjust your mid-term grade
and offer you a sporting chance if you meet certain conditions.”


My
throat was dry and I suddenly had to pee really bad. “What are your
conditions?”


She
scribbled down an address and handed it to me. “This is my home address. Every
Friday night for the rest of the semester you will arrive there at six in the
evening and remain until the same time on Sunday. Your main task will be a
complete cleaning of my house, but you will have other duties as well. While
you are in my house, you will obey all orders and accept all penalties.”


She
wanted a housekeeper! I stifled a laugh. The hottest babe on campus had
reluctantly offered her body, and she wanted a domestic. The penalty part
bothered me some, but I let it pass.


“Yes,
Dr. Cornell.” Might as well practice sucking up right now.


“I have
appointed Heather as my special teaching assistant. She will report to me on
how well you behave outside of class. I am trusting Heather to be honest with
her reports. I think she will be. In her social circle, honor is everything.
Anyway, I think she will enjoy her power too much to let you admit defeat
easily. She wants to see you go down struggling. Heather will see to it that
you are properly dressed for class, among other duties. If you disobey either
one of us, I will give you the grade you have already earned.”


Yeeks!
Heather was going to be my overseer. I knew how spiteful she could be. She could
make my life the pits, and I wouldn’t be able to fight back.


Dr.
Cornell must have read my mind. “Yes, Heather may subject you to some things
you find unpleasant. Some of them will be of her own invention. Others will be
things that I have ordered. You must embrace all of our demands. Humility is
required.”


I stood
fidgeting, counting the reasons for going along with this crappy deal. There
was the bet. If I told them both to kiss off, Heather would insist on
collecting. If I went along, I could probably trust Heather not to be
impossibly mean. There was honor, too. Dr. Cornell said that it counted with
the well-bred, and she was right. I have always been taught to respect
authority, and Dr. Cornell was practically ordering me to take the deal. Those
grey ice eyes seemed to cast a spell.


In the
end, I think the decision was made by the creepy feeling inside of me that was
making me wet where my panties should have been.


“Yes,
Dr. Cornell.” Was that real humility in my voice? 


“You may
go now.”


I
grabbed my books and hauled ass before she could see that I was starting to
cry.











Chapter Two



 

The next
morning, Heather woke me up by yanking all of the covers off of me.


“Hey!” I
mumbled.


I was
jolted wide awake when she grabbed my chin and pushed my head down hard against
the pillow. My eyes flew open and I found myself staring into Heather’s scowl. 


“You’re
my bitch now,” she hissed. “If I hear one word of backtalk, I go straight to
Dr. Cornell. Do you understand?”


I
nodded, wide eyed at the change in Heather. Sure, we had played bondage games
together, but that was for fun. Even when she tormented me we giggled about it
later on, and she had never caused me serious pain. This was the first time she
had anything like real power over me. It was turning her into a real snot. She
is so mental sometimes. 


The hell
of it was, I was starting to like it. Looking back, I realize that Heather
understood me better than I did. Of course, Dr. Cornell understood us both.


Huddled
there on the bed, I only knew that even though I was mad and scared, and wanted
out in the worst way; my pussy was juicing like crazy.


“Get up,
you slacker!” she said. “We’re taking a walk down the hall.” 


“Chill,
Heather,” I tested her a little, even while appeasing her temper. “Just give me
a minute to dress.”


I was
hoping that if I could get back on an equal footing with her she would lighten
up a little. Heather was already dressed, and being in my nightie put me at a
disadvantage.


She
wasn’t buying it. “No!” she said. “Right now!”


I wanted
to snort and tell her to get a grip, but I remembered what was at stake. I
didn’t know if Heather could hold me to the bet legally, but her family had
enough money and power to trash anyone they wanted to. Heather knew enough
personal stuff about me to blackmail me for eternity. She had me over a barrel,
and I was about to get fucked.


I
followed her out of the room and down the hall to the incinerator chute.


“Strip,”
she said.


“Please,
Heather!” I put a little whine in my voice. With guys and parents, whining works
almost as well as tears, but Heather knew that ploy.


“I
didn’t think that I would be calling Dr. Cornell so soon.”


So I
pulled off my nightie and held it in front of me, all the while giving Heather
this really injured look, so she would know how much I didn’t like this game.
She had seen me undressed many times, but today was different. 


“Panties,
too.”


I tore
off my panties, as pissed at myself as I was at her. She warned me to watch my
attitude, then told me to throw my clothes into the chute. Hissing through
clenched teeth, I opened the chute and dropped in my nightie, my panties, and
my self-respect.


“You
sleep naked from now on,” Heather announced.


She had
me put my hands on the back of my neck so that I couldn’t cover myself and
marched me back to the room. A girl came out of one of the rooms as we passed
and gawked at us. Heather threw her a wink.


“Sorority
hazing,” she explained.


I could
hear the girl behind us, whispering frantically to her roommate. Before we
reached our room, both of them were standing in the hall, staring at my bare
butt while Heather put a hand in the small of my back and pushed me ahead like
a political prisoner or something. 


“Way
cool!” applauded one of the girls.


“Excellent!”
said the other.


She took
me into our bathroom where a filled enema bag was waiting, and had me crouch
down with my face on the floor. The humiliations were coming so fast that I was
like in shock or something. I didn’t ask why, just moaned a little when the hot
water flowed into my ass. This was incredibly gnarly.


Heather
seemed very blasé’ about the whole thing. She leaned against the sink while I
kissed the tile with a hose up my ass. She told me how she and Dr. Cornell were
best buds because they had become comfortable with their dominant natures. Under
the circumstances, I couldn’t sincerely say that I was happy for them.


“Dr. C
and I have decided that you need to accept your submissive side,” she said.
“This is for your own good, trust me.”


That
kind of psychobabble deserved a snappy comeback, and I had a real zinger for
her, but I forgot all about it when the cramps hit me.


When the
bag was empty and I was ready to explode, Heather made me wait for permission.
I had to put a finger over my hole to prevent leakage, while I did a little
dance and whined: “Heatheeeer!”


Finally
she said, “Okay,” and I ran for it. At least she let me have the bathroom to
myself while I took care of business.


When I
came out of the shower, Heather had my clothes all laid out for me. She gave me
a knit tank top with no bra and my shortest mini-skirt. The enema should have
warned me, but I was still surprised when she showed me the butt plug and the
leather chastity belt that would keep it inside.


“This
little finger will help you stay awake in class.” It was like a small dick,
about an inch thick and five inches long. The base was flared so that it
wouldn’t fall in and get lost. I had to get on my knees and suck it like a cock
first, then turn around and raise my butt while she worked a glob of grease
into me, twisting her finger around more than I thought she needed to.


“I
thought you were my friend!” I was feeling pretty bitchy.


Heather
just giggled and slipped the damn thing into me. It wasn’t big enough to hurt,
but it felt so—foreign! 


“Doctor’s
orders,” she chirped. “Dr. Cornell asked me if there was any sexual practice
you didn’t enjoy. I told her that you were an anal virgin. So you had better
learn to like it; because you get to wear this contraption five days a week.”


She was
right. I love to fuck and suck, but never let any guys in the “back door”. I
thought it was major gross, not to mention painful. This wasn’t sex anyway,
more like something medical. 


Heather
pulled the crotch strap tight against my pussy and between my cheeks, locking
it with a padlock that was cute but effective.


“I hope
you can hold your water until I take this off,” she teased.


She gave
me a pair of high heeled shoes to complete the outfit. I knew from experience
that walking in those shoes would make me bump and grind like a hooker trolling
for dates. 


I went
directly to class, took the shortest way there, and didn’t look up until I was
safe in my seat. Nobody said anything to me, but I couldn’t help feeling that
everyone knew I had a plastic dick shifting around in my ass with every step I
took.


Dr.
Cornell did know, of course, and she watched from the corner of her eye while I
squirmed around in my seat all morning. I knew better than to close my legs by
now, so she had a clear shot of the strap running through my slit every time
she looked my way. She knew what I was sitting on.


She
lectured us about some creepy guy named Torquemada. I had a hard time taking
notes. My ass kept clenching around that thing, and I had to relax so it
wouldn’t hurt. When I did that, it would ooze in deeper, like it was alive. I
sat on one cheek, then the other. The damn strap was right on my clit, and that
was making me horny.


Ass
aching and bladder bursting, I barely made it back to the dorm; where Heather
made me thank her for my plug before she took it out.


On Wednesday,
Dr. Cornell had me stay after class again. When we were alone, she said, “Turn
around and bend over.”


I did
it. I could feel her hands lifting my skirt and spreading my cheeks. It was
just like the last time she touched me. There were like little sparks of
electricity coming out of her finger tips when she ran them down the crack of
my ass. She stopped when she got to the plug, and tapped it with a long red
nail, sending faint vibrations into me.


“It
looks good on you,” she remarked. Then she laughed. “Sorry, wrong preposition,
in you.”


She
dismissed me then. I had been inspected.


Red
faced, I scooped up my books, spilling my notes all over the floor. I could
feel her eyes burning me when I stooped to gather them up and jam them back
into my folder. I was so out of there!


On
Thursday the plug was bigger.











Chapter Three



 

I once
knew this guy who saved for two years to buy some painting. I would drop in to
see him and find him just staring at it like it was some babe or something, for
hours. Sometimes he would sort of stroke the frame. I could never understand
why it was so important to own some piece of art. It’s like picking flowers and
taking them into the house. Aren’t they just as pretty in the garden?


So I
knew that spooky look, and I saw it on Dr. Cornell’s face when Heather brought
me to her on Friday night.


The
house was a big old Victorian thing that looked like a wedding cake. Heather
told me that it had been in Dr. Cornell’s family forever at least. The gates
were iron, and we had to talk into an intercom before they would open for us.
The driveway was like a private road that went way back in the woods. The place
looked so totally last century that I was expecting to see Lurch or something
when the door opened, but it was Dr. Cornell who answered our ring. 


She
greeted Heather like a lost sister, hugging and kissing her and rubbing her
back. It was the weekend, and the Valkyrie had let her hair down—literally. It
spilled down her back like a brown waterfall. I suppose that she wore it up in
the classroom because it made her look older and (as if!) plainer. All of her makeup
was scrubbed away too, and that made me more aware that there was a real woman
underneath all that disguise. She wore a silk robe with (I later learned)
nothing under it, and slippers that looked almost like high heeled shoes.
Somehow I knew that she wouldn’t be the kind of woman who would wear those
awful fuzzy bunny slippers. She had a book in her hand with her finger marking
the place.


She set
the book down on the entry table and turned to me. “Chrissy!” she cooed. I
noticed that the finger that traced the line of my jaw was trembling. I was
trembling too, but I think we had different reasons for it. I flashed on two
things at that moment. Dr. Cornell had a major crush on me, and she was going
to hurt me—I mean like—physically. 


Don’t
ask me how I knew; maybe it was the fact that she liked knowing that I showed
up for her class every morning with my ass stuffed. When she looked at me, I
could see her tail twitching the way a cat’s tail does just before it springs.
She knew that I was scared, she could smell it. It was perfume to her.


It was
the first time I had ever stood toe to toe with her. My nose only came up to
the erect nipples straining against the thin robe. I looked at them, then
realized that they were erect because of me, and looked down at the floor
instead. I giggled, then mentally kicked myself for it. I was being so uncool!


“I feel
like a little girl in front of you,” I said. Way to go Chrissy! Spill your
guts.


She
seemed pleased by the confession. “My little girl,” she crooned. “Strip for me.
I want to see you.” 


Okay—I
wasn’t too surprised. I knew that Dr. Cornell would get around to the sex stuff
sooner or later, but I thought that she would choose a private time and place,
maybe work a little moonlight and roses seduction number. I didn’t expect her
to have me peel down at the door with my best friend watching. I looked over at
Heather and she gave me a little nod as though to tell me that such demands
were normal here and I should expect them.


There
wasn’t much to take off, since Heather wasn’t letting me wear undies these
days. I was bare in a minute. Dr. Cornell was a Braille reader I guess. She
felt me all over, I mean everywhere, tweaking my nipples and stroking a finger
into my slit. (Yes, it was damp, if you must know.) 


“Turn
around and spread your legs, please.”


I know.
It was time to say “Fuck you very much!” grab the clothes I had just folded
neatly on the hall table next to the silk roses, and get the hell out of there.
I was curious though, swept along in a current, to abuse a cliché’, and her
finger had just plucked my clit like a guitar string. It was still thrumming.


I turned
around and spread my legs.


Looking
over my shoulder, I saw her take a tube of lubricant out of the pocket of her
robe and knew what was coming. I thought about that tube, how she planned ahead
for me, pocketing the lube before she sat down to read and wait for her little
victim to fly into the web. I felt as though I were in some X rated movie, and
no one had given me a script. 


She
smeared my asshole with grease. I felt a finger spearing into me, clear to the
knuckle. She wiggled it, finding nerves in there I never knew I had. She added
another finger, stretching me and making it hurt. I tightened up. 


“Please!”
I whined.


Dr.
Cornell shushed me softly. It was like she was praying or something, she was so
intent. I told myself that her fascination with my ass was pretty sick, but
there was something very intimate about having her reach into me like that. I
relaxed again, aware that her fingers were scissoring apart, opening me. I was
squeaky clean inside, at least. Heather had seen to that before we left.


“The
plugs are doing her a world of good,” Dr. Cornell said to Heather. “Next week
she should be ready for the inch and a half.” She slipped the fingers out of me
and gave my ass a smack that would have been playful if it hadn’t been so hard.
Her fingers left a greasy smear on my butt, along with a red handprint. I
jumped. I felt that she wanted to do more, but she was deliberately restraining
herself, like a kid who eats dessert with tiny bites to make it last longer.


“Heather,”
she said, “take Chrissy to the kitchen and introduce her to Mrs. Kraft.” To me
she said, “She will explain your duties here.”


“Do I
get a uniform to wear, or something?” I asked. I looked hopefully at my
clothes. They weren’t designed for scrub work, but I sure didn’t want to wear
some disgusting coverall.


Some of
Dr. Cornell’s hair had tumbled across her face. She tossed her head to shake it
out of her eyes. The better to see you, my dear. I was facing her again, arms
folded over my tits and legs together. She looked into my eyes and took my
hands in hers, squeezing them affectionately as she moved them down to my
sides.


“You are
already wearing it, My Dear.”


Mrs.
Kraft was a big woman with beefy arms. She looked like a nanny I once had,
until Daddy fired her for being a little too strict. She showed no surprise
when I was delivered to her naked. She shook my hand, looked me up and down,
and took me on a tour of the house. Pointing out the antiques that I should be
especially careful of, she gave me a verbal list of all the things that needed
cleaning. The tour ended at a locked door. It was oak paneled, with gargoyles
or something carved in the trim around it.


“This is
where you will go to be punished,” she explained.


I didn’t
get it. I thought that maybe she would lock me in a closet or something if I
didn’t behave. It was the kind of insult that would suit her need to put me in
my place. I was sure that she had some class envy thing going. I didn’t ask her
about what was on the other side of the door, just made up my mind not to give
her any excuses to take me there.


I
cleaned. I had never done this kind of work before, and had no idea that it was
such physical labor. I was learning respect for all those illegals that Daddy
used to hire. (He called them “wetbacks”. He’s so politically incorrect!) Mrs.
Kraft had to show me how to do a lot of it, and made me feel stupid and clumsy
the whole time. I scrubbed floors and walls. I swabbed out toilets. I dusted. 


When
four hours had passed, she put on white gloves and inspected. I thought I had
done really well, until she pointed out my goofs. She led me by the ear from
room to room, her voice rising as she showed me the dust over the doorframes,
the corners I missed, the ring of lime deposits under the toilet rim. All the
time she was nagging me, she seemed secretly pleased.


She
still had my ear pinched between thumb and forefinger when she led me into the
living room; where Dr. Cornell and Heather were watching television.


“How did
she do?” asked Dr. Cornell, as if my grand entrance hadn’t given her a clue.


“Not
very well, I’m afraid,” said Mrs. Kraft. The snitch! I could have decked her.
“Do you wish to witness her punishment?”


Dr.
Cornell looked grave, as though I had disappointed her. I felt truly sorry, and
wanted to apologize and promise to do better. How can I explain this sudden
need to please her? It wasn’t just because I was scared.


“Of
course,” she said.


“Shall I
restrain her?” asked Mrs. Kraft


I
relaxed a little. I should have known that any friend of Heather’s was likely
to be into bondage. They would probably tie me up tight, stuff me in the
“punishment room”, and leave me alone for a while. They would have a giggle,
watching the tube while I languished in the dark, then turn me loose and
forgive me. It’s no big deal, I told myself. I would be more than ready to do
some sex with Dr. Cornell, or any other warm body, by the time I was free. Dr.
Cornell considered it a moment, then said “No. I want to see how eager she is
to make amends. Put her over your knee. Use the leather paddle. We can save the
harsher implements for other times.”


She was
so casual about it. It was as though she were asking Mrs. Kraft to put out the
cat. When I heard myself sentenced, I looked over at Heather, expecting to see
that she was enjoying this. Maybe it took her by surprise too. She sat deep in
her chair with her arms folded, staring at the TV like she was all alone in the
room—or wished that she were.


When Dr.
Cornell talked about penalties, it never occurred to me that she was talking
about physical abuse. Okay, maybe it had and I was in denial or something. Now
I was looking at another moment of truth, wondering if it was already too late
to take my pride and clothes and excuse myself. Would it do any good to declare
my rights? Could I say that the whole thing was unfair? Mrs. Kraft made up my
mind for me by grabbing my wrist and tossing me over her lap. 


I
flinched, expecting her to start hammering on me right away, but she set the
wicked looking paddle on the floor where I could see it and opened a jar
instead. The stuff she rubbed on my butt had a funny smell, not unpleasant, some
kind of herbal thing. It made my skin tingle. I learned later that the purpose
of the oil was to hold in the heat and increase the sting, enhancing the
effects of the spanking, and keeping my buns bright long after it was over.


Now I
only have to think of the smell of that oil and I get scared.


Dr.
Cornell said, “Chrissy, I want you to keep your hands and feet on the floor. If
you shame yourself by struggling, we will have to restrain you, and your
punishment will be more severe.”


Mrs.
Kraft wiped her hands on a tissue. I felt her bend over me and saw her big hand
reach down to take the paddle from the floor. I took a deep breath and closed
my eyes. 


Right
there, in Dr. Cornell’s living room, in front of my roommate, with the
television blaring out sit-coms, I was spanked like a bad little girl.


I was
very brave. Mrs. Kraft hit me twice before I started yelping. I had been
thinking about how humiliating the whole thing was. I had no idea that it would
hurt so much! The pain was totally awesome!


Someone
used the remote to boost the volume on the tube when I started hollering. I
could hear Dr. Cornell say that I was doing well for the first time, and could
take a lot more. 


“No!” I
begged. “I’ll do better! I promise!”


Mrs.
Kraft ignored me, and the paddle started slapping my buns harder and faster.
She would hit the same spot over and over, hurting more each time, then start a
new spot.


I sobbed
and begged. I told them I would be the best girl ever. I would do
anything-ANYTHING!


I
remembered Dr. Cornell’s warning somehow, and clutched the carpet; though I was
desperate to reach back and protect my poor burning seat from any more pain.


Then it
was over. The room seemed suddenly very quiet, except for the kid that kept
going “Hoo! hoo! hoo!” all alone with her misery. 


The
paddle waved in front of my face. “Kiss it.” I puckered up, smelling warm
leather and that damn oil. “Thank me.”


“Thank
you.” My voice was full of gravel.


The
paddle fell again, many times, hard.


“Let’s
try that again,” said Mrs. Kraft. “Try to sound sincere this time.”


I kissed
the paddle like I was in love with it. I said, “Thank you, Mrs. Kraft for
giving me the hard paddling I deserved!”


“The
girl shows promise,” observed Mrs. Kraft.


“Yes,”
Dr. Cornell agreed. “I think after another couple of dozen she will be ready to
crawl over here and kiss my feet.”


“Please!
I’ll do it now! You don’t have to hurt me again!”


Dr.
Cornell made a tsk tsk sound. “Chrissy, don’t you understand yet? I’m not
having you spanked because you really deserve it. I know I don’t have to make
you behave. You’re being spanked because we can.”


Because!
It was the final argument. I absorbed two dozen blows from that paddle, hating
the unfairness of it. When the beating ended, I crawled across the room,
sobbing, to Dr. Cornell’s feet and planted grateful kisses on the toes of her
slippers.


She
comforted me, stroking my hair and cooing to me like I was a child. After a
while, I got quiet again and she ordered me to get on my hands and knees in
front of her chair so that she could use my back for a footstool while she
watched TV. My red bottom was pointed toward Heather. I let my head hang down,
going into my own little world, feeling heels settle into the hollow of my
back.


Mrs.
Kraft brought me a bowl of milk. I lapped it like a dog, face low and ass high.
Take a good look, Heather, I thought, enjoy your revenge, bitch! Emotionally, I
was like—drained.


Heather
wasn’t gloating, though. The fact is, she was pretty subdued for the rest of
the evening. Maybe she felt guilty for not coming to my defense. I didn’t know
if she had any more idea about Dr. Cornell’s plans for the evening than I did.
I didn’t know then what a hold Dr. Cornell could have on someone, but I was
starting to learn. 


And
there was my poor little butt. It was on fire, but I could feel a glow inside,
in deep where it aches when I want cock. What was happening here? When Dr.
Cornell reached down to run cool fingers over my blazing buns, I arched up to
meet her touch like a stroked cat. I am such a slut sometimes!


I guess
Heather saw it, because she said something about needing to get up early and
stood up. Dr. Cornell stood up, too. 


“I’ll
see you out.” 


I
started to move, but Dr. Cornell put a hand on my shoulder. “Stay.”


I
stayed, listening to the murmur of their conversation at the door. Heather
sounded upset. Dr. Cornell sounded matter of fact and reassuring. I couldn’t
make out any words. 


I heard
her slippers whisper on the carpet when Dr. Cornell came back into the room.
She just stood there behind me for the longest time, looking at my ass. Mrs.
Kraft turned off the television.


“Will
there be anything else tonight?” she asked.


Behind
me, Dr. Cornell said “No. Thank you and good night.” 


“My
pleasure,” said Mrs. Kraft. 


Then it
was just the two of us. I felt a hand stroke the length of my back and pat my
bottom. “Bedtime.”


I stood
up. I was a little shaky. Dr. Cornell took my head in her hands. “I’m not
forcing you?” she asked.


“No.” I
couldn’t look at her.


“I
mean,” she seemed a little unsure of herself for the first time. “This
agreement we have, it isn’t legally binding as far as I know. I could get into
trouble probably, if this ever came into court. I can handle Heather. Don’t
worry about her. If you come upstairs with me now, it is because you want to.”


I nodded.
I couldn’t trust my voice. Truth was, I felt a little cheated. I wanted her to
make me do it, not offer me a way out. The mind is a monkey.


We just
stood there a minute, two girls, one naked. When she saw that I wasn’t about to
book ass. She took one step back and said, “Go upstairs, first door on the
right, and turn down the bed.” 


She
didn’t tell me to, but I was waiting on my knees when she came into the
bedroom. “I’ll try to please you,” I promised.


I felt
her hand on the back of my neck. “I know you will. If we have to get Mrs. Kraft
out of bed, she will be very angry.”


I
watched her get undressed. She didn’t tell me not to, and I wanted to know if
her body was really that magnificent or if she just knew how to hide it.


It was
her all right. Those boobs didn’t need a bra to ride high, and her tummy really
was that flat. No hidden cellulite appeared. I would hate her if I weren’t near
perfection myself. (Yeah-right!)


She took
my hand and led me to the bed.


It
wasn’t as gross as I thought it would be. She smelled really great, and it was
nice kissing someone who didn’t have beard stubble. 


There
was another test for me though, another chance for little Chrissy to wimp out.
It happened when she rolled over on her back and brought her knees up by her ears
someplace, so that her whole bottom was practically off the bed.


“Start
at the bottom and work up,” she said.


It took
me a minute to realize that she was telling me to rim her. I was like WHOA!
TIME OUT HERE! I had come to bed expecting to munch some bush, but this was a
bit much. Then I realized that she had showered while I waited by the bed. Her
hair was still damp. She wouldn’t be waving it at me if it wasn’t scrubbed. 


So I
took a deep breath and gave her a tentative lick.“Chrissy!” her voice was soft,
but it went up on the last syllable of my name, the way Mom’s used to when her
patience was being tried. I was being warned to quit screwing around and get
with the program.


It’s
really amazing how having your rump roasted can change your attitude. I put my
tongue to work.


As it
turned out, tonguing her butthole was more of a symbolic thing with her. After
a minute or so she told me to move on to the good part, and that was where I
really hit my stride.


A lot of
lezzies have told me that only a woman can really please another woman. I
suppose there’s something to that. I knew all the best places, and I didn’t
neglect any of them. If I found a spot that made Dr. Cornell’s breath quicken,
I was sure to come back to it.


Her puss
was soft and sweet and tasted better than I would have thought something like
that could. She came about six times before she finally pushed me away.


My turn?
No way. She had me kneel on the floor while she cuffed my hands behind me and
chained my ankle to the bed post. She gave me a kiss to keep me warm. It would
have to do. I had no blanket.


The
floor was hard, and I couldn’t get comfortable with my hands behind me. I was
extremely horny. It had been a day of hard lessons in Dr. Cornell’s class. I
was exhausted, and fell asleep in minutes.


When I
woke up, Dr. Cornell was nowhere to be seen and Mrs. Kraft was nudging me awake
with her foot. 


“You’re
burning daylight, girl!” I was really starting to have a problem with this
woman.


Like she
cared! I was just an animal she had to tend. She unchained me and took me to
the bathroom to pee. She fed me breakfast from a bowl on the floor before she
put me to work.


Fearing
the paddle, I attacked my cleaning chores with an energy I never knew I had.
Mrs. Kraft must have been under orders to go easy on me, or I was getting
better at my job. When the day ended, I got another bowl of food and a pat on
the head. Good doggie!


I didn’t
see Dr. Cornell again until I was delivered to her bedroom that night. It was
the same as the night before. I ate. Dr. Cornell enjoyed. I spent another night
chained to the bed with my hands safe from mischief. My poor clit buzzed till
morning, keeping me awake. Ordinarily, my vibrator gets a real workout at
night, unless I have an available stud to satisfy my needs. Two nights without
sex was making me hungry. That was just what Dr. Cornell wanted, of course.


At least
I didn’t get my ass beat.


On
Sunday, I was down on the library floor on my hands and knees, waxing the
hardwood and keeping my legs apart the way Mrs. Kraft wanted me to. I thought
that I was alone. Mrs. Kraft was in the kitchen. 


When I
heard a small sound behind me, I glanced over my shoulder and saw Dr. Cornell
leaning against the door jamb and watching me work. She was dressed in a
sweatsuit, like she was about to go jogging or something. She had a cup of
coffee in one hand and some kind of wand in the other. She saw me looking and
smiled.


“Don’t
let me interrupt,” she said. “You’re doing fine.”


For two
days I had been feeling like a real nothing. Now a little bit of praise had me
pumping away on that rag like waxing the floor was a divine quest or something.
I knew that my ass was twitching as I crawled around down there, and Dr.
Cornell was enjoying every minute. I let my knees slide a little farther apart,
just to tease her. 


She was
quiet for so long that I thought maybe she had gone, then I heard a sound that
made me jump.


It was a
kind of whickery sound, and I knew that Dr. Cornell had slashed the air with
the stick in her hand. I wanted to look back, but I was afraid that I would see
her flexing that wand in her fists and studying my ass.


She
laughed. “Delicious, isn’t it? The fear I mean. I can see the muscles in your
thighs tensing, the gooseflesh rising on your bottom. You know what this cane
is for, don’t you?”


“I’ve
done everything you asked me to,” I whined.


“Petulance
is punishable,” she warned. Then she put the smile back in her voice. “You have
performed better than I expected, actually. I’m not going to punish you.”


I
started to relax, until she said: “I just want to give you a souvenir of this
weekend.” I heard the cane slice at nothing again, a practice swing.


I had
been waxing furiously, working off nervous energy. Now I froze.


Nothing—I
waited. Then she took a step into the room, and I felt something slender, cold
and hard, like a skeleton’s finger, sliding down my butt crease, searching. It
opened my lips and went on, finding my clit. 


I hadn’t
had any in two days. I had been kept naked and tied up a lot, which turned me
on more than I would have expected. I had been giving a lot of head, teased,
and sent away.


Okay—I’m
a slut. I rocked back to meet it. I humped that rod like it was her hand.


I was
just getting into it when she took the cane away. I saw it in front of my face.


“You’ve
soiled it,” she whispered. “Clean it off.”


I knew
she didn’t want me to wipe it with my rag. I opened my mouth and the cane slid
slowly between my lips. 


“Just a
taste,” she said. “So that you will know.” 


I
thought for a minute that she was talking about the juice that was all over the
cane, my juice. Then I realized that she was telling me that she wasn’t going
to beat me very hard—this time.


“Don’t
move.”


Easy for
her to say. I took the rag in both hands. It was something to hold on to. I let
my head hang.


The
first stroke put me into like shock. It was awesome. The pain grew for awhile
after. She let me feel it for a few seconds, hissing through my teeth. I
jerked, just a little, then got back into position. 


“Raise
up a little. Offer it to me.”


I did
it, wondering how many more there would be.


She gave
me ten. A few minutes, that’s all it took. How long is a few minutes sitting on
a hot stove? I was blubbering, screaming, I didn’t care. It was like being cut
with a hot knife.


Then I
felt her hands on my shoulders, turning me. I went limp and flopped over on my
back, gasping as my ass touched the floor.


Dr.
Cornell didn’t waste her breath on apologies or sympathy. Words would have
spoiled it. She just pushed my legs apart and dove in. Before I knew what she
had in mind, she yawned like a movie vampire and champed down on my pussy. 


I never
felt any teeth though. She just sucked me like a ripe peach while her tongue
flicked over the best spots. My first impulse was to grab her head with both
hands and ride it, but I wasn’t about to step out of line by touching her
without permission. I couldn’t forget that she was in control.


Maybe
that’s why I came big time. 


I could
like feel the arteries in my neck swelling. I clawed the hardwood. I made weird
animal noises. 


When I
was down to just panting and vibrating, Dr. Cornell gave me a peck on the cheek
and whispered in my ear. 


“Next
weekend you will be fucked up the ass.”


An hour
later, when Mrs. Kraft came in with my clothes and cab fare, I was still
sprawled on the floor like somebody who fell from a high place.











Chapter Four



 

“You
must hate me,” said Heather.


I was
back in the dorm on Sunday night. While I had been working at Dr. Cornell’s,
Heather had been busy in our room. My bed had gone into storage, and she had made
a sort of nest for me out of old blankets piled on the floor at the foot of her
bed. I was seeing a trend here. 


I had
just stripped for bed, giving Heather her first look at the hash marks on my
ass.


“Why
should I hate you?” I was still spaced out. 


“I
thought that it would be fun to see Dr. Cornell take you down a few pegs. I
knew she was kinky, but I never thought that she would be so rough! She’s like
brainwashed you or something. You used to have a wink and a smile for
everybody. Now you look at the ground and hardly say anything. You’re so
totally demure. This is beyond games now. I’m worried about you. Dr. Cornell is
treating you like a slave.”


Heather
is so clueless sometimes. She didn’t understand that my marks were like
military decorations or something. I was practically grieving because the
purple lines that Dr. Cornell’s cane left were already fading, and would be
gone in a couple of days. Heather didn’t understand that after a whole weekend
without my ass cork I was feeling this major void! She didn’t know yet that
tomorrow morning I would reach back to spread my own cheeks and welcome my new
improved plug home. She didn’t see that for once in my over privileged life I
was expected to listen and follow orders, pay my dues and suffer for my sins,
no tricks—no illusions. I was blindfolded on a rollercoaster and learning to
enjoy the ride.


She
didn’t understand that I was falling in love.


“I’m
okay,” I said. “Fine—really!”


Heather
wasn’t buying it. She won’t let anyone spoil a good guilt trip for her. She was
feeling bad about it even while the chrome chain came slithering out of her
lingerie drawer to be padlocked on my ankle and her bed frame. She apologized
about the handcuffs that clicked together behind my back. My vibrator would be
idle again tonight.


I
couldn’t sleep. If I turned over on my back, the cuffs bit at my wrists and dug
into my spine. If I rolled over on my shoulder, my arm went to sleep. On my
belly, I had to twist my neck around to breath. Heather was no help. I could
hear her tossing around, too. We were both thinking the same thing.


Dr.
Cornell had a good reason for everything she did. If she instructed Heather to
put me here for the night, she obviously had some wicked plan in mind. You
don’t just chain a naked girl to the foot of your bed and ignore her. 


Heather
and I had been roomies since first term. You really bond with somebody when you
spend that much time in their space. She was more like family than my family
was. She wasn’t jealous of Dr. Cornell exactly, but seeing the power that the
woman had over me had to be eating at her. Dr. Cornell knew that Heather had
reservations about this whole thing, and the only way to make her mind easy
about it would be to enlist her as an accomplice. 


“Heather?”
I whispered.


“What?”
She sounded most petulant, like I had interrupted her in the middle of a good
cry.


“What’s
wrong?”


“I’m not
a lez, okay?”


I
laughed. “Who said you were?”


“All
that enema stuff, and the plugs, that was only, like, pranking you, you know?” 


“I
know.” In the darkness, my tone of voice was all I had to tell her how much I
understood.


“Having
actual sex with you, that would feel sort of incestuous. I don’t know if I can
cross that line.”


“I think
that’s why I’m here though. Dr. Cornell wants you to make me give you head,
doesn’t she?”


The
security light in the parking lot outside made a silhouette out of her. I could
see her sitting up in bed and dabbing her face with a tissue. 


This was
too weird. She was supposed to be topping me, but I had to talk her into it.


“I
mean,” she was winding up for a real nervous breakdown here. I could hear her
voice getting all quavery. “We’re most excellent friends and all and I really
love you, but not—that way.”


“Get
real,” I said impatiently. “You did it with Dr. Cornell, didn’t you?”


She
didn’t say anything for a long time, and hairs were starting to rise on the
back of my neck. I knew what she was going to say before she said it.


“I sold
you out, Chrissy. Don’t you see? She tried to run the same program on me that
she is doing with you. I couldn’t handle it. I gave you to her.”


I had
already guessed as much myself. I felt a little manipulated, but not enough to
justify a big scene.


I
snorted. “Let’s not go there, girlfriend. First off, I’m not yours to give.
Second, I know what I’m doing and it’s what I want to do, and finally—so what?
I mean, Dr. Cornell and I are right for each other in some gothic sort of way.”


“You
really mean that?” she sounded hopeful, and maybe a little disappointed, too.
Confessing her horrible sins would have been more satisfying if it had led to
some grand soap opera. My casual forgiveness was like an anti-climax.


“Is that
what it is with you?” I groaned. “You’ve had your thong stuck in your crack
because you thought I was like some helpless victim of betrayal?” I giggled. I
couldn’t help it. 


Heather
started to giggle too, relieved I guess. I started thinking that Heather was
really kind of sweet under that witchy exterior, and suddenly I wanted to taste
her in the worst way.


Direct
action was called for here. We could spend the whole night in emotional self-analysis.
There was plenty of slack in my chain. I got up on my knees and pushed my nose
under her blanket. I could feel Heather go all stiff when she felt me worming
under the covers on my belly. Her giggle kind of trailed off.


She
reached down and put her hands on my head. I thought for a moment that she was
going to push me away, but she stroked my hair instead and shifted her knees
apart. I took that as a go ahead.


The
covers had trapped her scent. I could smell her skin beside my face and the
more distant perfume of her puss, different from Dr. Cornell, sweeter. Sensing
that she still wanted to resist my advance, I curbed an impulse to dive for the
goal and started by kissing her thighs instead, planting a row of dry, tickly
pecks up from the knees. When she sighed and relaxed, I let her feel the tip of
my tongue. I eased off when I felt any tension, but lapped more aggressively
when she raised her knees. Soon I was in the hollow where her hips met her
belly, pubic hair brushed my cheek. I teased her then, moving up to her navel
and probing into it with my tongue. She was breathing heavily now. It was time
to head for home plate. 


Her clit
was already swelling up to meet my tongue, hot and hard, like a thumb under the
skin. I covered it with my mouth and sucked, letting my tongue dance lightly
over the surface before plunging deep into the hole below. I alternated for a
while, teasing her clit till she was grabbing my ears and gasping, then leaving
her on the brink while I probed her hole again. Her hips started bucking so
violently that I had trouble staying with her. I worked her nipples as well,
pinching them hard and twisting.


“Oh
yeah!” she whispered hoarsely. She went positively rigid when she came, curling
up into a ball and quaking, then going limp.


I rested
my head on her belly. There was no question about receiving any paybacks.
Getting head was one thing. Giving it was another. As long as she was a passive
partner in this scene, she could make it all right in her own mind. It was just
something that happened to her. I didn’t really care. I did it for Dr. Cornell
anyway. She would reward me in her own way later.


“Get off
me, you wretched queer,” Heather nudged my shoulder with her knee, and added a
giggle to take the sting out of her words. “Get back on the floor where you
belong.” I could tell by the tone of her voice that she was horribly
embarrassed. She would be working extra hard tomorrow to forget the whole
sordid episode.


I
wriggled my way back out of the covers. It was getting stuffy under there
anyway. I returned to the hopeless chore of trying to get comfortable. I had
her cum drying on my face and my hair was damp with her sweat, chilling me.


Poor
Heather, she could hang with lesbians, and let another girl give her head, but
no way would she ever let anybody call her queer. She had the makings of a
total closet case. Must be that her load of guilt wasn’t too heavy though. She
was asleep way before I was. 



 

***



 

The plug
I wore to class the next morning hardly bothered me at all, though it was
bigger than the one I had worn the week before. I guess my body was learning to
relax. It nestled inside me like an old friend.


Heather
hardly looked at me all morning. She went through the motions of cleaning me
out and strapping in the plug, but she was distant and a little cold about it.
I wasn’t worried about it. She had a lot to work out, but I figured she would
get a grip eventually. I kept my peace and didn’t do anything to remind her
about the night before.


Heather
was right about my new attitude. I didn’t bounce and flirt any more. I spoke
with respect to everyone I met now.


When she
laid out my clothes for the morning, Heather gave me a new addition to my
wardrobe—a leather collar that was way cool! It was wider and thicker than a
dog collar, and had lots of metal studs on it. There was a ring in front for a
leash. I held my head up high so that everyone could see it. They just thought
it was some punk fashion. They couldn’t see the little padlock under my hair,
or the engraved dog tag that said: “Property of Helen Cornell”.


I
flaunted myself in class, spreading my legs so Dr. Cornell could see the strap
that split my lips. It was there for her after all. I liked knowing that she
had this power over me, and the plug never let me forget.


By
Wednesday, I was wearing a plug as big as a real cock. It hurt, but I got used
to it.


In the
evenings, Heather had me strip while I studied. I got a few calls from guys
that wanted dates, and I really didn’t mind turning them down. I was saving
myself for Friday.


The
girls from down the hall began to drop in unannounced. A dorm is like a small
town, and the word was out that we had some kind of dominant/submissive thing
going. They always had an excuse, paper to borrow or a question about the trig
exam. I knew why they were really there. They had to see if the rumors were
true. They wanted to see me crouched naked over my homework on the floor, with
a plug up my ass and a collar on my throat.


Heather
let them in and chatted with them, pretending to ignore me while they gawked.
She was protecting her own conscience by treating me with contempt. After a
while, Heather started leaving the door open so that everyone who passed our
room could look in and see me.


Every
night, after the lights were out, I would crawl under the blankets and service
her. I was obeying the command that she couldn’t bring herself to give.











Chapter Five



 

I
totally wig when I hear the siren. My heart starts hammering away and my breath
whistles through my nose. My first thought is that Heather has had a hissy fit
and narced on us. I wonder if the cops will believe me when I tell them we’re
just a bunch of pervy dykes on an outing. (Okay, bad pun.) I tell myself that
it’s just a traffic stop, and if I lie real quiet, maybe the boys in blue won’t
think to look in the back of the van.


My
stomach sinks when I feel the van start to slow and pull on to the shoulder. I
wonder if any of us will do jail time. Dr. Cornell will lose her job for sure.


Instead
a miracle happens. The siren passes by without slowing and I see a brief
flicker of red light around the edges of my blindfold as the sound peaks and
fades. I start to breathe again. Poor little Chrissy won’t be getting rescued
after all.


Then
we are turning and I hear gravel crunching under the tires. I lift my head and
feel hot breath against my cheek. How long has Dr. Cornell been here? I imagine
her like hovering over me, looking intensely obsessed and all. It’s flattering
in a spooky kind of way.


She
doesn’t touch me, except to trail her fingertips down the crack of my ass until
goose bumps spring up. She taps the plug to see that it is properly seated, or
maybe just to remind me that it’s there. She whispers into my ear.


“Yes,
we’re almost there.”


She
is really starting to creep me out.



 

***



 

Mrs.
Kraft had a warm smile for Heather when she opened the door on Friday night,
but an icy look for me.


“You’re
over dressed, young lady.”


I
stripped down, fumbling a lot because I was nervous. What was it with this
bitch? She seemed to think that it was her mission in life to make me feel like
major shit.


“I
can’t stay long,” Heather said. “I have a date.”


“Chrissy
has a date too,” said Mrs. Kraft, “in the correction room.”


I
knew she was talking about the room I hadn’t seen yet. I swallowed a lump.


Heather
just said, “I see,” very quietly. Heather seemed scared too, like a little kid
who would rather not look under the bed. I folded my clothes very neatly on the
entry table. Heather looked at her watch. 


“Gosh!
look at the time! I gotta go.” She flashed me a smile that was positively
funereal and squeezed my hand. For two weeks she had alternated between PMS and
sympathy. Now she was being tender. The hand squeeze helped though. I guess she
wasn’t completely in touch with her inner bitch. 


“See
you on Sunday,” she called over her shoulder. I have never felt so totally
abandoned.


Mrs.
Kraft locked the door behind her and snapped a leash on my collar.


“Have
I done something wrong?” I asked as she led me downstairs.


“Dr.
Cornell wishes to consummate your relationship,” she said. I didn’t know what
the fuck that meant, but I guessed that I wasn’t in trouble.


The
door was already open when we got there. Dr. Cornell was waiting for us. Mrs.
Kraft closed it behind us and latched it. It made a big booming noise when she
slammed it. At least the hinges didn’t creak.


It
looked like my shower room in high school. The walls and floor were tile and
there was a drain in the floor. It was a room without clocks or windows. The bare
bulb burning overhead made it noon all the time, I guess. There wouldn’t be any
way for me to know how long I was in there. I was glad that she hadn’t
decorated the place with a lot of tacky clichés, fake brick, a gas log, or a
plywood battleaxe, crap like that would have just given me a fit of the
giggles, and Dr. Cornell probably would have tossed me out on my ass. This felt
right, like the place where the secret police take you when you won’t talk. 


Center
stage was a high bench. It was padded and had canvas straps on it like they use
on patients in the psycho ward. The walls were decorated with all kinds of
kinky toys, chrome, leather, and rubber. Things that could pinch and penetrate,
bend and bind, spread, and stretch, and strike. My future didn’t look too good.


Dr.
Cornell sat in a chair facing the bench. She was smoking a cigarette and
looking really intense. She didn’t say anything, but her eyes seemed to draw me
into the room. 


Mrs.
Kraft stopped me when my hips were against the edge of the bench. She pulled on
my leash to bend me over it. I let her fasten my wrists to the legs of the
bench. She spread my ankles and chained them to the floor. 


It
was like a way surreal and solemn moment. The only sound in the room was the
click of buckles and the creak of leather under me as I settled into the
padding. After my wrists were fastened, I knew that I wasn’t going anywhere,
but Mrs. Kraft strapped up my knees and elbows too, pulling my elbows in tight
against the bench and my knees farther apart. My collar was on a short chain,
with my chin hanging over the edge. I could raise my head just enough to see
Dr. Cornell. She wasn’t blinking, even though the cigarette was about to burn
her fingers.


There
was this padded bolster thing under my hips. I thought that it was there to
make me more comfortable, until Mrs. Kraft wrapped a canvas strap across the
small of my back and snugged it down. That tilted my pelvis and opened up my
crack about another inch. I felt like I was the guest of honor at some pagan
ritual. If they were planning a virgin sacrifice the joke was on them.


Dr.
Cornell finally shook herself out of her trance, snuffing the butt with a
shaking hand.


“You
are so beautiful!” she whispered.


I
didn’t feel beautiful.


Behind
me, I could hear Mrs. Kraft snapping on a pair of surgical gloves. I smelled
the oil before I felt it being massaged into every fold and cranny of my ass,
between my legs and down my thighs. She was mapping out the territory. I
recognized the way my skin got tingly and tight. Dr. Cornell’s herbal rub.


I
threw the good Doctor a look that would melt Hitler’s heart. “I’m really
scared!”


She
just gave me this adoring gaze, “I know. It is the fear that makes you so
beautiful.” Okay—so much for clemency. She was going to hurt me because it got
her off. I would get off too, probably, but I could easily pass on the pain
part and go directly to the sex.


The
latex gloves hit the wastebasket. “All set.”


“Use
the rubber paddle, please,” said Dr. Cornell. “It should redden her nicely.”


Mrs.
Kraft spanked me fast and hard, the way you pound steak to make it tender. She
wasn’t mad. She just seemed interested in making a good job of it. The blows
started high, just below the place where it dimples when I stand, where there
isn’t much meat to cover the bone. Each time the paddle hit, she moved it just
a little farther down, and after the first couple of dozen, she was finding the
sweet spot, where the sting almost feels good.


I was
not a good girl. I struggled like hell, tested that canvas to the max, yipping
like a puppy the whole time. Then I unscrunched my eyes enough to see Dr.
Cornell. She was right in my face, and I could see so much heat in her eyes
that I wanted to take it—for her. I closed my eyes again and tried to ride it
out.


Just
a little more, I told myself. Her pussy had to be dripping by now, for sure.
She would have other uses for me soon. I managed a tight smile for her. I was
sort of adjusting to the pain, if that’s possible, discovering that it hurt
less if I went limp and zoned out. I got into this sort of Zen state, so that
each explosion of pain seemed to echo everywhere, radiating heat down to my
sopping puss.


“I’m
hungry for you, Mistress!” I screamed. It was the first time I had ever called
her that. “Please let me taste you!” 


She
grinned back. I guess she liked her new title. “Not yet!” She had to shout back
at me. Mrs. Kraft and I were both putting out a few decibels. She raised her
glance to Mrs. Kraft. “Harder, please!”


Weird
shit crosses my mind while I’m getting my ass paddled. I suppose I’m
distracting myself or something. I wondered if I would be getting any from my
Mistress tonight. Then I wondered if Mrs. Kraft would be nicer to me if I gave
her some head. Then I thought of a really lame joke. Why is Mrs. Kraft like an insurance
agent? They both go for full coverage.


Full
coverage is what I got, twice around the globes, up and down the thighs. The
whole time I was barking “HUNH! HUNH!” like a pig every time she hit me. I was
drooling and sweating. My eyes were dripping, and my nose, and my pussy. This
rump roast was well done, cooked to the bone.


Things
became completely psycho then. Mrs. Kraft began murmuring encouragement to me.
“Good girl! Raise up for me. Higher! Good!” and the paddle would reward me.


My
whole focus narrowed down to the next impact, and the next, and (OH MOMMEEE!!)
the next. 


I
wanted it harder and faster and forever, until my brain exploded and I became
pure sensation, screaming, mindless, wallowing in agony. 


Suddenly,
it was over.


I
never knew if she got tired or if Dr. Cornell stopped her. The next thing I
knew, my face was in the hands of my Mistress. I was bawling like a baby,
choking out sobs till there was no air left, then whooping my lungs full of air
so that I could do it some more. I was pathetic.


She
kept shushing me until I got the message. The hurt was going away. “Is it bad?”
She wasn’t mocking me.


“Yes,
Mistress!” Actually, I was in a weird sort of slave space right then. I wanted
her to take me up to bed so that I could show her just how totally subbie I was
feeling, but I didn’t really want to be loose yet either. Then it hit me that
what I wanted wouldn’t make any difference one way or the other—and that turned
my puss into like an absolute river!


She
wiped my eyes and forehead with a damp cloth. “All those lovely tears shed for
my sake.”


I
blew my nose on the tissue she offered me.


“Try
to understand,” she begged. “Can you appreciate this great need I have? I have
to know that you suffer for me, even in my absence. I have to see your sacrifice,
over and over again. I must control the most intimate details of your life. I
want you to love me, not in spite of the trials I bring you, but because of
them. Can you do it?”


“I’ll
try,” I promised, but I had already made that connection. Go figure. If you
can’t understand it, all I can say is—I guess you had to be there. 


I
know I did. My raw wrists told me that I was a prisoner for real.


She
laughed, but it was a funny, sad kind of laugh. “You’re being tortured, and I’m
the one who must confess.” She put her soul into a kiss that seemed to explain
everything. I kissed her back, opening my mouth for her tongue and giving her
mine. I was getting high on her perfume, her hand stroking my face so gently.


Then
she pulled away, “I love you.” 


I
wanted to answer her, but she didn’t give me a chance. Maybe she was afraid
that I wouldn’t. She turned away, like it hurt her to confess such a simple
thing.


“I
think that she is ready for the tawse now, Mrs. Kraft.”


After
that, I was way too busy screaming to worry about it.


The
tawse was different, less pop and more bite. The stiff leather wrapped and
snapped and found all of the really tender places the paddle had missed. I
howled and bawled and made impossible promises.


Much,
much later, I opened my eyes hopefully during a pause in the pain. My Mistress
was untying her robe, and I noticed that it was tented in the front. I was sort
of out of my head by that time, because my first thought was that she had
enjoyed the show enough to grow a hard on.


Then
she dropped the robe and I saw that she had.


It
was a strap on, of course, but the color was a close match to her own skin, and
when she popped it into my mouth, I discovered that it was hard inside and soft
outside. Just like real.


“I
promised you something.” Her voice was husky.


Behind
me, Mrs. Kraft was busy with the rubber gloves again, then she was packing my
ass full of grease, twisting two fingers around to make sure everything was
slick inside.


All
the while that she was working me, Dr. Cornell was squatting down to look deep
into my eyes, studying my reaction. I stared back, letting her review the
parade of emotions passing through my brain, humiliation, terror, and a sort of
sick anticipation. Her eyes were disturbing, so full of heat I thought she
wanted to like devour me or something. I knew it probably wouldn’t do me any
good at this point to beg for mercy, not that I really wanted to.


Then
she stood up again and I saw that big fake dick bobbing in front of my face.
There was no doubt about what she expected me to do now. I opened wide.


I
swallowed convulsively, almost gagging on the thing in my mouth, tickling my
nose with pubic hairs and inhaling Dr. Cornell’s scent while I sucked her big,
beautiful cock.


That
was just ritual, of course. She didn’t get off on having her dick sucked,
except mentally. She just wanted me to pay homage to it and get it wet. I held
my breath when she popped the dildo out of my mouth and walked slowly around
the bench until she was behind me.


Even
with all that lube, she was slow and careful putting it in. I had already
learned how to relax, the plugs taught me that, and the dildo didn’t hurt at
all. It was just a feeling of being opened and filled. The sensation was
nothing like normal fucking. It was more personal, like the first time all over
again, only more. Once the tip was in me, she worked it deeper with short
jabbing motions, not pushing too hard or fast, letting me get used to it. Every
time I thought that I had it all, her hips would grind and she would poke it in
a little deeper.


Then
she was all the way in. Her pubic hair tickled my buns. I let out the breath I
had been holding. She just stayed that way for a while, in deep, letting me get
used to its bulk. I could feel my pulse against it.


“I
wanted to do this the first time I saw you,” she said. I could tell from the
sound of her voice that it was some kind of peak experience for her—me too.


She
pulled out slow, and I could feel my ass contracting, like it didn’t want to
let go of that yummy cock. When it was almost out, she pushed in again. I
relaxed and sighed. 


“Do
it,” I said. “Fuck my ass.”


She
smacked my ass with a hard hand and I tightened up. “I don’t need your
permission.”


Then
she fucked me, deep and long, faster and harder. I was bleating like a sheep
after a couple of minutes. She flipped a switch on her hip and I could feel the
dildo begin to vibrate, driving the sensation of her thrusting into my womb,
buzzing against my clit. I realized that there must be something in it for her
too; because she started panting the way she does just before she cums, and
jamming me hard enough to hurt. 


It
was too much. I started begging her to give me a break, just for a second, but
this was rape after all, and my crying just seemed to turn her on that much
more. I was starting to feel like I was getting it from some machine. Then she
was howling too, and digging her nails into my shoulders.


She
collapsed on top of me, and we both puffed like we had finished a race or
something. Her breath was hot on my hair as she killed the vibrations that were
still humming through my ass.


She
laughed, that deep throaty laugh that always turns me on. “Was it good for you,
too?”


It
had been a pretty intense couple of hours, and that was meant to be a tension
reliever, I suppose. 


“Please,”
I said. “You just beat my ass and raped me. I wasn’t supposed to enjoy it!” I
had, of course, but somehow talking spoiled it. I just wanted her to use me, a
Mistress shouldn’t need validation or approval, or anything.


She was
quiet for a minute, and I had that weird feeling that I often get, like she was
reading my mind. Maybe she was; because when she spoke again she was back in
character. 


“I will
punish that little outburst later,” she said. The dildo was still inside me. I
felt my ass clench around it as she slipped a hand between us to start the
vibration again. My pussy started buzzing in sympathy. If she kept this up, I
would cum soon—cum from being dicked in the ass. Just thinking about how
completely perverse that was almost put me over right then.


This was
what I had always wanted from her, I suddenly realized, this merciless control.
I started crying again—a different kind of tears this time.


“I’m
sorry, Mistress. Please forgive me!”


“Say you
are mine.”


“I’m
yours, Mistress!”


“Beg me
for it.”


“Please
fuck me up the ass, Mistress.”


The slow
piston started again.











Chapter Six



 

I
wandered into slavery the way I used to wander through the shopping malls, not
really looking for anything, taking little steps, always ready for some
surprise.


I guess
my life didn’t have much purpose before I met Dr. Cornell. My idea of a great
weekend used to be screwing some guy I hardly knew, or hanging out at the
beach, or spending Daddy’s money on stuff I didn’t even want.


Life was
simpler now, or really complicated. I had a mission, pleasing my Mistress. My
friends all said that I wasn’t much fun anymore, like I cared. I became a
little hermit, stripping naked in my room as soon as classes were over, waiting
for Heather to show up. She often came home with new instructions from Dr.
Cornell, some command for me to obey, or punishment to endure.


Heather
came home one night and told me that I had to be shackled to the bed after
class from now on. She no longer let me go down to the cafeteria. Instead she
brought me the things I was expected to eat. Sometimes they were pretty
disgusting. I was munching Heather’s pussy every night now, rimming her too.
She only let me play with my vibrator when Dr. Cornell said it was okay, and
that wasn’t very often.


Sometimes,
when I was alone in the room, I would take my vibrator out of the drawer and
look at it, maybe turn it on for a second in case it was feeling lonesome too,
then put it back in the drawer unused. Fidelity was a whole new thing for me,
but practicing it made the sex I was allowed just that much hotter. One day my
vibrator disappeared. Heather must have decided that I didn’t need the
temptation. I was actually grateful. 


Every
Friday night, I showed up at Dr. Cornell’s door, exactly on time, spanking
clean (inside and out), ready to serve, and horny as hell.


Sometimes
I just did housework; if Dr. Cornell was busy or out of town. Most weekends I
wound up draped over the whipping bench, or hanging by my wrists and ankles
from the ceiling, swinging like a hammock. I hated being spanked that way. The
paddle would send me flying, and it would be waiting for me on the backswing. I
could look between my legs and watch it coming. 


I walked
by a playground one day and saw some kids playing on the swing sets. The sound
of the chains creaking made me cringe. I kept waiting for that steady slap of
leather against skin.


I know
what you’re thinking, that Dr. Cornell was being a total bitch, but it wasn’t
like that, not at all. We spent plenty of time talking quietly by the fire. I
enjoyed the way she cuddled me after a session. It was comforting.


I liked
massaging her, running my oily hands over her glossy skin until I knew every
glorious inch of her. I brushed her hair, trimmed her nails (all twenty), and
bathed her. Sometimes I knelt beside her while she ate, waiting like a dog on
the floor to take scraps from her hand. Now and then she would pet my hair and
I would nuzzle her thigh.


Do I
have to tell you that we had the most incredible sex?


Dr.
Cornell wasn’t grim about punishment sessions either, even when I was getting
something I deserved. We both knew that it was always just a game. It would
have been phony to pretend it was anything else; so she was playful most of the
time. The things she did to me made her happy. When she was happy, I was.
Simple—right?


Then one
day I realized that nothing is simple.


That day
she had me on the bench. She likes to talk, so we were taking a breather and
chatting. It was pretty surreal, I suppose. I mean, here I was, fastened to a
bench with my ass glowing like a neon light. Out of the corner of my eye, I was
sneaking frightened glances at the plastic bag full of blue foamy stuff she
would be pumping up my ass later. The inflatable nozzle kept dripping on the
tile floor, lest I forget. All this time she was yakking away like we were just
two friends, talking about movies and recipes and all that happy crap.


It
wasn’t always that way. Sometimes she would help me with my homework during
sessions. I always paid attention while she tutored me. There would be a quiz
later.


Where
was I? Drifting again. I do that a lot lately. Anyway, on this particular day,
I was on the bench. My buns were blazing. (So what else is new?) She had been
working my ass with her hand, opening me up until three fingers were going in without
much strain. I was getting nervous that she might be thinking fist.


I had
already measured that horse cock she was wearing. It was a real mouthful, and I
knew that I was in for a long hard ride. I was hoping that she would put it
where it belonged, sometimes she did. That damn drippy nozzle told me no way
today. 


By now,
I had the news flash. Struggling and begging on the bench didn’t get me out of
anything. I had learned to go with it. Awful as it felt, I knew that I wasn’t
going to die. A little pain wasn’t about to freak me out anymore.


I was
watching her putter around the room. It was a strain to hold my head up. Most
of the time I let it hang and stared at the floor. All the action usually took
place behind me anyway. I was curious to see which toys she was considering,
though, and I liked seeing her glide around the room.


On this
day I had like a revelation or something. It suddenly dawned on me that this
room wasn’t brand new. In fact, some of the stuff in there looked pretty dusty
and worn.


“This
bench wasn’t built for me, was it, Mistress?” I asked, licking at a tear that
was tickling the corner of my mouth.


She was
over at the umbrella stand, fingering her canes and crops like she was deciding
whether or not she was feeling that mean. She wheeled around fast, and I was
afraid that I had struck a nerve or something.


“No,”
she said quietly. “Not for you.” She smiled sadly. “I’m nearly forty. I did
have a life before you met me.”


I let my
head hang, my neck was tired. “Heather?” I was too dumb, or too jealous, to let
the subject drop.


“No,”
she said. “Not Heather.”


Looking
down, I noticed again how scarred the legs of the bench were below the place
where my hands were fastened, as though a cat had used them for scratching
posts. Fingernails had clawed the wood during moments of agony.


The
thing was, the marks were farther down than my little hands could reach, and I
bite my nails.


I felt
the hand of my Mistress, gentle on my head. “Heather and I fail to—connect—the
way that you and I do,” she said.


I was
making a connection of my own, feeling her hand slide down my face, that big
hand with the perfect manicure. I raised my head and looked into her eyes. She
must have seen it in my face, like the light bulb that appears over cartoon
character’s heads.


“Yes,”
she said. “I was a slave for ten years, a nursemaid for five, and now I am a
widow.”


That was
the condensed version, of course. I knew that the whole story would be full of
endurance and sacrifice, love and grief. Maybe she will tell me all of it someday.


She
cupped my chin in her hand and I let it rest there. “Since then,” she said, “I
have developed new appetites.” 


Break
time was over. She held two paddles where I could see them. “Which do you
prefer?”


Ouch!
None of the above, I thought, but I said: “The leather one, please.”


She used
the wooden one.


While I was
screaming, I took some comfort from the thought that she probably wasn’t doing
anything to me that hadn’t been done to her.











Chapter Seven



 

On exam
day, Heather sent me to class wearing panties and a bra under a white dress, no
chastity belt, no plug. Nothing was supposed to distract me from the test. It
was multiple choice. An easy “C” if I knew half and guessed the rest, but I
knew that it was an “A” I was going to need. I thought my mind would go blank.


It was
easy! All that studying must have paid off, or maybe it was Dr. Cornell’s
tutoring (taught to the tune of a hickory stick). I started checking boxes.


Half way
through the test, I started to think. I thought for a couple of minutes, then I
laid my pencil down and closed my test booklet. I folded my hands on my desk.


Sitting
up front, Dr. Cornell looked puzzled. She glanced at the clock. No way I had
finished already. Then she got it, and I saw that slow, cruel smile of hers.
Everyone else had their head down, scribbling like mad. No one saw her pick up
a ruler and tap the palm of her other hand thoughtfully.


She
didn’t have to tell me to stay after, and I was still sitting with my hands
folded when the last test had been finished and handed in. We were alone at
last.


She let
me stew, making herself busy at her desk for several minutes. “Come,” she said
finally.


I stood
up, shaking, and laid my exam on her desk. She flipped through it, pausing when
she got to the part where I stopped marking the little boxes.


“I was
prepared to go easy on you if you honestly tried and failed,” she said.
“Instead, you have deliberately sabotaged yourself.” She wore sadness like a
mask, but I could see that she was secretly pleased. “If I had any doubts about
your commitment to me, they are gone now.”


There
was a wild light in her eyes when she looked up at me. “Since you asked for it,
I will be especially strict with you this summer. The punishment room in my
vacation home is large and well equipped. You will be a full time slave there,
punished daily, chained every night. You will be caned tonight, and once a week
after that. I will throw small, intimate parties for a few close friends who
share my proclivities. You will entertain them. You will spend many hours in a
tiny cage, meditating on the wisdom of your decision.”


“Yes,
Mistress.”


She
looked back down at her desk, dismissing me. “Tidy up your affairs. No one will
see you for three months. Heather will prepare you.”


I called
home to tell Daddy that I was taking a summer class and wouldn’t be home. He
was out. (Why was I not surprised?) I told his answering machine.


It was
totally bizarre, getting all of my stuff out of the way. I stored some, sold
some, and gave some away. Heather would take care of my Beemer. When I was down
to just the clothes on my back, Heather had me strip and took those away, too.
I was starting a new life, and babies debut naked.


I was
thoroughly flushed out and filled with the largest anal plug that I had worn
yet. My hands were cuffed behind me and my feet were shackled with a length of
chain that forced me to walk with short steps as Heather led me across the room
and tethered me to the bedpost with my collar and leash.


I stood
there, trembling. Heather sat on the window sill looking out, brooding, and
drumming her fingers. The parking lot below was empty. Everyone had gone home
for the summer. Storm clouds had been gathering all day. A light rain was
falling, but the wind promised more.


Heather
had been silent for hours. I had been thinking maybe she was just being grim to
help me get into the right head space, but now I realized that she was really
bugged about something.


The dorm
was silent. We waited.


“I can’t
do this,” Heather said suddenly. “I’m not going to hold you to this bet.”


Maybe it
was nerves, I laughed. “Heather! Don’t be such a feeb! Can’t you see that it
isn’t just about you and me anymore?”


That
probably pissed her off, but she was still determined to feel sorry for me
anyway. “I can turn you loose and get your clothes for you. There is still
time.”


I shook
my head. I couldn’t tell her my motives in words that she would understand.


Tonight
I would kneel at the feet of my Mistress. My ass would be on fire from the
cane, and probably fucked silly and plugged. I would be wearing chains and Dr.
Cornell’s musk would be drying on my lips. I would confess my love then. Maybe
she would kiss me before she put me in my cage. 


The glow
of headlights reflected against the window. Heather looked out. “There is a van
backing up to the loading dock,” she said. “It’s time.”


She
turned to look at me. “Last chance.”


I felt
my eyes getting hot and my lip started to quiver the way it does just before I
cry. I was scared shitless. 


“Please
don’t make me choose again!” I quavered.


That was
a mistake. I could see that she was primed to turn me loose and call the whole
thing off. I didn’t want that. Nobody was going to accuse me of being a wuss.
Anyway, if I didn’t go with Dr. Cornell now, I might never see her again. It
was time for me to get a grip and do what had to be done. I knew where
Heather’s buttons were too.


“You
could have belonged to her instead, couldn’t you?” I used my snotty brat voice,
the one that always drove her right up the wall. “You were too chickenshit! Now
you just want to spoil it for me! Fuck you, Heather! Fuck you very much!” 


She did
us both a favor, hiding my tears behind a blindfold and shutting my mouth with
a used pair of her panties and a strip of tape. I couldn’t speak or see, but I
could hear the soft tapping on the door of our room and the murmur of low
voices. I could smell Dr. Cornell’s perfume. I could feel the hands on my arms,
leading me down to the waiting van.











Chapter Eight



 

It’s
a dark and stormy night. Stop groaning. It is. The rain provides just the right
touch of atmosphere—the special effect our little film noir requires. It
hammers on the roof of the van like someone frantic to be let in.


I
am Dr. Helen Cornell B.S., M.S., P.H.D., historian, philosopher,
anthropologist, and student of the human heart. Those who know me will know my
story is true. I have no need to titillate others with some fiction. I do not
seek notoriety. 


I
write in order to capture the memory of this time, lest some precious detail
escape. When I am finished; I will lock this journal away. The executor of my
estate will know what to do with it. If you are reading this; I am probably
dead. Shed no tears. Just bring a rose to my grave, long stemmed and bristling
with thorn.



 

***



 

I
have her! She is mine!


Lying
on a mattress in the back of the van is a twenty year old woman-child of
perfect beauty. She is blindfolded, gagged, and bound. When I get her home; I
intend to abuse her savagely. The small part of my conscience that retains
sanity and morality recoils in horror while the naked imp of lust capers and
dances.


Go
ahead and say it. I’ve said it to myself while making faces in the mirror. I’m
degenerate, predatory, perverted, and sadistic. Try as I might, I can neither
hate myself nor forgive. Maybe that’s why I write—self-analysis.


Rain
spatters the windshield. Mrs. Kraft leans forward to turn on the windshield
wipers, her face a green spook mask in the dashboard lights. She catches my eye
and grins. I know what she sees on my face, the look of a child on Halloween
night, anticipation, seasoned with fear, and a secret hope that just this once
the magic will work. 


Spare
no pity for my prisoner. Chrissy isn’t bouncing around in the back of my van
because she was coerced, tricked, or bribed. I have seduced her, plain and
simple. She has refused many chances to be free. True, I have played on her
natural curiosity and her growing affection for me, but only because I
recognized the submissive behind the mask of spoiled impertinence. She is a
child of divorce, as so many are these days, and hardly knew her Mother. There
has never been a firm and loving hand to mold her—until now.


I
look back to check her condition. She was squirming for the first hundred
miles, testing her bindings to see if she was really as helpless as she felt,
or writhing with anticipation. Now she has grown quiet, and only a faint
trembling tells me that she is still awake. I know exactly how she feels,
having been there myself.


My
summer house is located north of the northern shoreline of a great lake. That’s
all I will tell you about its location. It is a place of limestone cliffs and
waterfalls and endless hardwood forests. Two hundred years ago, miners and
lumbermen courted the land for her wealth. They raped the virgin and abandoned
her, but she survived and became a wild beauty. Early summer is her most
prodigal time. 


The
rare adventuring tourist who strays from the main highway quickly finds himself
in a maze of unmarked dirt roads. Somewhere in this maze, (Mrs. Kraft and I
know the way) a rusty iron-gate opens on a narrow drive. There is nothing about
this gate to arouse curiosity, or suggest to anyone the more elaborate security
precautions that lay beyond. 


My
nearest neighbor lives five miles away. He minds his own business.


In
short, it is a perfect place to practice rituals the civilized world cannot
understand.


Let’s
be honest here. It’s a good place to be if you plan to make very disturbing
noises late at night.


I
go back and lie down beside her as we jounce over the final miles. She is aware
that the road has roughened and the van has slowed. 


“Yes!”
I hiss in her ear. “We’re almost there.”


She
cranes her body toward my voice, hoping that my hands will stroke her, bringing
her the re-assurance missing from my words. She has honored me with her trust,
and fears that I will abandon her to helplessness. 


I
draw away from her, deliberately cruel. A few hours ago she was feeling horny
and brave. The discomfort and uncertainty have drawn some of her sap. I know
that her limbs are stiffening and her anus is chafed and aching around its
plug. The strictures that aroused her before are annoyances now. She isn’t
having fun anymore. She is starting to worry. 


A
soft touch would settle her, let her know that I am here and in control. It is
for this very reason that I am distant now. I want her sobered by terror before
I begin. I will be reaching deep inside Chrissy soon; doing a little soul
surgery. The operation is best performed without anesthesia.


When
the van stops, I get out and take the chain and padlock from the gate. The rain
is bracingly cold on my face, and I raise my collar against it. The forest is
out there in the darkness, announcing itself with the whisper of raindrop on
leaf. I wave Mrs. Kraft through, and the van splashes past, wipers clacking. As
I lock the gate behind her, I realize that the rain will erase the tire prints
by morning. It is a criminal thought, and I dismiss it with a private smile. My
victim has volunteered, after all. The only laws we are breaking here are the
laws of nature and decency. 


When
I get back into the van, the heater is running and Mrs. Kraft hands me a towel.
I dry myself, feeling flushed and giddy. From this point onward, all the gates
and safeguards are electronic. I find the remote and start pressing buttons,
telling the alarm system that it’s only me, opening the second gate, and
rolling up the garage door.


Last
week, while Chrissy was studying for her final exams, Mrs. Kraft and I opened
the house for the summer, airing it out, stocking the pantry, and turning the
water back on. I readied the cellar as well; though I wasn’t sure at the time
whether or not it would be occupied. I reasoned that good things come to those
who prepare.


On
this trip, there will only be one item of luggage to unload.


When
the garage door rolls shut behind us, we get out and open the back of the van,
dragging Chrissy off of the mattress and standing her up. The leg shackles
allow her enough slack for dainty steps, but she won’t be running anywhere. I
leave her blindfolded. She has us to guide her, and I believe in first
impressions. When I finally let her see, I want her to be looking at something
more interesting than a garden tractor. She bumps against us as we take her
elbows and lead her inside, and nearly stumbles down the cellar stairs.


We
stand her in the center of the playroom floor; where she sways uncertainly.


“Stand
at attention!” I snap.


She
arches her back and brings her heels together, raising her chin. That’s my good
girl.


I
close and lock the door, a compulsive precaution. No one will disturb us here.
Mrs. Kraft and I work together silently. She knows my intentions. I shorten the
chain between Chrissy’s ankles so that she can’t take a step without falling.
Mrs. Kraft unlinks her cuffs and hooks her wrists to the steel cables waiting
overhead. When she is secure, I remove the chain joining Chrissy’s ankles. 


“Spread
‘em!” I bark. Mrs. Kraft and I each take an ankle and guide her legs as she
rocks and shifts. 


When
she is widely spread, we connect her ankle cuffs to short chains that have been
bolted to the floor. At no time during this procedure has Chrissy had enough
freedom to fight or run. It is important at this point for her to feel totally
helpless.


I
remove her chastity belt and gently withdraw the anal plug. After all these hours,
her anus has swollen around it, and it comes reluctantly, with a soft, sucking
sound. There is nothing on the plug except the lubrication that eased its
entrance. Chrissy’s roommate, Heather, cleaned her thoroughly before we took
possession. There is a kitchenette in the cellar (all the comforts of home),
and I wash the plug and douse it with bleach at the sink before putting it up
on the shelf with the others.


I
turn back to Chrissy. Her knees are shaking, and I can see from the movement of
her jaw that her teeth would be chattering if not for the gag. She might be
cold, the furnace is silent at this time of year, and the cellar is a bit cool.
She may also be trembling from suppressed excitement as she realizes that the
fantasy is finally real. On the other hand, she may simply be afraid.


There
is tape across her mouth, I rip it off and am rewarded by a muffled yelp. I
remove the cloth from Chrissy’s mouth and examine it. It is a pair of panties,
soaked with saliva. Heather’s I guess, and if I know the little vixen they have
been worn but not washed.


“Why
were you gagged?” I ask. “I didn’t tell Heather to do that.”


Chrissy
works her jaw before answering. She coughs. “She did it for my sake, Mistress.”


“Explain.”


“I
was afraid that I would be weak at the last minute.” 


“A
wise move. What about the blindfold?”


“I
think it bothered her to see my eyes.”


Of
course. Heather was feeling ambivalent herself, wondering if a real friend
would deliver her bound roommate into the hands of sadists. When Heather first
arranged for Chrissy and I to meet, she only wanted to see Chrissy humbled a
little. She thought it was all a lark. She never knew that the game could
become so earnest.


I
slip the blindfold off. I want to be able to read Chrissy’s face, and she has
such expressive eyes. She squints and blinks. The pressure on her eyes has
blurred her vision. I wait, letting her take a long look at her new home.


My
husband had the cellar constructed years ago. It contains everything required
to confine and torment a human being, as well as the amenities that will
provide Mrs. Kraft and I with creature comforts during long sessions. A section
of the cellar has been partitioned off for a bathroom. There is the
aforementioned kitchenette and a wet bar. There are deep cushioned chairs.


The
rest of the cellar, the part that Chrissy will come to know, is designed for
discomfort. She sucks in her breath as her eyes travel over the pillory and the
bench, the shelves filled with torture devices, the medical stand with the
enema bag hanging from it, the stainless steel cart laden with equipment. It is
the cage that finally captures her attention. It’s low. She won’t be able to
stand up in it. At one end is a throw rug and a pillow, her bed. At the other
end is a floor drain and a shower head mounted on a length of flexible hose—her
bathroom. The cage is constructed of heavy wire mesh, suitable for confining a
gorilla. 


“Like
it?” I tease.


Her
eyes dart back to me. There are dark circles under them. She is tired, and I
know she would like nothing more than a hot shower and a soft bed right now. I
see anger flicker briefly across her face. I don’t know if she is angry with me
for the ordeals this place promises, or if she is angry with herself for
letting her libido lure her here. No matter, I expected this reaction. It is a
natural response to loss. Later, she will bargain and beg, grieve, and finally
accept. I know the progression, first hand.


“Changing
your mind?” I ask.


“I
thought that it was too late for that, Mistress.” There is an edge in her
voice. That’s the spirit.


I
shake my head. “You have only to say the word, and I will send you back.”


She
sees the bottom line. “After that, I will never see you again, will I,
Mistress?”


“Only
one sort of relationship is possible between us,” I tell her.


She
licks her lips nervously. I find the gesture erotic. She scans the room again,
her gaze lingering on the locked door. Then she hangs her head and mumbles. “I
am yours, Mistress.”


“I
can’t hear you, slave!” It is the first time I have called her that. It’s time
she became accustomed to the title. False anger hides my relief.


She
raises her head and looks me in the eye.


“I
love you, Mistress.”


I
turn away so that she won’t see the grateful tear I must quell. I take a rubber
whip from a hook on the wall. “Love always demands a price. It’s time you made
a small down payment.”


Mrs.
Kraft has been standing behind Chrissy, enjoying the view. Now she goes to the
bar and pours herself a drink, settling into an easy chair to watch.


The
cables that hold Chrissy’s wrists hang from an electric winch. I press a wall
switch and raise her hands until she is standing on her tiptoes. The cuffs are
padded. She can take some weight on her wrists for a while without injury. Her
breasts flatten and her ribs expand as she is tractioned. Her calf muscles will
soon tire.


I
whip her. It is a leisurely process, starting with blows that are hardly more
than caresses, and building in speed and intensity until she has her eyes
screwed shut and she is whimpering through pursed lips. She has been beaten
enough in the past to know that it will be easier to bear if she relaxes into
it, but her bonds force tension into her muscles. She can only strain against
them in her pain and endure the lash. I watch her face as I work her breasts,
belly, and thighs, seeing resistance battle with surrender. The most telling
blows fall where nature has provided the least padding, her ribs and hipbones
are soon showing welts. 


I
pause. “Piss.”


She
opens her eyes in shock. “Mistress?”


I
hit her again, hard, across the belly. She yelps.


“There
is a floor drain between your legs. Piss.”


I
know that she has been holding it for a while, but she is shy. I intend this as
a deliberate humiliation. Her most menial functions are no longer private. I
walk around behind her and lay a series of savage blows across her ass.


“Piss!”


The
dam breaks. She sprays a stream on the floor, red faced with shame. I uncoil
the garden house and douche her, hosing down the floor as well. She gasps when
the cold water hits her. 


I
shut the water off and stand regarding my slave. The saucy little co-ed I first
met has fled. In her place is a wracked and wretched female animal. Yet she is
determined to tolerate the punishment and humiliation I am heaping upon her. It
is the perverse pride of a slave that sustains her now. She is determined to
take everything I dish out, and prove her worth through courage. It is this
courage I must overcome. I lash her back, creating a lovely criss-cross pattern
of marks before moving to her ass and thighs. She screams openly now, the walls
ring with her anthem to my skill. When I allow my tired arm to drop, her cheeks
and thighs appear to be clad in red corduroy. 


I
am toweling off sweat when Mrs. Kraft sets her empty glass aside and asks, “Is
it my turn now?”


“Of
course,” I reply. “I didn’t mean to be selfish.” Chrissy begins to sob then,
perhaps she thought her ordeal was over for now. She didn’t think that she
would have to outlast both of us. She squirms hopelessly in her chains as Mrs.
Kraft selects a paddle.


It’s
my turn to sit and watch. Mrs. Kraft takes her position behind Chrissy and
swings right and left, driving deep bruises into the reddened ass. When she
finishes, the slave is blubbering like a lost child and screaming “Please!”
over and over again. 


I
call a halt. Mrs. Kraft has a great deal of stamina, but we have many days
ahead of us, and need to save something for later. Chrissy has about reached
her limit. 


I
lower the winch until Chrissy can stand flat footed again. Then I pour myself a
drink and sit beside Mrs. Kraft. I wait until the sobs have subsided to soft
hiccups. Then I speak.


“On
the way here, you had your head filled with romantic notions about life as my
slave. Now you see the reality. There will be no comfort for you here, no quiet
evenings snuggled at my side. I intend to show no mercy, and will make no
allowance for your frailty. Think of this as boot camp. For the rest of the
summer, I will slowly break you until you realize that nothing matters except
my pleasure. Your suffering pleases me, so you will suffer often. Your needs
are irrelevant, so I will disregard them. Your modesty is of no concern to me,
so you will be allowed none. You will adapt quickly if you think of yourself as
a dog, whose very life is dependent upon the whim of her Mistress.”


“Yes,
Mistress,” she says humbly. Yet I sense the strength of her pride. She still
believes deep inside that she is mistress of her own soul. She still regards
this as a contest she can win. I must teach her to think as a slave. 


Tomorrow.


It’s
late, early actually. A glance at my watch tells me that beyond these walls the
sky is growing bright. The long drive, not to mention the fun that followed,
has left us all hollow eyed. Chrissy neither struggles nor co-operates when we
fasten her hands together behind her back and free her ankles. Mrs. Kraft
pushes the slave girl to her knees and pulls back her head with a handful of
hair.


“You
have a chore to perform before we tuck you in,” says Mrs. Kraft. Chrissy throws
a glance at me. She has never given lip service to the woman before, and
allowed herself to believe that she was exclusively mine when it came to sex. I
warned her that things would be different here. Her eyes are troubled as she
watches Mrs. Kraft step out of her panties. 


I
lock eyes with Chrissy and give her a small nod to tell her that she is
expected to obey. Because she is watching me; she doesn’t see the open hand
coming until the slap rocks her. 


“Pay
attention, slut!” Mrs. Kraft raises her skirt. 


I
see a flicker of anger on Chrissy’s face before she buries her face in the
hairy bush before her. Having her ass pounded for hours only turned her on, but
a simple slap in the face has raised her hackles. Everyone has different
buttons. I need to push all of hers.


Mrs. Kraft grips
the girl’s head with both hands as though she is wringing pleasure from it. Her
hips buck. I hear Chrissy making desperate, choking sounds as she fights for an
occasional lungful of air. I stroke myself as I watch and wait impatiently for
my turn.


When
she has satisfied both of us, I paddle her ass across the room. She has to walk
awkwardly, on knees alone; because her hands are locked behind her. I know she
won’t be sleeping much tonight, in spite of her exhaustion. Her little rug
isn’t very thick, and she will have plenty on her mind. I don’t want her
relieving boredom with her busy little fingers. I am the one who decides when
she will cum. 


She
pauses at the door of the cage, braving the paddle’s threat. “May I have a
goodnight kiss?” she pleads.


It
is a small thing that she asks, a little reward for good behavior, a token of
affection, a reminder of her reason for coming. It’s too soon. She has to be
hungrier than this. 


My
reply is a blow that drives her forward, howling. She has to duck her head to
avoid banging it as she rolls into the cage.


“Earn
it first, slave!” I slam the door of the cage.


As
I am leaving, I turn to admire the tableau I have created. So strange to see a
new resident in a place that has been vacant since the last time I crawled out
of the cage eight years ago.


I
turn out the lights and lock the door behind me.











Chapter Nine



 

Love
begins with laughter and ends with tears.


I
was barely out of high school when I met Grant Cornell. My parents had retired
to Florida; where they enjoyed the good life for three months before an auto
accident claimed them both. I sold men’s clothing in a small shop, a job that
was more enjoyable than I would admit, even to myself. I enjoyed dressing men,
flattering their physiques, flirting while I measured them for fit.


Grant
came in for a necktie and left with my phone number. I felt like Cinderella
from the first date. He wasn’t merely rich. He was everything a girl would
expect from Prince Charming—sensitive, intelligent, and handsome. The only
drawback, a small one for me, was his age. At the time, he was younger than I
am now. Time changes our perspective. 


Early
in our relationship, he made it clear that he would be testing me. “I need to
know who you are,” he said. My testing began simply. At every stage, I was
allowed the right to refuse, but I knew instinctively that it would mean
rejecting him. As my affection grew, that choice became more and more
unthinkable. So I said nothing when he blindfolded me; and when he began tying
me to the bed before making love, I thought it a harmless game.


The
stakes escalated. Playful hand spankings gradually became floggings. Anal plugs
of ever increasing size opened me, until I could take the full length and girth
of him without resistance. Before long, I was stripping at his door when
summoned, and serving his commands on my knees.


We
married within the year. I quit my job and became his full time slave. 


How can
I describe the devotion I felt? There is a perverse security in knowing that
one no longer has a choice. Grant provided everything. I played the part of the
decorous little wife in public, knowing that any social slips would be punished
privately later. 


It was
after one of these punishments; while he was tracing the outline of my welts
with his fingertips, that I felt a slight tremor in his touch. I thought it was
passion, but I learned later that it was the first symptom of the sickness that
would eventually kill him.











Chapter Ten



 

When I
wake, there is a cup of coffee and a note beside me. 


“Chrissy
is asleep. I’m picking up a few items at the store.” The note is unsigned, but
I recognize Mrs. Kraft’s bold hand. She is one of those maddening people who
wake full of energy after four hours of sleep. No doubt she has used the time
to inventory the pantry. I don’t know what I would do without her. I make a
mental note to include her more when it comes time to play with Chrissy. She
deserves much.


I jump
out of bed, eager to begin my day. I put on a knit tank top that hugs my middle
and displays my breasts. My boots are low heeled and calf high. High heels may
have more fetish value, but low heels will give me better balance while I swing
my whip. My trousers are open in the crotch, framing the dark thatch that grows
there. Nudity would give me more freedom of movement, of course, but being
dressed while my slave is naked will give me a psychological advantage.


We will
be playing hard today.


Outside
the sun is high. June is in full riot, new leaves fully burst, and every common
meadow as lush and green as the most pampered lawn. I feel a pang of regret
that Chrissy must miss sharing this view with me, but art is a dark god and
demands many sacrifices.


I am
struck again by the madness of this enterprise. How can I profess to love
Chrissy and treat her with such ruthlessness? It sometimes seems to me that the
depth of my feelings is measured by my cruelty, as though brutality is my only
way to express what I feel for her.


What do
I seek to accomplish here? Chrissy’s training is just an excuse. She is already
quite willing and able to please me in every way. Am I seeking to re-live my
lost years through her? Am I trying to stage one more performance, as the
director of a romance instead of an actor in a tragedy? Am I punishing her for
my sins?


Do I
really love her at all? I am old enough to recognize infatuation when I see it.
Real love isn’t triggered by the warmth of a smile or the tilt of a head. In a
year, at most, my obsession for her may cool to indifference, or
worse—contempt. True love should reflect more lasting values, and inspire more
sane emotions. This isn’t fair to Chrissy. It is her youth I am stealing.


Dark
thoughts on a bright morning, I put them away unanswered. 


I have a
simple and leisurely meal, then scramble a couple of eggs and dump them on a
plate with toast that has been torn into pieces—my dog’s breakfast.


Chrissy
hears me unlocking the cellar door and is sitting up when I open it. The door
of her cage has a little space under it. I slide the plate through. She regards
me warily, shaking the tangles of her hair out of her eyes. 


“Good
morning, Mistress.” There is resentment in her voice, but not enough to make
her forget her manners.


I don’t
say anything right away, just stroll casually around the cage. I let her think
that I am contemplating her fate. The simple truth is that I am checking her
for danger signs. Her fingers are a normal shade of pink. The cuffs haven’t
restricted her circulation. She is rotating her shoulders to let me know that
they are stiff, but she would be far more desperate if muscle cramps were
attacking her. The floor has smudged her knees, and her hair is a fright, but
the marks from last night’s thrashing have largely faded. The resilience of
flesh is a source of constant amazement to me. If the proper weapon is used, I
can beat her long and hard without leaving marks that last more than a day or
two. Last night she probably felt as though flesh were being stripped from her,
but all I see this morning are a few spots where the edge of Mrs. Kraft’s
paddle nipped. Chrissy is ready for more, a lot more.


“Eat.”


She
stares at the plate for a moment, perhaps telling herself that she should be
grateful for everything she gets from me. 


“May I
use my hands, Mistress?” she asks hopefully. 


“If
you’re going to complain,” I warn her, “I can always take it away.”


“I’m
sorry, Mistress!” she says hastily. “Thank you for my breakfast!”


“That’s
better. Eat.” 


She
manages rather well, plucking fragments of food from the plate with her lips
and licking away the last traces of butter. It’s her first meal since lunch
yesterday, and rather spare, but she knows better than to ask for more. Her
first taste of dependence is bitter.


She
thanks me again, without enthusiasm. “May I have permission to piss?” 


I beam
at her. The girl learns quickly. “You may.”


She
doesn’t look at me while she spreads her knees and lets go over the drain, but
the cold water I rinse her pussy with provokes a sharp intake of breath. When I
turn the water off, I see that her eyes are brimming with tears, and resist an
impulse to open the cage and take her into my arms.


“Why are
you being so mean to me, Mistress?”


“Trust
me,” I say gently. “This is for your own good.” When I squat in front of the
cage door, she cringes back, fearful that her petulance has provoked me. I
reach under the door and retrieve the plate. I fill a water bowl and slide it
under the door. Her first attempt to drink is laughable, and she ends up with
water in her nose. Every puppy soon learns to lap, however, and that little
tongue is soon darting and curling.


I slide
the whipping bench to a position over the floor drain and fill the enema bag
with hot water and a generous amount of soap. 


“Time to
come out and play.”



 

***



 

Loneliness,
boredom, and dread—they moved into the cage with me and nibbled away my soul. I
tried all the tricks, striving to remember symphonies note for note, reciting
multiplication tables, but eventually the reality of my condition would burn
through all of these artifices. Then the evil shapes lurking just beyond the
door of the cage would begin to hunch and sway. 


When the
light came on, it would find me huddled and squinting. Can you imagine the
gratitude I felt when my Master finally came? No suffering saint was more
inspired by divine visions. 


Even
while he hauled me out of the cage by the hair, I was murmuring endearments. I
sang his praises while the whip scalded me. When the great spike of his cock
stabbed into my ass, I pushed back and spread myself to receive him.



 

***



 

Chrissy
is on the bench. She isn’t happy. The long blond hair that was all asnarl on
her head an hour ago has been swept up and thrown away. I have left her a
boyish waif cut. by summer’s end it will have grown enough to be stylish, but
in the meantime it will be easier to care for. No doubt some salon paid the
rent with the money she spent on those glowing tresses. So much for vanity. The
bench is high. Her bottom is at waist level to me. Above her widely separated
legs her anus winks. A blue tear leaks from it and finds a path around her
labia.


She has
been filled and emptied several times, until she is passing nothing except the
various witch’s brews I have been pumping into her. We have gone far beyond the
requirements of hygiene. I screw a large and well-lubricated plug into her to
help her retain the last fill.


Her
belly is gurgling and cramping when I pull up a stool and set it at the head of
the bench. It’s high, like a barstool, with a reclining backrest. I wrap my
thighs around her head and lay my boot heels into the small of her back. 


“Eat,” I
tell her. “When I come, you can go.”


I use
what’s left of her hair for reins. She has been servicing my pussy this way
long enough to know where the sweet spots are. She goes right to them. I want
to hold off as long as possible. She must have the experience of urgent need
denied, the full experience. She whines into my body from time to time as
cramps cause her to spasm, but the little pink tongue works steadily, and her
lips engulf my hood, drawing the throbbing bud out. Damn the skilled little
minx! I cum soon and hard.


If you
don’t keep your word they never trust you. I’m up with a bound, though my heart
still hammers in my chest and I’m dizzy with afterglow. I take hold of the
plug. 


“Who’s
the Mistress?”


“You
are!”


“Who’s
the slave?”


“I am!”


“Ask permission.”



 

***



 

When
Grant told me that he was going to hire a housekeeper; my first response was
not to protest the needless expense, or insist that I was capable of managing
without help. I didn’t even complain that a stranger in the house might
compromise our lifestyle. These are the reactions a wife might have. I was well
trained by this time, and only lowered my eyes in deference. 


“Yes,
Master.”


He
wanted me there for the interview, so I dressed in the plain cotton dress he
sometimes allowed me, barefoot, no underwear, and sat quietly on a cushion in
the corner of the library until Mrs. Kraft arrived. 


I let
her in, introduced myself, and directed her to the library, where Grant was
waiting. I introduced her to Grant, then took my place, kneeling on my cushion
in a position so familiar to me that it had become natural and comfortable. 


Mrs.
Kraft glanced curiously at me as she sat down, her eyes wandering meaningfully
to empty chairs nearby. I hoped that she would dismiss me as a health faddist
or cult follower who didn’t believe in chairs—just some quirky young housewife
with far too much money.


All the
while, I was facing the unsettling truth that no one may keep secrets from a
housekeeper. She would see the tie down rings bolted to beds and corners. She
would find things in drawers and overhear snatches of conversation. She would
find the key to the cellar.


The
sight of her did little to re-assure me. She had the scornful, long suffering
look of a woman who has been forced for economic reasons to be polite to her
inferiors. She was only a few years older than I, but bitterness had murdered
her youth.


“I see
that you are a widow,” Grant said, looking at her resume.


“The
Middle East,” she explained tersely. “There was a bombing at his airbase. It’s
all in there.” 


Grant
consulted another paper, something in a brown envelope from an investigation
firm. I could see that Mrs. Kraft was getting uneasy.


“And you
were once a health care provider,” said Grant, looking up from under his
eyebrows at her.


Mrs.
Kraft squared her shoulders, “If your report on me is fair and complete, you
will see that no charges were ever filed.”


I was
completely at sea here, but sensed that I had been invited to witness an event
that would alter my life somehow. 


“I am
prepared to listen to whatever you wish to tell me,” said Grant. “I just need
to know who you are.”


This
simple statement had no connotation for Mrs. Kraft. I was the only one who felt
an ice spider scuttle down my back. How many times had I heard him say that he
wanted to know who I was? His voice was always sweetly calm, but pain always
followed. We both knew who I was by now, a lost soul who would crawl through
fire to fetch her Master’s morning coffee; because there might be a pat on the
head after.


Mrs.
Kraft glanced at me again. Already she was seeing that something odd was in the
air, sensing that this interrogation might be an interview after all.


“I
was called in to help with the recovery of a young woman who had been in an
auto accident that killed her friend. She felt responsible, though the police
assigned no blame. It was an old story, a late party and a slippery curve. My
patient felt that broken bones were insufficient penance. As her recovery
progressed, I introduced some rather unconventional therapy.” 


“Was
this at her request?” asked Grant.


“She
wasn’t specific, but I understood her needs. Do your records show that the
young lady was of legal age? We became romantically involved. When her father
found out the nature of our relationship, he brought trouble to us both. Losing
my license was less painful than losing her. I guess love always demands a
price.”


Grant
made a tent of his fingers. I was seized by a fit of trembling. His direction
was obvious to me now. He held a stack of glossy photographs and flipped
through them. “Then these were acts of love.”


Mrs.
Kraft was becoming defensive again. “I wouldn’t expect everyone to understand
this, but in a manner of speaking they were.”


For
the first time since the interview began, Grant acknowledged my presence. He
did it by tossing the photos across the room, where they spilled across my lap.


Eight
by tens, taken in harsh white light that revealed rather than flattered; they
had the look of evidence photos. The subject of each photo was the same, but
she had been posed differently in each one. It was a girl, a few years younger
than I. She was nude and obviously unhappy. I suspected that the photo shoot
had not been her idea. Her father’s lawyer, perhaps. The girl had probably
submitted to this indignity in order to hold on to her father’s love. It
wouldn’t be the first time she abased herself for affection and approval.


Someone,
presumably Mrs. Kraft, had left rope burns on the girl’s wrists and ankles, and
welts over most of her body. She had the thin, haunted look I had seen in the
mirror at times. It was a look that comes after repeated and systematic abuse.
There was more to be read in those tragic eyes. Having already suffered
penance, she faced the bleak prospect of shouldering her load of guilt once
more. It would be worse this time; because her crime was an act of conscious
betrayal. 


It
seemed to me that Mrs. Kraft was more resigned than resentful. She understood
the sad choice her lover had faced, and forgave her weakness. I took heart in
that. I would not care to serve a woman who was inclined to pettiness. 


“Then
you mistreated this girl because you loved her?” Grant was having fun with Mrs.
Kraft now, but he was also testing her, seeing if he could provoke temper or
shame.


Mrs.
Kraft was alert enough to see his game, and the speculative way she was looking
me up and down made me think that she had glimpsed a future ripe with
possibility.


“I
mistreated her because she needed it,” Mrs. Kraft corrected him. “Love came
later.”


Then
she smiled, experimentally. When Grant smiled back I knew that he was about to
hire an overseer.











Chapter Eleven



 

I
spank Chrissy by hand. There is an intimacy when flesh meets flesh. I can feel
the skin yield and rebound, growing warmer with each ringing smack. At first,
red handprints mark the spots where I strike, branding her with my personal
mark.


Then
the spots lap and merge, until the buttocks before me are a uniform shade of
scarlet. She has built endurance from repeated applications of paddle and
strap, and bears this spanking with only rapid breathing to signify the pain I
give her.


When
my hands are stinging, I pause to run my fingertips over her body. Her hands
have been drawn down the legs of the bench and secured, stretching the muscles
of her back tight across her shoulder blades, ribs, and spine. A belt around
her waist holds her belly tight to the top of the bench and arches her back,
forcing the cleft of her buttocks open. Her legs are split wide and chained to
the floor. Her knees are strapped to the legs of the bench, and she cannot turn
aside to evade the fingertip that tracks her spine down to the tailbone and
explores the valley below.


“What
can we fill this empty little hole with today?” I tease.


“Whatever
you wish, Mistress.”


I
chuckle at that. My little toy was so resistant when I introduced her to anal
penetration, but she has come to enjoy it. She has a lovely pussy, there is no
doubt about that, but it is too hungry and eager. She must be taken in a manner
that requires capitulation. She knows that if she tightens against me the
violation will be painful. I brush the little opening with my finger and watch
it open like a flower. Not yet. 


I
pivot on my heel and stride into the bathroom, where I take a tube of menthol
tooth gel from the medicine chest and squeeze a generous dollop on two fingers.



I
return to my victim and slide the fingers into her anus, massaging in the gel.
She squirms as much as her bindings will allow. The menthol will burn fiercely
for a few minutes, then subside to a cold heat inside of her.


“This
will keep you hot for later.”


When
I pick up the paddle, her lower lip begins to quiver.



 

***



 

I
spent two hours kneeling on my cushion while Grant gave Mrs. Kraft the details
of her job description. He was very specific. While he spoke, her eyes wandered
over me. What I saw on her face made me shiver.


My
assumption had been that he was hiring a housekeeper so that I would have more
spare time to perform my primary function—pleasing him. Instead, Mrs. Kraft and
I would split the household chores, and she would direct me in my tasks. She
would be expected to correct any failings on my part with corporeal punishment.
She would also be free to use me sexually.


Mrs.
Kraft smiled often as he spoke, taking advantage of his pauses to ask questions
that were blunt and crude. The negotiation of her salary was brief, ending
shortly after Grant offered her room and board, twice her present salary, and
the right to punish me even when I had done no wrong. 


“Stand
up, slave!” Grant commanded, turning his attention to me at last.


It
takes practice to gracefully rise from a kneeling position to stand at
attention, but I had been practicing for years.


“Strip.”


Without
hesitation, I slipped the dress over my head and stood nude before them. I
folded it neatly and set it on Grant’s desk.


“Stand
in front of Mrs. Kraft and let her inspect you.” I knew the inspection posture,
hands on the back of the neck, spine arched, legs spread. Her hands explored
me. It didn’t take her long to get to my cleft.” 


“I
have a strap on,” she said to Grant, fondling the soft flesh between my legs.
“Do you mind?”


“Actually,”
Grant cleared his throat, “I would prefer that you use her in another way.”


She
spun me around abruptly, and her fingers slipped down my bottom crack to find
the hole Grant had dilated. “Of course,” she murmured. “Any housewife can be
fucked in the pussy. Slaves get fucked in the ass.”


He
hovered nearby for the first few days, to see that Mrs. Kraft knew her
business. She performed beautifully in his eyes, directing me as I scrubbed
floors and walls, toilets and showers. Her preferred implement, a thick tawse,
was always near at hand, and Grant’s presence did little to inhibit her from
ordering me between her legs.


She
did indeed have a strap on, a thick monster that I wetted in my mouth, with
Grant beaming his approval whenever I threw him a questioning glance, before
she plunged it into my lubricated behind.


It
was Mrs. Kraft who taught me the toothpaste trick. She delighted in finding
common household objects that could be put to new uses. She would roll ice
cubes between her palms to melt off the sharp edges before inserting them into
my anus, where they would ache until they melted, leaving me pleading for
permission to use the toilet. I folded laundry wearing spring clothespins
clipped to my nipples and labia. A simple bit of rope became an instrument of
torture in her hands. She tied me tightly in postures that strained and
contorted my body; while she alternately whipped me and straddled my face.


Her
favorite way of binding me was diabolically simple. She would have me sit on
the floor and grab my toes. My shins and forearms were wrapped in canvas
sleeves and strapped tightly together—left to left and right to right. A
two-foot spreader bar separated my knees. That was it. 


Rolled
onto my back, I was helpless as a flipped beetle, and could only flail the air
with my fingers and toes. My crotch was frightfully available for whipping or
penetration. 


Rolled
onto my face, I became a sort of living pyramid. My bound limbs, shoulders,
nose, and chin formed the base. My ass became the apex.


From
an eyebolt screwed through the center of the spreader bar, I could be hung from
the ceiling, where I would spin slowly, my head and loins dangling at crotch
level for their convenience. Sometimes they would rock me between them for
hours. One end of me would be hungrily sucking and licking while the other was
impaled and whipped.


They
could use the spreader bar like a suitcase handle and carry me from place to
place, swinging between them as they took me from bath to dungeon to kitchen to
cage. I was a portable plaything. There was no need to release me when I needed
to eat, sleep, or eliminate waste. I could manage all of these things while
bound, though only in the most uncomfortable and humiliating ways. 


She
was tireless, ruthless, and demanding. She kept me so busy that I hardly
noticed Grant’s slow decline in the beginning. Looking back, I realize that he
may have had some premonition when he hired her. It is the Master’s prerogative
to use or ignore, and when Mrs. Kraft was alone with me for days at a time; I
thought that she had his proxy. I thought he was letting me miss him, so that I
would be more ardent when he re-appeared. I feared that he was merely jaded.


I
learned the truth one morning when Mrs. Kraft came to let me out of the cage.
Her eyes lacked that look of lustful anticipation they usually held. She seemed
distraught.


“Grant
is very ill,” she said.



 

***



 

My
ears are ringing. The concrete surfaces of the cellar magnify and distort
sound, and the paddle cracks on target with the sharp resonance of pistol
shots. Chrissy’s ass is tomato red. The blotches on her thighs, where the
muscles are harder, will be bruises in the morning. She has been huffing like a
steam engine. Still not screaming, but sucking air through clenched teeth
whenever I land a particularly hard blow. She is still too proud to let me see
how much it hurts.


Her
breasts protrude through holes cut in the top surface of the bench. Small
weights dangle from chains clipped to her nipples. Her contortions turn them
into wild pendulums. In the center of my blazing target is a black bullseye—the
base of the fat plug that distends her.


I
am soaring. The rhythm of the paddle is hypnotic. The deepening color
fascinates me. Her straining limbs perform an erotic dance. I could go on and
on, until the flesh swells and bursts.


Sanity
finds me leaning against the wall, panting and surveying the outrage. The room
is still, except for Chrissy’s choked sobbing. Again the impulse comes to
comfort and apologize, but a Mistress is in control, always. I draw a deep
breath and set the paddle down. I take the base of the plug and twist it inside
of her. Her breath catches, and I see the ring of muscle relax around the plug.
She thinks that I am about to remove it. I chuckle and push it deeper, rocking
it back and forth.


I
return to my high chair, swinging my leg over her back and lifting her by the
hair to tuck my crotch under her tear stained face.


“Thank
me.”



 

***



 

I
won’t depress you with the dreary details of the deathwatch. I spent a lot of
time consulting with medical men, and became familiar with words like
progressive, incurable, and terminal. They told me that nothing anyone might
have done would have hastened or prevented Grant’s illness. He simply rolled
the genetic dice and lost. I suppose that I was expected to find some comfort
from that information. I only knew that my powerful Master was withering
slowly, and I had to somehow deal with the escalating horror of it.


The
dynamics of our three way relationship changed overnight. Mrs. Kraft and I
became nurses, sharing the work of caring for Grant as equals would. Together
we celebrated small victories and denied the symptoms of decline. We were
ecstatic the day he was able to hold his own cup, forgetting that he had been
able to travel to the bathroom unaided a few months earlier.


I
found myself proving my loyalty and love for my Master in ways I had never
expected.


At
first, I think that Mrs. Kraft expected me to discharge her. I was mistress of
the household now, and should have had no fond recollections of our months
together, but a bond had formed between us. She was surprised, even grateful,
when I asked her to stay on. Perhaps she felt a debt to Grant as well. 



 

***



 

Suddenly
deprived of the plug, the little hole gapes and clenches. Chrissy’s mouth has
satisfied me, and paid homage to the strap on prick that now sprouts from my
loins. I am feeding dollops of grease into the hot tube of her anus, pushing
them up into her with my fingers, feeling the muscles slacken, until a tight
bouquet of three fingers plays her.


I
slide my hand out and grease the thick shaft bobbing between my legs.


There
is always something solemn about the moment of penetration, like a ritual
sacrifice that has been played out again and again, losing none of its power
through repetition. 


We
each hold our breath as the fat knob seeks and presses. I hold her steady with
a hand on each blistered cheek. 


“Open
for me,” I breathe.


The
little mouth flexes, and I feed the knob into the tight ring of muscle that
guards the door. Chrissy gasps a little, she is already sore, but I’m in.


I
shift my hips and brace my legs. Below me, Chrissy is trying to push back
against me and swallow the whole length. I twist the base of my dildo and it
begins to vibrate, the tip buzzing angrily inside her like a trapped bee, the
root of it humming against my clit.


As I
begin the long glide in, Chrissy arches up, raising her head to voice a moan. I
drape myself across her welted back. As my cock buries itself to the hilt
inside her, my teeth close softly over the nape of her neck.



 

***



 

I
couldn’t tell you exactly when he died, his exit was that graceful. I sat
beside him and watched his slow and shallow breathing finally end. I took his
hand to feel the fading pulse in his fingers. After a time the hand grew cold. 


Love always
demands a price.



 

***



 

I am
thrusting, thrusting, lost in reverie, lost in sharing this sacred violation.
So many times it was I who rode this bench, feeling that release that comes
from surrendering all control, opening myself wide despite the reflexive
instinct that wants to tighten and expel. I know how Chrissy feels, and the
desecration must be relentless. 


I am
thrusting, while the girl under me grunts like a pig with every deep jab.


Thrusting,
while memories of Grant and Mrs. Kraft sweat over my welted ghost.


Thrusting, as
I ride the wave of orgasm to its crest and rest only briefly before I take her
again.


Thrusting,
while I reflect that lust and grief are strange bedfellows.


Thrusting,
while the bench creaks and we pant and grin like coupling demons sharing this
depravity.


Thrusting,
until fear and regret are banished and there is only now.











Chapter Twelve



 

Weeks
pass. For a time, Chrissy is reproachful and sullen when we approach the cage.
Later she is reluctant and fearful. She no longer remembers the reasons she
once had for undertaking this journey. She is reduced to a sort of elemental
awareness, clinging to the security of the cage, whimpering when we drag her
from it, scampering back when we allow her.


It is a
difficult time for all of us. Mrs. Kraft and I never leave Chrissy alone for
long at this stage. We seek a breakthrough, but it means taking the girl into
dangerous territory. We have to push her hard, and sense the precise moment
when she can no longer be pushed.


She only
comes out of the cage for a few hours a day. Sometimes she is only fed (never
too much), watered, and bathed. More often we amuse ourselves with her, all the
while watching carefully as her resistance fades.


The
bright, saucy co-ed I once knew has become a shambling, apathetic wretch. There
is no longer any banter during sessions. Abusing her has become a grim
business. Many times I want to call the whole thing off and take Chrissy
upstairs. How pleasant it would be to giggle together on a big soft bed. I want
to feel her beside me at night, and make gentle love all day long. 


Mrs.
Kraft has no reservations. It is her strength I rely on when I weaken. She is
there to remind me that slave training cannot be halfhearted. The birth process
is difficult, and no mid-wife can allow herself the luxury of going to pieces.
Slaves too are born in pain and tears.


We play
“good cop-bad cop” with her. Mrs. Kraft threatens and I mollify. Chrissy comes
to see me as her only hope for protection, an attitude we encourage. I have
qualms about casting Mrs. Kraft in the role of heavy, but she plays the part
with enthusiasm. She has more experience than I do, having practiced on me for
years, and others before me. She also has no emotional attachment with Chrissy.
It is easier for her to avoid empathy and keep herself coldly focused on the
work at hand.


She
deliberately sets out to confuse Chrissy, informing her in the morning that it
is Tuesday, June the nineteenth, then telling her in the afternoon that it is
Monday, the first of July. In the evening, Mrs. Kraft takes her tawse in hand
and quizzes Chrissy. Each wrong answer earns ten strokes. The point of the game
is that there is no truth for Chrissy, except the truth we give her. It is a
painful lesson for the slave, who tries first one answer, then another, even
her tearful confession of ignorance is punished. The only proper answer to the
question is: “Whatever you say, Mistress.” It is a huddled mass of striped and
quivering flesh who finally arrives at that answer.


Together,
Mrs. Kraft and I drag Chrissy into the lowest pit of hell. She depends on us
for food and water. We are the ones who decide whether or not she suffers, and
when. We turn a deaf ear to her petitions for mercy. Exhaustion, hunger and
despair erode her courage, and only by pleasing us can she hope to achieve that
elusive state of grace.



 

***



 

It ends
suddenly.


One
morning I am going down to the cellar to check on Chrissy when I hear muted
screams through the door. My fingers fumble with the keys, and the screams
freeze my blood when I open the door and realize how loud and frantic they are.


Chrissy’s
voice has the hoarse quality of a child who has cried unheeded all night. She
is pressed into the corner of her cage shrieking.


“Please!
Make it stop!” She repeats it over and over again.


I
throw open the cage door and she flinches, but continues to scream her mantra.


“Make
it stop!” 


I
know what has happened to her. Sometimes the shadows hulking beyond the cage
find a way to slither through the mesh. I seize her and gather her into my
arms, sitting with her on the floor of the cage to cradle her head against my
breast.


“It’s
okay. I’m here now. I’m the one who makes the pain stop.”


I
hold her for a long time, until the screams become cleansing sobs. I am kicking
myself. I’m not the supreme Mistress, cold-blooded trainer of slaves. I’m just
a school teacher with a bad case of hubris. For the moment, I can only pray
that my madness hasn’t found a vulnerable host in Chrissy.


After
a time, she is merely sniffling and her eyes are rational again. One way or
another, the training period is over.


“Do
you want to go home now, Chrissy?” I ask softly.


Her
eyes dart up to mine, reading the regret there before she lowers her eyes
respectfully.


“I
am home, Mistress.”


Then
I allow myself to cry.











Chapter Thirteen



 

I
am walking Chrissy in the garden when Mrs. Kraft comes rolling up the driveway
in the four by four with two throbbing motorcycles riding escort.


It
has been two weeks since Chrissy took my arm and walked out of the cellar. She
looked pitiful then, staggering and squinting at the brightness of a sun she
had forgotten. There is magic in little things though. Hot water and soft
towels, hot food and soft words, such things restore the spirit as well as the
body.


Chrissy’s
diet is not as rich as it was when we first met, she is more angular now. I
feel that I am in the presence of a frail flesh and blood woman, instead of
some over inflated sex doll. She is tawny and sleek, moving with the self-conscious
grace of one who is constantly on display. Daily walks in the sun have browned
her skin and toned her muscles. The soft cushion she sleeps on has erased the
dark circles under her eyes. The frequent, satisfying sex has put the sparkle
back into her smile.


There
are more subtle and permanent changes. She is more demure now, more attentive
to my needs. She takes childlike joy from simple things, feeling grass between
her toes, eating strawberries from my hand, watching the hummingbirds in the
garden. Once she was a cock teaser and a flirt, who was willing to play my
games because there was something in them for her. The new Chrissy is still
quick with a smile and playful in bed, but she is no longer the center of her
own universe.


It
is re-assurance Chrissy needs, and she is getting it. Whether she is kneeling
at my feet with my fingertips gently tracing the outline of her ear, or
sprawled across my bed with my dildo driving into her sweet pussy, she knows
that her trial has been worthwhile. She is loved. Every gesture I make is proof
of that. Yet I hold something in reserve, never allowing her to know the depth
of my obsession for her.


Today
I have been working her on a lunge line. She worries a rubber bit between her
teeth, and carefully maintains slack in the reins. Her hands are unnecessary
for this exercise, so I have folded her arms, wrists to elbows, and wrapped
them in a canvas sleeve behind her back. The tension from this binding thrusts
her breasts out before her as she prances. The belt around her waist is locked
to the narrow strap between her legs, and a merry little tail swishes from side
to side with every step. Except for these things, she is entirely naked.


Chrissy winced
crossing the driveway, where the gravel was sharp, but the meadow beyond is
cool and grassy. She enjoys this exercise. I am the sun she orbits, holding the
line and pacing her with my whip as she runs circles in the grass. The first
time we did this, she was still weak, and collapsed within minutes. Today she
is showing off her conditioning, and would gladly run for hours. She snorts and
drools around the bit, glossy with sweat, her flanks heaving, as her muscles
flex and extend.


She has
already performed a heavier task. A few days earlier, hitched to a small plow
in the garden, she sweated and strained to till a plot of land for me. I
carried a strap while I walked behind and steered, but never needed it. She
seemed proud of her accomplishment when the work was finished. Her life of
wealth and privilege denied her such simple satisfactions. The flowers that
grow there will always have a special meaning for us.


“Trot!” I
bark, and she switches to the high stepping gait, while I think: “Beautiful!
Beautiful!” and snap the whip lightly against a surging thigh. 


When I see the
convoy coming down the driveway, I command her to kneel and wait for our guests
to arrive. She drops to her knees gracefully, no small feat for a girl with
bound hands, but she wants every move she makes to be a perfect tribute to me.


“Thank you,
Mistress,” she says.


“For what?”


“For letting
me kneel on the grass.”


I look down.
If she were to take two steps ahead, she would be kneeling on the sharp gravel
of the driveway. I didn’t plan it that way, but slaves are grateful for small
mercies.


Mrs. Kraft
brings the four by four to a halt in front of us and steps out. Behind her, the
motorcycles slide to a stop and three riders dismount. 


I recognize
Sophie, though she has chopped off her hair to crew cut length and bleached it
white. Her pierced eyebrow connects to her earring with a small chain. She hugs
me. “How’s it hangin’ Hel?” Her voice is a rich contralto.


She turns to
introduce the riders dismounting from the other bike. “This is Bonny,” she
says, “and Piglet.”


Bonny is a
large woman. Her lip is curled into a permanent sneer, as though she is
challenging the world to offer her some slight and give her an excuse to
explode into violence. Like the others, she is dressed in full leather, but she
wears her costume as though it is her habitual style. 


Piglet removes
her helmet and shakes loose a mass of red hair. Unlike the others, she is
slight of build, almost boyish, and her manner is diffident.


Bonny points a
finger in Piglet’s direction and snaps her fingers, “Strip!”


Piglet takes
off the leather vest she wears, revealing small breasts with pointed nipples.
She kicks off her boots and shucks her jeans. There are no panties underneath.
She folds her clothing and stashes it in the saddlebags, then stands naked to
wait.


Beside me, I
can feel Chrissy’s curiosity. Until now, she has been the only slave on the
premises. She is wondering who Piglet is, and what she is doing here. I am
wondering too. I look down at Chrissy, who is glowing with the pride that is
only known to those who have been through the tempering fire of slave training.
By contrast, Piglet seems cowed and beaten. “Stand up,” I say. “Let Sophie have
a look at you.”


Chrissy rises.
With her hands behind her, she cannot assume the inspection posture, but she
does her best, arching her back to present her breasts and spreading her legs.


“This
must be Chrissy,” says Sophie, walking around the displayed slave. She nudges
Chrissy’s ankle with a booted toe, and the slave widens her stance. Sophie
takes the horsetail in hand and gives it a playful tug. Chrissy’s only response
is a quick intake of breath.


“I bet I
know how this is anchored,” says Sophie. “You always were asshole happy.”


I say
nothing. I am looking at Piglet, thinking that there is something familiar
about this girl. When I notice Mrs. Kraft staring at her with evident interest,
I make the connection. I remember eight by ten glossy photos of a naked girl
with small breasts and lean flanks that would smart unbearably under the whip,
slightly separated cheeks that would open to invite penetration when she was
bent over the bench. It isn’t the same girl, of course, but the same type. Mrs.
Kraft is thinking of her first love. She is reminded of the girl who
reluctantly posed for the pictures that would damn her lover.


“Would
you like a beer?” I ask. It has been a long ride for them, and I know Sophie’s
appetites.


“Don’t
mind if I do,” says Sophie.


Bonny
attaches a leash to the collar on Piglet’s throat and leads her inside. “I
would rather have her ride naked and belly down on the back of the bike,” she
explains, with a nod toward Piglet. “She could eat my ass while we tool down
the road. I don’t think the state troopers would like that though.”


She
jerks on the leash impatiently. “Come on, bitch!” She seems unaccountably angry
with Piglet, as though the girl has done her some personal wrong. 


For no
reason at all, I don’t like Bonny.











Chapter Fourteen



 

After
Grant died, there was a void in our lives. I filled the empty hours by
returning to school, earning degrees with the speed known only to those who
need study for distraction.


I didn’t
need to earn a living. Even after the medical bills were paid, there was plenty
left over. I invested it in computer stocks, the right ones. If you read the
newspapers, I don’t have to tell you what happened. 


Friends
came by to express their sympathies, but drifted away when other concerns
beckoned. “You will meet someone,” they assured me. I just smiled sadly. I knew
that I might love again, but I would never have another Master.


A year
passed, then two. Rapt in my books, I failed to notice that Mrs. Kraft was
often absent in the evenings. Her time was at last her own, and the way she
spent it was no concern of mine. There was no question about returning to our
old relationship. We had worked side by side at Grant’s deathbed too long for
that. I suppose that I should have talked to her, addressed her needs, but my
focus had narrowed. Love may sometimes be blind, but grief is often deaf and
dumb.


There
was no longer any question about her staying. Our relationship had become a
sort of marriage. We were both widows now, and recognized the unspoken truth.
Without each other, we only had ourselves. 


So I was
taken completely by surprise when Mrs. Kraft came home with Sophie. It had been
so easy to forget that Mrs. Kraft was a vital woman with a powerful sex drive,
a drive that she had checked too long out of necessity. She seemed almost
apologetic when she introduced me to Sophie, thinking perhaps that I would see
their friendship as a betrayal. I only laughed. One of us, at least, was
getting on with life. 


Sophie
was a fresh breeze. Her punk hair and brash irreverence were a sharp contrast
to the two dour widows who had been alone together too long. There was laughter
again in our house.


And
screams.


The
second time Sophie came to call, Mrs. Kraft took the keys to the cellar and led
Sophie downstairs. It wasn’t in Sophie’s nature to be submissive, but she was
an adventurer. The cold cruelty of the place was a tonic to her. She came
upstairs laughing and buoyant. 


During
her third visit, I was invited to join them. I hesitated when Mrs. Kraft
offered me the whip, but long buried hungers were resurrected. There was a
catharsis at work that day. It was infuriating that Grant had abandoned me,
even for death. I needed the release of action. I needed to regain the
recklessness I had felt before. I needed to inflict pain.


I
whipped Sophie until she screamed for mercy.











Chapter Fifteen



 

We have
finished dinner and are relaxing over coffee. Sophie is wearing leather chaps,
motorcycle boots, and nothing else. Bonny is wearing a leather jacket, heavy
with buckles and zippers, motorcycle boots, and nothing else. I have dressed
for the occasion in leather pants with a snap away codpiece. Mounted on the
codpiece is a fat dildo. The shaft is ribbed and black. The crown is crimson.
My boots have a high arch and stiletto heels. I am topless. Mrs. Kraft, whose
fashion sense is offended by fetish attire, is nude under a cotton dress. The
slaves on the floor wear nothing.


Sophie
and I have prepared the girls, a chore Bonny didn’t want to be bothered with. I
was glad to have the time alone with Sophie, and the two of us chatted nonstop
while the girls filled and emptied. Chrissy still had enough inhibition to be
embarrassed by the procedure. She had never sat on the toilet with strangers
watching. Piglet seemed to consider it all routine. We let them shower
together, but reminded them that we would be near.


“We
don’t want anybody pulling the old drop the soap routine,” Sophie laughed.


When
they were clean enough to pass inspection, I had them bend over so that I could
work a menthol based lube into their bottomholes. This was a trick Sophie had
never seen before. “A horsewoman once told me that ginger up a horse’s ass will
make it lift its tail,” she said with a giggle.


I am
looking at those tails now. Piglet is across the room on her hands and knees
with her head in Bonny’s lap. I have sent Chrissy to perform the same service
for Sophie. Two lovely little butts sway in front of me, knees apart so that
the slick little holes wink at me. Mrs. Kraft is trying to be patient. She
can’t take her eyes off of Piglet.


“How is
she doing?” I ask Sophie.


She
flashes a drowsy grin. Her eyes are closed. “Good!” she says, “Oh so goood!”
She grips Chrissy’s head directing her. “Lower. There! Just like that!”


I love
to watch Sophie cum. She goes red from hairline to breastbone and veins pop out
on her forehead. She throws back her head in a silent scream.


Bonny is
less appreciative. All the while that Piglet is lapping away, Bonny is heaping
insults upon her. “I don’t know why I put up with you, you worthless piece of
shit!” 


“Why
keep a slave who displeases you so much?” I ask.


She
looks as though she wants to tell me to mind my own business, but she says: “I
won her in a poker game.” 


Sophie
is panting and stroking Chrissy’s head while the slave girl sits back on her
heels to rest.


“She
beat Sheena’s hand with a pair of queens. Isn’t that ironic?” asks Sophie.


I have
heard of Sheena before. She leads “Satan’s Sisters”, the biker gang that Sophie
and Bonny belong to.


“So she
is of little worth to you?” asks Mrs. Kraft. She sounds hopeful, and I can see
wheels turning in her head.


“She’s a
fuckin’ pain in the ass!” says Bonny. “I thought it would be fun to get my clit
licked whenever I wanted it, but she is more trouble than keeping a dog. I
don’t like being tied down.” 


Sophie
dismisses Chrissy, who crawls back to kneel before me. “Sophie thanks you,
Mistress. I thank you, too.” 


The
little slut has been enjoying herself. There is musky dew on her upper lip. I
laugh as she impishly kisses the tip of my dildo.


“May I
feel your cock in me tonight, Mistress?”


“Where?”


“Everywhere.”


Across
the room, as a counterpoint to our banter, Bonny’s invective is rising in
volume and intensity. I don’t know exactly what Piglet has done to invite it,
but I suspect that she is literally rubbing Bonny the wrong way. 


Chrissy
hears it too, and looks up at me gratefully. I have abused her savagely, but
never allowed her to doubt for a moment that she was wanted and loved. She
expresses her gratitude slave fashion, by opening her jaws wide to swallow the
length of my dildo. 


This is
one skill I never had to teach her. She has been choking down quarterbacks for
years. I can see her throat convulsing as she swallows the shaft the way a
snake swallows an egg. It is an act that brings me symbolic satisfaction, and
she knows it.


Suddenly,
Bonny knocks Piglet to the floor with a ringing slap. “Get away from me
dumbfuck! You make me sick!” 


Piglet
sprawls on the floor. The blow has spun her around so that she is facing me,
and I can see her eyes are filling with tears that will soon spill over her
cheeks. 


“Whoever
told you that you could eat pussy, you ugly little gash? For two cents I would
sell you!”


There is
a beat of silence while everyone watches the frozen tableau, then two copper
coins clatter and spin on the top of the coffee table. 


Our
heads come up and turn to look at Mrs. Kraft. I can see on Sophie’s face that
she is silently applauding Mrs. Kraft for calling Bonny’s bluff.


Bonny
attempts a laugh, but it dies when she sees the intensity in Mrs. Kraft’s eyes.


“Just
kidding,” Bonny says. “We both know she is worth a lot more than that.”


“How
much?”


She’s
serious. I put a hand on Chrissy’s shoulder to motion her away from my rubber
dick and sit up straighter in my chair.


“You
could use a new carburetor,” suggests Sophie.


Bonny
throws her a suspicious glance. She is starting to feel like the object of a
conspiracy. I can guess that the truth is much simpler. Sophie has been
listening to this endless abuse much longer than I have.


“How
about a new bike?” says Mrs. Kraft.


Now
Bonny sits up straight. Real money is being discussed here.


Mrs.
Kraft leaps from her chair and runs into her bedroom. I have never seen her
hurry before. Haste betrays the depth of her need. When she comes back, she is
clutching a fistful of large bills.


For
years, Mrs. Kraft has been drawing a generous salary, while eating and sleeping
for free. She has been investing most of her pay, and keeping emergency cash
rolled up in an old sock. She has always been stingy with herself. There was
nothing she really wanted to buy—until now. 


“Sophie,”
says Mrs. Kraft, “I have never been in a motorcycle showroom, may I count on
you to tell me when?” As she speaks, Mrs. Kraft is throwing hundred dollar
bills onto the table. 


Bonny
seems hypnotized by the growing stack. “I want a Royal Star.” It is the voice
of a child demanding more.


On the
floor, Piglet is wide eyed, stunned by this unexpected turn of events. She
doesn’t know Mrs. Kraft the way I do, and is not re-assured by the angry way
that the woman is throwing bills down.


“Loaded,”
Bonny adds, when the flutter of money appears to slow.


Mrs. Kraft
throws a questioning glance at Sophie, who nods and judges. “A couple of
hundred more should do it.” 


Mrs.
Kraft steps away from the untidy pile. “Collar and leash included,” she says.
She probably realizes that she has just made a fool of herself, and wants to
lighten the mood. 


Bonny
looks from the pile of money to us, wondering if she has been pushed into a
fool’s bargain. “All you have to ask yourself,” Sophie advises, “is whether or
not she is worth that much to you.”


I see
Mrs. Kraft begin to breathe again when Bonny picks up the money. She has spent
nearly all of her ready cash. She doesn’t know that I was prepared to add to
the kitty if necessary. I am guessing that Sophie would have emptied her
pockets as well.


Mrs.
Kraft extends her hand. Bonny starts to raise hers, thinking that the woman
wants to shake on the deal, but Mrs. Kraft takes a hold on Piglet’s collar. 


“Come
with me.” 


Piglet
rises to her feet, her wide eyes skittering around the room. She is terrified.
Mrs. Kraft must seem grim and irrational to her. The little slave doesn’t know
that she has just been rescued, or that she is a surrogate, a stand in if you
will, for the girl who has haunted Mrs. Kraft’s dreams. She thinks the
brightness in Mrs. Kraft’s eyes is anger, and wonders what she did to earn it.
Mrs. Kraft takes the trembling girl into her arms and tries to reassure her
with a deep kiss, but Piglet is stiff and unresponsive. What hell has she been
through, I wonder, that leaves her so unnerved by a gesture of affection?


Mrs.
Kraft pulls back to study the girl, who lowers her gaze apologetically. “I see
that we have much to learn about each other,” says Mrs. Kraft. I have every
confidence in the woman’s abilities. She has plenty of experience with
shattering mental barriers and purging souls. If Piglet is lost, Mrs. Kraft
will find her eventually.


Bonny is
still looking for a reason to feel cheated, and makes a great show of counting
her money. No one has attention to spare for her. Even Chrissy forgets her
obligation to attend me and stares openly as Mrs. Kraft passes a reverent hand
over Piglet’s trembling body.


“So
ladies,” Sophie crows, “Shall we retire to the cellar for some grab and
giggle?”



 

Piglet
is standing with her wrists strung up above her. Mrs. Kraft is kissing her hard
and exploring her body with restless hands. Now and then she breaks off the
kiss long enough to nuzzle Piglet’s cheek and whisper fierce endearments.
Piglet, who has forgotten simple kindness, is bewildered by all this attention.
I suspect that she will be more comfortable when her new Mistress finally gets
around to displaying her passion in ways that are more violent and profane.
Meanwhile, I am somewhat embarrassed to witness such intimacy. These two should
be left alone together.


The
whole party has moved to the cellar. Sophie, Bonny, and I have hung Chrissy
from the ceiling by her wrists and ankles. A sling supports her back as she
swings like a hammock, waist high to the three Mistresses who surround her. 


She has
noted the strap on tools we all exhibit. “Three holes, no waiting!” she jokes.


I
understand her impudence. It is a way of displaying courage. She is denying
that she is afraid, daring us to give her our worst. Now and then, her eyes
flicker over toward me. She is certain that I will not allow her to come to
real harm. Her trust is a grounding wire for panic.


I run a
finger down her damp slit while she strains to press into the touch. I put the
finger into her mouth to let her taste herself and she sucks it greedily,
locking eyes with me. I have come to understand her thoughts. She wishes that
Sophie and Bonny were not here. They will only distract us from each other. I
am already regretting my decision to share her.


Sophie
stands behind Chrissy’s head. “Maybe she should suck this instead.”


I nod my
agreement and take my finger out of Chrissy’s mouth so that she can drop her
head back and engulf Sophie’s strap on. It’s an awkward angle for fellatio,
even when Sophie rises on her toes to help, but slaves learn to perform many
acts in difficult positions. I can see the tip of the dildo undulating in the
slave’s slender throat.


“Her
pussy is all mine,” I announce.


Bonny
unzips one of her pockets to find a lighter and the stub of a candle. “I guess
we all know which hole is left for me.” She has a nasty smile.


While
Bonny is lighting the candle; I open a jar of lube and grease my hand. I work
my index and middle finger into Chrissy’s dripping cunt, and the other fingers
into her ass. My thumb teases the nub of her clit. She moans around the cock in
her mouth. It has been a couple of days since I allowed her to cum. I can feel
her muscles working, trying to suck me in.


The wax
Bonny drips on her belly distracts her. She flinches from the hot surprise of
the first drop, but she has played this game with me, and knows that the wax
isn’t hot enough to cause real burns.


I stroke
slowly in and out with my hand, rotating my wrist a little, so that she feels
my fingers twist and force her open. Not that any force is required. She is
relaxed and enticing.


Sophie
pulls free of Chrissy’s mouth and makes a quick tour of the room, looking for a
toy. Chrissy raises her head to watch us working her. Her eyes are drowsy with
lust. 


“Permission
to cum, Mistress?”


“Not
yet,” I say, as I continue the slow teasing. She moans with frustration and
rests her head against her tractioned arm.


Sophie
returns with a bucket of clothespins. Chrissy feels the bite of the first
clothespin on her left nipple, just as I begin to guide the red tip of my dildo
into those greedy lips. Chrissy begins to laugh from the excess of sensation,
her nervous system confused by the conflicting signals we send. She scans our
faces, seeing us intent upon our tasks, a sinner in the hands of angry gods.


“Hurt
me!” she pants. “Use me! I’m yours!”


I fuck
her with long, deep strokes, holding her steady with my hands around her waist,
keeping her still for the molten stream that coats her belly, and the forest of
clothespins that grows on her breasts.


“Permission
to cum, Mistress!”


I laugh.
The three of us are feeding off Chrissy’s energy. It is a feast that makes us
giddy. “Permission granted.”


I feel
the drag on the dildo as she tightens around it, convulsing. Her stomach
muscles churn under the hardening wax. Sophie chooses this moment to dance over
the clothespins with her fingertips, and the wave of fresh pain through her
sensitive breasts intensifies Chrissy’s climax.


I pull
out. Chrissy goes limp for a moment, then begins squirming again. Without the
numbing effects of passion, the bite of all those vicious little jaws is
unbearable.


“Would
you like those clothespins off?” Sophie asks solicitously.


“Yes.
Please, Mistress!”


Sophie
selects a short whip from the collection adorning the wall. Chrissy grimaces
when she sees what Sophie proposes to do. Seeing my concern, Sophie re-assures,
“Don’t worry. I’ve been practicing.”


The
candle has burned too short to hold. Bonny blows it out and steps back to give
Sophie room to swing. Her touch is deft. The tip of the whip curls and wraps
around the pins, plucking them off one at a time. Chrissy yips as they pop
loose and clatter to the floor. Bonny and I watch, fascinated, as the whip
sings and the pins disappear magically. Yet I notice Bonny’s eyes wander over
to Piglet and Mrs. Kraft.


The
housekeeper has her mouth filled with Piglet’s little breast, suckling while
her right hand plays in the folds below and her left hand reaches around behind
the slave to penetrate her from behind. Piglet is hanging by her wrists. She
has opened her legs wide to give the woman access, and her toes no longer touch
the floor. She is held aloft, swinging gently on those impaling hands, flying,
serene. 


Bonny’s
face is an open book. She is realizing too late that she valued the slave too
little, and has cheated herself. I smell trouble.


Sophie
has finished demonstrating her skill. Chrissy is limp as she sighs away the
fading pain. Her breasts are decorated with tiny bruises. I’m impressed. The
whip Sophie has used is fully capable of tearing flesh, yet she has managed to
wrap the tail around the pins and send them flying without damaging Chrissy’s
tender breasts.


Chrissy
remembers to thank us. She appreciates Sophie’s ability even more than I do.
She has flinched and yelped through the whole process, squeezing her eyes tight
to shut out the terrifying sight of the lash whistling toward her. 


I am
thinking that it is time for a break. After cumming, Chrissy will be less
responsive for awhile. If we start playing with her now, the whole scene is
likely to go as flat as a soufflé in an earthquake.


Bonny
takes a paddle from the wall. I notice that it is the most punishing one I own,
a thick slab of hardwood drilled full of holes.


“Let me
show you how that slave is supposed to be treated,” she says.


It isn’t
Chrissy that she is talking about. Bonny heads across the room, intent on
Piglet’s bottom. She is too insensitive to notice that Mrs. Kraft has noted her
advance, and is squaring her shoulders, preparing to defend her prize. 


A cat
fight is imminent. I am fumbling for the words that will defuse this situation,
but it is Chrissy who speaks.


“Wouldn’t
you rather paddle me instead, Mistress?”


I’m
stunned. Through her pain, Chrissy has remained aware. She is offering her own
flesh to protect Piglet. I know that she is a true slave at last, so in tune to
the needs of those around her that she acts unselfishly at all times. I promise
silently to reward her when we are alone. 


Bonny
doesn’t get it, of course. She spins on her heel, turning from her intended
target to stare open mouthed at Chrissy. “You want me to use this on you?” She
holds the weapon aloft.


Chrissy
closes her eyes. She has felt this paddle before, and knows what she is in for.
Whenever I use it, I wield it with a light hand, cautious of the damage it can
do. In her present state of mind, Bonny will not be so lenient. 


“Yes,
Mistress. Please paddle my ass.”


With a
parting glance in Piglet’s direction, Bonny takes the bait.


As
Chrissy’s owner, I could call the whole thing off. Chrissy is exhausted, and
has nothing left to face a new ordeal. She has already endured much to please
me, and owes nothing to Piglet. I consider it, then realize that her sacrifice
will be meaningless if I spare her. To earn full credit, she must pay full
price. It is slave justice. I step away.


The
paddle sweeps low and catches the target squarely. Chrissy howls her
appreciation. Bonny swings the implement like a hammer, from the shoulder, with
a fluid snap of the wrist at the end of each stroke. The blows come fast and
hard. Bonny is venting frustration, taking her anger out on this willing
victim.


The
chains that suspend her creak and rattle as Chrissy thrashes ineffectually
under the storm. I flinch each time the paddle lands.


Bonny
pauses, holding her arm cocked. “Ready to be fucked up the ass?”


Chrissy
doesn’t hear her. She is choking on sobs. Bonny strikes, hard, and repeats the
question.


“Yes!”
Chrissy screams.


Bonny
strikes again. “Ask for it.” 


“Please
fuck my ass, Mistress!” 


Another
rain of vicious smacks fall. “I can’t hear you!” It goes on and on, with
Chrissy shrieking her request over and over while the merciless paddle takes
her deep into the land of pain. There is an open jar of lube on the cart beside
Bonny. She spears two fingers into it, without pausing, and greases the
monstrous dildo between her legs. In my imagination, the thing seems to grow
and stiffen under her hand. Still swinging the paddle, she hisses through
clenched teeth.


“Here
(smack) it comes (smack). Gonna fuck you (smack) right up (smack) the ass!”


At last,
Bonny discards the paddle and pries the heated cheeks apart with eager hands.


I know
this moment. I have been there myself. The agony has turned Chrissy’s whole
body into a clenched fist. A slave can read the temper of her torturers and
Chrissy knows that the penetration will be brutal. I see her reach inside
herself to find that still small spot of calm. She must go limp. If she is not
completely relaxed, the pain will be unendurable. She must be open, even though
she knows that this is going to hurt.


Bonny
doesn’t disappoint. She finds the mark and grinds in. 


“Easy!
Easy!” Chrissy begs. Her protest is unheeded. Bonny’s thrust is swift and deep.
Chrissy’s words become a hoarse cry. Bonny doesn’t pause, she squeezes a breast
in each hand, using them for handles as she pulls Chrissy’s body back upon her
thrusts. Deep, hard, fast. Chrissy grunts a series of guttural barks, writhing
like a hooked worm. Mrs. Kraft paid for Piglet, but Chrissy’s body is her
ransom.


Across
the room, Mrs. Kraft has lowered Piglet to the floor. The slave girl is down on
all fours now. Her new owner has discarded her own clothing and strapped on a
dildo. She drops to her knees behind the girl and eases into her. This is
something Piglet understands. She rocks back to meet the impalement, bleating
and dropping her face to the floor to invite deeper penetration. 


There is
a look of immense gratitude on Mrs. Kraft’s face. She sinks her claws into the
girl’s shoulders and pulls her back against the thrusts. She is drunk on the
girl. By dawn, Piglet is going to be one well-fucked little slave.


Our
bacchanal is winding down. Except for Mrs. Kraft, who seems tireless, we have
had enough for one night.


The
place is a mess. Lube and candle wax spot the floor. Clothespins have scattered
to the far corners of the room. Chrissy and Piglet will clean up tomorrow. It
will give them a chance to get acquainted. I’m sure that they will have much to
talk about. Chrissy’s infectious lechery will probably seduce Piglet as well.
Perhaps Chrissy will be able to open some of the doors that have slammed shut
inside of her.


I wonder
if they will become playmates. Surprisingly, I am not troubled by the
possibility. If I catch these puppies licking each other, I probably won’t even
feel the necessity to punish them for it; though it will give me an excuse if I
need one. 


Chrissy
is unsteady when I finally take her upstairs to bed. I lay her on the bed to
examine her. She will be sore for a few days, but there is no lasting damage. 


“Why did
you do it?” I ask.


She
giggles, then gasps as my probing fingers find a tender spot. “I probably
wouldn’t have, Mistress, if I had taken time to think. They were so beautiful
together, Mrs. Kraft and Piglet I mean. I didn’t want anything to spoil that.”


“Roll
over,” I tell her. She flops onto her back. Her thighs open to my touch. I
crouch like a dog between her legs. I lap gently at the sweet bald pussy before
me, while Chrissy clutches the sheets and whimpers.


“Permission,
Mistress?”


I give
her permission, twice.











Chapter Sixteen



 

For
the first time that I can recall, I am awake before Mrs. Kraft. I slip silently
out of bed, throwing a loving glance back at the sleeping Chrissy, and tiptoe
down the hall. There is silence in Mrs. Kraft’s room. I yield to temptation and
open the door a crack to peek inside.


Piglet
and her Mistress are in bed together, limbs so intertwined that I cannot tell
which is whose. Mrs. Kraft is still wearing her strap on, and from their
position, I suspect that she has fallen asleep with the instrument still
penetrating her slave. 


Piglet
wakes when she hears the door open, and I see her eyes go wide when she sees
me. She is still a stranger here, and no one has given her any rules to follow
yet. For all she knows, I may be coming for her. I just smile and put a finger
to my lips before closing the door.


Sophie
is in the kitchen making coffee. She looks chagrined when I walk in.


“Sorry
about Bonny,” she says. “I haven’t known her for long, I didn’t know that she
could be such a shit.”


I
shrug. “If she hadn’t come, Mrs. Kraft would never have met Piglet.”


That
gets a grin out of her. “Aren’t they a pair? I never believed in love at first
sight until last night.”


“I
think that she may be happy here,” I agree. “How did she fall so low that
bikers played cards for her?”


The
coffee is ready. Sophie pours a cup for each of us.


“If
you want the whole story, we may have to make another pot,” she says.


Sophie
sits with me on the porch, staring across the lawn to the forest beyond, as
though the past is written there. She lights a joint and smokes half before
speaking.


“I got
this story straight from the Piglet’s mouth, you might say. She has a terrible
need to relate. When I gave her an ounce of compassion; I got the story of her
life in return.


“Piglet’s
real name is Mary Ellen. She was born in a small town in flyover country, Dick
Suck Arkansas or something like that. Her Mom divorced her Dad to marry his
boss. There was a whole scandal around it. All this happened while Mary Ellen
was just a kid.


“The
step Dad was a real jerk. He didn’t abuse the girl physically, but he made it
pretty clear that he had no love to spare for another man’s offspring. He put
her down constantly; stole her self-esteem a little piece at a time. Her Mother
was too much in love with the jerk to defend her own daughter. 


“She
was still in high school when she developed a crush on the girl next door. She
wrote long love letters, burned them, and scattered the ashes on her loved
one’s lawn late at night. She left anonymous gifts where her girlfriend would
find them. She would call her friend, resolving to confess her love, and hang
up when the phone was answered. All this time, the object of her obsession had
no clue.


“They
were sitting in the movies together one day. Mary Ellen liked horror films
best, because she could pretend to be afraid and hold her girlfriend’s hand. In
this particular film, the Nazis had arrested some French girl, and a female
officer was interrogating her. When it became obvious that the Nazi chick was a
dyke, the girl friend went “Eeeuw”, the way girls do when they see something
really gross. She looked over to Mary Ellen, expecting her disgust to be
shared. Instead, she saw something else on Mary Ellen’s face, and suddenly- she
knew!


“Mary
Ellen took her girlfriend’s hand and squeezed it, smiling hopefully. It was
brave and desperate and very foolish. The girl friend dropped her hand like it
was hot and ran out of the theatre.


“She told
someone, of course. Pretty soon, the whole town was whispering, and some
“concerned” neighbor called Mary’s folks to deliver the cheerful news that
their daughter was a lez.


“The scene
that followed is one nearly every queer plays sooner or later, Mama in denial,
thinking that this is a rebellious phase, Daddy pounding the kitchen table with
a Bible and warning her to stop this nonsense. It’s hard when you’re young. How
can you defend yourself; when the whole world calls you a sinner, and you have
only your heart to tell you that you have done nothing wrong? You were raised
in a small town, Hel’. You know how petty and superstitious they can be. People
there fear God, but they fear the devil more.” 


I nod my
understanding. It is a lonely world for Lesbians, lonelier still for those who
keep slaves. 


“They took
Mary to a shrink. She was actually relieved to see the religious icons
decorating his office, thinking that a man who was so close to God would
understand. Maybe he would be able to tell her folks that Mary was basically
all right, that they should just get over it and accept.


“Well, we both
know that there are two kinds of believers, the ones who practice charity, even
when no one is looking, and the ones who must save your soul, even if they have
to kill you in the process. The shrink was one of the bad ones. He lectured.
Mary got flippant. Commitment was recommended.


“Mary went
along with it. She was fed up with the folks, and figured that thirty days of
poking and prodding and cross-examination in the rubber motel was preferable to
another night at home. The hospital was some church run outfit, named after a
saint who died on the rack, an appropriate choice. It was a real snake pit.


“Mary was
strip searched at the door, by two dyke matrons who were obviously looking for
more than smuggled contraband. They pawed her over pretty good, twisting her
nipples and reaming her ass with their nightsticks. She found out in a hurry
that it is not a good idea to resist people who wrestle the criminally insane
for a living. They know all the dirty tricks, all the things that bring you to
your knees with watering eyes.


“When she complained
to the good doctor, he had her locked up in the intransigent wing, where they
put uncooperative patients. This was just what the matrons wanted. She was
alone in a locked room, away from the general population, in a part of the
building where screams were ignored. All she wore was a strait jacket, and the
matrons came to visit every evening when they were off duty. She ate pussy by
the hour, and lost her virginity to a strap on. If she tried to refuse them,
they had electric prods and nightsticks to persuade her. If anyone noticed
bruises, the matrons could just say that they were self- inflicted. They had a
whole pharmacy to play with, all the psychoactive horror show stuff. They took
her up, down, in, out, and way out. Their favorite drug was one they called
‘zombie’. It left her completely awake and aware, but unable to raise a finger.
She was their little anatomically correct sex doll.” 


“Your speech
is getting florid,” I observe.


“It’s the
grass,” Sophie shrugs. “It makes me run on.” She flicks the roach out onto the
lawn and immediately lights another, dragging deep and blowing smoke around her
words. 


“Her step
father was in no hurry to see her come home, and her doctor listened to the
staff. The thirty days of observation that she agreed to became an indefinite
stay.


“The head
angel of mercy was a brute named Horst. She had entered the hospital on work
release from a maximum security prison, and studied to become a mental health
nurse as part of her rehabilitation. She took a particular dislike to poor Mary
Ellen and made it her mission in life to see that the kid was never
comfortable. 


“Things looked
pretty hopeless for our little heroine, until a miracle happened. The hospital
administrator retired, and his replacement, an idealistic young lady named
Clemens, was not inclined to look the other way when she found out what was
going on in the intransigent ward.


“She moved
Mary Ellen and several other patients back into the general population, and was
scheduling a re-evaluation of their cases. She wasn’t so sure that these ladies
even belonged in an institution, and wanted them drug free until she could find
out. She confronted Horst with her suspicions and threatened to bring her up on
charges. I don’t have to tell you that she made a big mistake.


“Within two
days, the new administrator suddenly began displaying symptoms of acute
psychosis, and Horst managed to get her bundled into a restraint jacket and
packed off to the intransigent ward before you could say hallucinogenic drug
reaction. Next thing everybody knew, there was another new administrator on
board, one of Horst’s old cellmates I think, and the sadists were back in
business.


“The first
order of business was revenge, of course. There was a lot of traffic in and out
of Ms. Clemen’s cell for a while, Horst had a lot of friends, male and female,
and managed to get visitors passes for all of them. Rumor had it she was
selling tickets.


“When Mary
Ellen heard the news, she guessed that Horst had managed to slip something into
Ms. Clemen’s coffee. It was a safe bet that Horst would get around to
repopulating the hell ward soon, and Mary had no plans to go back there. She
hid in a laundry cart and stowed away on a truck, a real Hollywood escape. She
dressed herself in a nurse’s uniform that she found in the laundry cart and
jumped out of the truck when it stopped for a traffic light.


“So there she
was, in the heart of the city with no money, no I.D., and no one to turn to.
She bummed around for a while, trying to figure a way out of her mess. She
couldn’t go to the police. They would just send her back to Bedlam. She
certainly wasn’t going home. As night fell, she sat on a park bench, cold and
hungry and too miserable to even find a newspaper to cover herself with. In the
gathering darkness, the predators came out.


“That was when
the Sisters of Satan found her. 


“Satan’s
Sisters were in an ugly mood that night. They had been cruising for hours,
looking for the Devil Dyke who beat up Honeytwat in a bar brawl the night
before. When they found her, they would, as Bonny so charmingly put it, ‘Stomp
her ugly ass’.


“Sheena was
riding point, her cigar fanned bright in the slipstream, her ass length hair a
swirling cape. Behind her, Bonny and Furpie were passing a joint. Gypsy,
Honeytwat, and Hung Low followed. They were six angry leather dykes, cruisin’
slow astride three tons of growlin’ steel.”


I smile at
Sophie’s grass fed hyperbole. I don’t care if her prose turns purple. The
morning is warm. The coffee is fresh. Two beautiful slave girls are sleeping inside,
and my best friend has fallen in love. Sophie can spin this tale all day.


“Sheena did a
double take when she saw Mary Ellen shivering on the bench. Maybe it was the
white scrubs she noticed; they were much too large to belong to the girl who
was wearing them. Maybe it’s like they say—fear has a scent. Whatever. Half a
block past the bench, Sheena brought the whole caravan around in a U-turn and
pulled up in front of the girl.


“They all just
stood there a minute, Satan’s Sisters using that universal bully stare that
makes most people remember the better part of valor. Mary Ellen just hugged her
knees and stared back. She was barefoot and dirty, and still hung over from the
chemical smorgasbord. She had nothing left to steal, and abuse had become too commonplace
to threaten her much anymore. She wasn’t frightened by six surly butches. She
wasn’t even sure they were real.


“‘Shouldn’t
this little girl be home in bed?’ Sheena asked. 


“‘I have no
home,’“ Mary Ellen answered morosely. It was the wrong answer, of course.
Anyone with street smarts knows that she should have said she was waiting for
her date—a possessive kick boxer. In a way, it was the right answer too. It’s
no fun to bully someone who is too fucked up to be bothered by it, and our
heroine was so far down that the whole gang was starting to feel a little sorry
for her. They parked the bikes and formed a circle around the park bench. 


“‘Hungry,
honey?’ said Sheena. ‘Wanna come home with us? I can roast you a hot dog or
something.’


“Everybody had
a chuckle over that. Not because it was funny, but because the etiquette of
intimidation called for laughter after any statement that might conceivably
have a suggestive double meaning. Bonny muttered: ‘ I’d like to roast something
all right.’ Hung Low fondled the strap on under her denims and added: ‘I got a
wiener for her.’


“Hung Low got
her name because she is packing a strap on all the time—I mean all the time. I
think she is trying to figure out a way to piss through it. You and Mrs. Kraft
would probably like her, Hel’. She’s a gorgeous Eurasian, better educated than
the rest of those cretins, and she likes to drive up the ole’ back alley as
much as you do.”


“I think you
have a rather low opinion of your friends,” I observe.


Sophie grins.
“It shows, huh? I haven’t been hanging with this crew for long. I’m not even an
official member. In six months I won’t know any of them.” She lowers her voice
and glances back toward the house as though expecting someone to appear. “Bonny
is typical of the type; no brains, no heart, and no plans except the next
party. I’ll be on to something else soon.”


I believe her.
Next year she may hitch hike across Africa or run for public office. Sophie
isn’t the type to settle into a rut.


“So what
happened next?”


“Well, Mary
Ellen just kept staring while these bikers teased her with suggestive remarks
until she cut to the chase by asking quietly: ‘Are you telling me that you want
me to trade sex for food and shelter?’


“That brought
them up short for a minute, some of the girls even looked sheepish until Gypsy
spat out a stream of tobacco juice, hitched up her pants, and sneered: ‘That’s
about the size of it, honey.’


“Mary Ellen
took a minute to study each face in turn, as though she were weighing her
chances of surviving the night with them. Her chances on the park bench were
about zero, so she surprised them again when she said: ‘All right.’


“So they let
her buddy ride with Honeytwat and roared back to the clubhouse. The night
wasn’t a total bust after all.


“The clubhouse
was an old packing plant. The Sisters are no mechanical wizards, but they had
managed to get the plumbing to work and brought in an old wood burner for heat.
They lived like hamsters, using vacant rooms to store trash, when they bothered
to pick up at all. The floor was their ashtray.


“Mary Ellen
knew the drill by now. She left the hospital whites at the door and dropped
onto the dirty mattress that was her assigned boudoir. They gang banged her
there. Six hungry pussies, six strap ons, by morning our heroine’s chapped lips
were crusted over with secretions, her holes were red and oozing, and Bonny’s
belt had turned her ass about six different colors.


“The party was
still going on in the morning when Sheena left town. Her rock band, The Pussy
Tamers, had a gig upstate that lasted all week. While she was gone, the rest of
the gang behaved like children when Mom is away. She hit the roof when she got
back. 


“They had been
feeding Mary Ellen table scraps, but because the Sisters live mainly on grass
and beer, she had dropped a few pounds she really couldn’t afford to lose. They
had her chained up in the room they used for a kitchen. Since they didn’t want
to be bothered to walk her down to the bathroom all the time, they just spread
newspapers on the floor, like you do for a puppy. They didn’t need to chain her
up at all, she had no other place to go, but logic is not their strong point.
Do I need to tell you that she hadn’t seen a comb or a bath the whole time? She
reeked.


“Sheena read
everybody the riot act. They didn’t deserve a pet, she said, if they couldn’t
take care of it. They just ignored her. You can’t shame a biker. The end result
was that Sheena laid claim to Mary Ellen. They had a little ceremony,
christening her Piglet and baptizing her with beer, before Sheena took her down
to the bathroom for a little personal grooming.


“Life wasn’t
too bad for Piglet after that. Sheena took good care of her physical needs and
protected her, but most of the time she was indifferent to the slave. At the
end of a long day, she would flop down on her bed and snap her fingers at
Piglet. The girl would come to Sheena, satisfy her needs, and leave when she
was dismissed. It was service, plain and simple. You would really have to
stretch to call it a relationship.


“Bonny
won Piglet in a poker game about the time I started hanging out with them. I
don’t have to tell you that I wasn’t very happy with the way Bonny treated her
slave. I had a feeling that I should invite them along on this trip. When you
called, all you could talk about was this lovely slave you had fallen for. I
kept wondering about Mrs. Kraft. Where did she fit into this? I knew Piglet was
the physical type that she prefers, she likes them boyish.”


I
laugh. “You sly bitch! You set the whole thing up.”


She
shushes me. “Don’t tell Mrs. Kraft. Let her think it was serendipity.”


“So
you have made it your mission to right the wrongs that have been done to poor
Piglet.” I rise and stretch. “At least she will be received with affection
here. Did you ever find out what happened back at the mental hospital? I mean,
is Ms. Clemens still locked up in there?”


Sophie
snorts. “Come on, Hel. You know me better than that. I was a legal secretary
for a while. I know how the system works. I tracked down Ms. Clemens’ mother.
She was a sweet octogenarian, had no idea that her daughter’s mental condition
was drug induced, and was only too happy to let me act in their behalf. When
all was said and done, Clemens was back in charge and Horst was up on charges.
I convinced her lawyer that the only way he could keep her from spending the
rest of her life in the concrete motel was to enter a mental illness plea on
her behalf. I hope Clemens had her assigned to the intransigent’s wing.”


“Didn’t
the authorities ask you about Piglet?”


Sophie
shrugged. “They never asked me where I got my information, or how I happened to
become involved. The authorities assumed that the old lady had hired me to be
her agent. The old lady was too polite to ask me why, and too grateful to care.
As far as everyone is concerned, little Mary Ellen is just one more statistic.
My own opinion is that her parents pretty much abandoned her when they shipped
her off to that hell hole. 


“Do
you and Mrs. Kraft have a legal right to keep her? Of course, you don’t. Try
telling the law that you traded her for a bike.” She laughed.


“At
least she has a sort of family here. I’ve seen the way that Mrs. Kraft looks at
her, and I have seen the way Piglet purrs and offers herself to the whip. Ask
Piglet if she would rather stay here and be loved by a house full of randy
dykes or trust herself to the tender mercies of the state.” 


I
hear the door open behind us and turn to see Mrs. Kraft, Chrissy, and Piglet
come out on the porch. The slaves are proudly erect, breasts out thrust, heads
high and eyes down. They step daintily in leg shackles. Their hands are cuffed
behind them. Piglet has a chastity belt locked around her loins, and I guess
from the careful way she is walking that at least one of her holes is harboring
something large. Mrs. Kraft walks between the girls, holding an elbow in each
hand to guide them. A penumbra of joy surrounds all three. 


The
pampered child of privilege and the abandoned stray are equals now in slavery.
Stripped of everything, even freedom and self-respect, they will at last find
the love everyone needs.


Our
household is complete.











Epilogue



 

The
sun is setting when we pull out of the driveway and head south. Through the
open window of the van, I hear a cicada buzz. Summer is over.


Chrissy
is sitting beside me, plucking at her unfamiliar clothing. She won’t be
bothered with it for long. Mrs. Kraft and Piglet have stayed behind. They need
a honeymoon period together. They have the four by four, and will join us in
the city before the heavy snow comes. I’m very happy for them. 


Sophie
and Bonny left in the afternoon. While Sophie hugged us all, Bonny put a finger
under Piglet’s nose and admonished: “You be good now!” 


Then
they roared away together. Sophie will be missed. Chrissy sits wordless for
miles. I have not ordered her to be silent. “Talk to me,” I command finally.


She
startles a little, then tells me what is on her mind. “Will you have sex with
Piglet, too?”


She
stares out the window, afraid that the question will anger me.


I
laugh. She is such an uncomplicated soul. “Yes,” I say, “if Mrs. Kraft wants to
share, I won’t refuse.”


“I
suppose that a slave has no right to be jealous.”


“That’s
right,” I remind her quietly. “You have no rights at all.”


She
lapses into silence again. Through the windshield, I see the setting sun.
Sophie saw the past when it rose. I imagine the future now, a vision in my
mind.


I
see a cold winter night. The fire blazes in the library. Piglet is massaging
Mrs. Kraft’s feet. Chrissy is serving drinks. Their naked flesh glows in the
firelight.


Chrissy
has another year of school to finish, but she will spend her nights with me.
Piglet, of course, has no other commitments. She is a full time slave already,
and has no thought of freedom. 


“Will we have
time together after school begins?” Chrissy’s question underlines my thoughts.


“You will have
to study and attend classes,” I concede, “but you will still spend plenty of
hours at my feet or over my knee. The time has come to talk of many
things—moods that shift, and sealing vows, and promises,” I reach over to tease
a nipple through her tee shirt, “and rings.”


I feel her
stiffen at my touch, as she recognizes my intent. Then she swallows her fear
and arches into my hand, the way cats do when you stroke them. “I want to be
yours—always.” 


I move my hand
up to stroke her hair. Who can promise forever?


“I want to
know who you are.”


I look away
from the road long enough to throw a quick glance in her direction, and see her
looking down at her hands, bereft for now of the consoling embrace of shackles.
I see the glimmer of a grateful tear in her eyes.


Her eyes,
filled with sweet surrender—


Her eyes, 


Her beautiful
eyes.
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“The
villainy you teach me, I will execute, and it shall go hard but I will better
the instruction”


Shakespeare


Merchant of Venice











Prologue 


June Twenty Five


7:00 P.M.



 

Corrie
sat on the edge of her bed, staring into the open and empty night stand drawer
for a long time, regretting that she had not burned the damned book long ago,
burned it and buried the ashes.


Every night Corrie
faithfully documented all of her moral failings and locked them in that drawer.
Most diaries are merely private, but hers was positively incriminating. Barring
the early onset of Alzheimer’s disease, there was no way that she could
possibly have mislaid the damned thing. Considering what it would cost
her if the book fell into the wrong hands, such carelessness was unthinkable.
She closed the drawer and immediately opened it again, as though the power of
her imagination might correct an error of perception and make the book
magically reappear.


It was gone- just
GONE!


Impossible


The key had been
right where it should be, under the Southwest corner of the bedroom carpet. The
drawer lock showed no signs that it had been forced or deceived.


There was nothing
of monetary value missing. The flat screen was still hanging on the living room
wall with the DVD player connected. Her collection of classic films was intact,
still carefully alphabetized and arranged on the shelves with the spines in
perfect alignment. Her Grandmother’s crystal and silverware were undisturbed.
Her Mother’s wedding ring still languished in the jewelry box. The spare house
key was still under the fake rock by the hydrangea. If the book had been
stolen, the culprit was no ordinary burglar.


The light outside
was fading when the bedside phone startled her from her daze. 


“Hello?”


No one answered
her at first, and Corrie was struck by a dreadful certainty. On the other end
of the line a woman chuckled.


“You have been a
very bad girl, Corrie.” 



 










Chapter One


June Twenty Five


10:00 P.M.



 

Malone’s Bar and
Grill squatted near the interstate on the fringes of an industrial park. It was
a converted warehouse clad with corrugated steel and painted a hideous shade of
purple. The front wall was embossed with dents left by departing patrons who
could no longer find reverse. A gravel parking lot surrounded it, bordered by
weeds and filled with rusty pickups parked haphazardly. The cluster of Harleys
huddled near the rear door appeared thrown together and hard used, almost
piratical. Even standing outside, Corrie could feel the throb of rock and roll
played badly. 


This is the
place to be, she thought, if you are looking for a fight on a Saturday
night. 


When she opened
the door, noise and smoke assaulted her. Far to the rear, an all girl band was
screaming incoherent lyrics. Someone had painted graffiti over the black wall
behind them. The message was proclaimed in florescent red block letters that
had dripped down the wall like glowing blood. 


“Biker Gurls
Rule!!” 


The place was
packed with women dressed in leather and denim, studded arm bands and
cabalistic jewelry; women with barbaric piercings and tattoos; women with
spiked hair dyed unnatural colors, crew cut women, and women shorn. They
shouted endearments, bellowed laughter, and snarled challenges. They leaned
together to whisper obscenities while they danced. They groped each other in
dim corners. Corrie stood in the doorway wearing a pastel pantsuit and
clutching her purse like a missionary amid savages.


A Eurasian girl
sat alone in a booth watching Corrie with wry amusement. She raised a beer
bottle in greeting and crooked a talon. Corrie looked left and right to be sure
that the summons was not for someone else. The girl frowned with irritation,
snapped her fingers and beckoned more urgently. 


Yes! You! 


As Corrie made her
way hesitantly across the floor, the band finished its set. A smatter of
catcalls and shrill whistles applauded them. In the moment of relative quiet
that followed, Corrie stopped in front of the booth and just stood there while
the two women sized each other up. 


The Eurasian was
petite and fine featured. Her mass of black hair had been braided into a thick
rope that draped over the collar of her biker jacket, which had been unzipped
just enough to reveal a bit of bare golden cleavage. Impudence and cunning
glittered in her dark almond eyes. 


“Are you the one
who called me?” asked Corrie.


How will I know
you? Corrie had asked the voice on the phone.


The woman had
laughed at that.


Don’t worry. I
will know you. 


“Have a seat,”
said the girl in leather. “Take a load off.”


Corrie thought of
refusing, or at least demanding an answer to her question first, but irritating
this woman might be a bad negotiating tactic at best, and physically hazardous
at worst.


She sat down. “I
think that you have something that belongs to me.”


The girl nodded,
looking almost regretful, and took a long pull on her bottle. “Yeah, I do. Want
a brewski?”


Corrie was
confused by this girl’s behavior. She had come prepared for some sort of ugly
confrontation, and was ready to trade threat for threat, or failing at that, to
surrender as little of her cash and self-respect as possible. This felt more
like some twisted version of a social encounter, or (she glanced quickly around
at the roiling mass of women and shivered) a bad blind date. 


“I’m afraid that
blackmailing me isn’t likely to profit you anything,” Corrie said. “I’m not a
wealthy woman.”


The Eurasian
grinned. “I know all about that. I read the book on you, remember?”


Corrie sat up a
little straighter. She had allowed herself to forget. If she had read
everything that was in the diary, this woman knew more about Corrie than anyone
else ever had, even Mr. Baron. It made her dangerous in many ways.


Yet there was
nothing in the girl’s manner that suggested an evil intent. She didn’t even
raise an ironic eyebrow to drive her point home. Instead she grabbed a passing
barmaid by the sleeve and ordered two more beers.


“Then what do you
want from me?” Corrie asked when the waitress was out of earshot.


The Eurasian
leaned back in her chair with her hands folded behind her neck and shook her
head sadly. “You’re doing this all wrong, sweetbuns.”


She lunged forward
suddenly, bringing the front legs of her chair back down with a bang and thrust
out her hand so quickly that Corrie flinched. 


“Hi!” she chirped
in a hearty falsetto, “I’m Corrie Albertson. And your name is...?” Her smile
was comically broad and counterfeit, the diction and cadence of her speech was
a perfect imitation of Corrie’s, but the mimicry had an ironic, insincere
tenor.


Is she mocking
me? 


Corrie blushed,
realizing that her attention had been focused on securing her property and not
on charming the woman who had taken it. She had deliberately startled Corrie to
pay her back for being so rude. Corrie reminded herself to be more diplomatic,
and summoned a laugh. Then she cut the laugh short when she realized that she
was demonstrating the same false amiability that the biker had just parodied.


She just met me
and has already taken my measure.


How did she appear
in the regard of an outlaw biker? The very habits that gave Corrie
respectability in the straight world made her a figure of contempt and derision
in this woman’s eyes. Worse than that, she had to know that it was all a lie,
that no amount of good grooming or correct conduct could disguise Corrie or
erase the terrible choices she had made. The truth was written in her diary.


“I’m sorry. I
forgot to ask what was your name?” Even as she asked, she realized that
a blackmailer wasn’t likely to want herself known. Yet the woman answered
without any hesitation.


“I was
Miko, but now my friends call me Hung Low.” She was still holding out her hand.


Corrie took it
warily and briefly. “Miko, I would very much like to have my diary back.”


Miko laughed.
“That goes without saying, but the real question is how far you are willing to
go to get it?”


The waitress
showed up and set the beers on the table. Miko held Corrie’s eyes, grinning,
while she held up a bouquet of money to pay for the drinks. Corrie made a
mental note of that. An experienced blackmailer would have made Corrie buy, if
only to establish psychological control of the intended victim. Miko had other
motives. This wasn’t about money. 


Corrie bristled.
“I suppose you want the same thing that he did.” She waved vaguely across the
table top, as though the absent diary were sitting beside them. In a sense, it
was. 


The beer was
frosty. Corrie held Miko’s eyes warily as she took a long pull on the bottle,
wondering if it had been a mistake to even plant the seed of suggestion,
wondering whether sobriety would be an asset or a liability if Miko read her
careless remark as a proposition and started acting on that assumption. Corrie
had already given herself respect away to Mr. Baron. Having sex with another
woman was just one more rung on the long ladder leading down. She wondered if
Miko liked to play the same kind of cruel games that he enjoyed, or if she
practiced even more perverse diversions. Seriously considering the possibilities
made Corrie tremble slightly, even as it made her damp.


Could I? With
another woman? With her?


“What fun would
that be?” snorted Miko. “I can get all the wet pussy I want already. There
isn’t any challenge in that.” 


Her eyes smoldered
briefly as they flickered over the front of Corrie’s blazer. “I wouldn’t kick
you out of my bed though.”


“Then what?”
Corrie could feel her control slipping. Talk about inscrutable! “I need that
book!”


“What do you need
your fucking book for?” Miko’s query was no mere bully’s taunt. It
seemed an earnest question. “Maybe what you really need is to throw the fucking
thing away.”


Corrie was
abruptly aware that someone was standing behind her. She could actually feel a
pair of eyes intent on her back, and knew a moment of alarm, suspecting that
the stolen diary had been merely bait to bring her into this place. Perhaps Mr.
Baron had decided that she had become a liability or threat and had hired
professional killers to dispose of his problem. As legal evidence, the diary was
as dangerous to him as it was to Corrie. Was this woman simply toying with her
before the hammer fell?


“Are we fishing
new waters these days, Hung?” asked a woman’s voice. It was a cultured voice,
speaking with the trace of an accent that Corrie could not identify. She
sounded amused. 


Corrie turned and
looked at the source.


The woman was
tall, with the languid unconscious grace of a dancer and the fine features of a
born aristocrat. Her hair had been bleached white and cut very short. She wore
black leather head to toe, not the cowhide armor of a biker, but a supple cat
suit that displayed her lean form to advantage. Her riding boots were high at
the heel and pointed at the toe. Her belt was a length of heavy chromed chain.
The buckle was a silver skull. 


Corrie twisted
around in her seat to look from the newcomer to Miko as she tried to read this
new situation. Was this woman a jealous lover? Miko did look a bit
uncomfortable. Corrie realized that this development might somehow be turned to
her advantage. 


“I was just taking
care of some business, Sophie.” Miko said with a studied casualness that wasn’t
lost on Corrie. 


“I think that
there is a misunderstanding. I didn’t come in here looking for a hook up.”
Corrie was facing Sophie now, recognizing that the center of power had shifted
in this room. The arrival of this newcomer had just transformed the cocky
little biker chick into a guilty child. 


“Even if I were,
Miko just isn’t my type.” 


Corrie had
surprised herself by jumping into the middle of this conversation and
confronting Sophie directly, but she felt that there was nothing to be gained
by holding back 


“She just has
something that belongs to me, and I was asking her to return it.”


A beat of silence
followed, while Corrie swallowed her heart back down and wondered how much
trouble she had just gotten herself into. Sophie’s brow knit with anger, but it
was not aimed at Corrie.


“Hung! You haven’t
been burgling again have you? I keep telling you that you’re going to get
yourself into real trouble one of these days!”


Miko looked a bit
sheepish. “Nobody’s getting hurt here.”


Sophie wheeled on
Corrie. “What did she take this time?” Sophie was angry, but Corrie sensed that
it was anger under control. This woman might be capable of violence, but she
would not wield it carelessly or direct it at the wrong target. If anything,
this iron self-control only made her more intimidating.


“Just my diary,”
Corrie’s voice sounded very small to her.


Sophie put her
hands on her hips and glared at Miko. Her voice dropped an octave, down into
the indignant mother range.


“Oh Hung! That’s
just wrong!”


When she turned
again to Corrie, her expression had softened. “You have to understand what’s
really going on here. Hung is like some silly Magpie. She gets off on poking
around other people’s stuff and picking up any shiny things that catch her eye.
Usually it’s just crap nobody cares about or even misses.” 


She aimed her
glare at Miko again. “But sometimes she goes a bit too far.”


“There doesn’t
have to be a problem here,” Corrie said carefully. “I’m not making any
accusations. I just want to get my property back and go home.”


Around them,
Corrie could see that the other women in the room were starting to gather and
circle their table, sensing that trouble might be brewing. This clandestine
meeting was in danger of becoming extremely public. 


Sophie glanced
around quickly, assessing the situation and reassuring Corrie with a wink.


“It’s okay,” she
said softly. “We speak their language.”


Responding to
Sophie’s unspoken cue, it was Miko who challenged the gawkers. Raising her
voice, she snapped. “Hey! You see anybody dancing on this table here? Go bump
pussies or somethin’, awright?”


There we a few
catcalls, but the crowd melted away. It was apparent to Corrie that Sophie and
Miko commanded respect, at least in this place. 


“Hung, I think you
had better give Miss Sunshine her memoirs and let her slip out the door before
these coyotes decide to gang bang her on the pool table,” muttered Sophie.


Miko looked from
Sophie to Corrie. She didn’t seem angry with Corrie for exposing her. In fact,
she appeared genuinely proud of Corrie for acting aggressively in her own
defense. It almost seemed as though Miko had devised this whole encounter as a
sort of test that Corrie had just passed. Money wasn’t Miko’s motive; neither
was something as mundane as blackmail. The woman was too complicated for that. 


Corrie realized
that Sophie and Miko did share an emotional bond. Sophie’s anger over Miko’s
thievery was the measure of her concern. She just wanted to keep her friend out
of trouble. 


“I don’t actually
have it here,” Miko confessed ruefully.


“Then why did you
waste...” Sophie broke off and fixed an inquisitive eye on Corrie. It took
Corrie a moment to understand the reason for the pause.


“Corrie Albertson?”
She started to extend her hand, but feared their ridicule and just nodded
instead, hoping that she wasn’t being hopelessly uncool. 


Sophie noted the
moment of indecision and grabbed Corrie’s hand with a warm smile.


“Sophie Brewster.”
Then she wheeled on Miko again. 


“Why are you
wasting Corrie’s time?” Sophie demanded. “Why bring her all the way out here
for nothing?”


“I just wanted to
fuck with her mind a little,” said Miko. “Anyway there are some special
circumstances,” 


Sophie muttered,
“There damn well better be.” 


But her anger was
already evaporating, replaced by curiosity. Corrie sensed that she had suddenly
become a very interesting study for Sophie. The woman banged her hip rudely
against the Asian girl as she sat down beside her, a reminder to Miko that she
wasn’t entirely forgiven yet, but Sophie’s attention was focused entirely on
Corrie, and when she spoke she wore a grin of anticipation.


“So let’s talk
about those special circumstances,” She purred. 











Chapter Two 


May Twenty One



 

Dear Diary,


I was serving
coffee to one of his clients when Mr. Baron told me that he would be needing my
assistance after hours tonight, so I had to be extra careful not to slop any
when I set their cups and saucers on the desk; not even to allow the slightest
tremor to betray my reaction. 


“Yes, Sir.”


Accidents are
always remembered and never forgiven. Refusing to show my fear is the only
control I have left. It spoils his fun a little, but he always makes me pay for
it later. He just tries harder - after hours.


He likes to drop
these bombshells when he knows I can’t display any emotion. He likes to study
my face for a telltale flicker of distress. I have learned to reveal nothing,
but behind my mask is a scared little girl who just wants to be forgiven. That’s
never going to happen.


We’re partners in
crime now. I can’t tell anyone, because he would tell everyone. He would have
proof and I would only have my own word- a thief’s excuse. 


It seemed like
such a teeny crime at the time. The phrase “petty cash” sounded like an
oxymoron to me. The account had more money in it than I make in a year, just
sitting there undisturbed, and I just needed to borrow a little once. Then it
became once in a while. It wasn’t really stealing. I always paid it all back
eventually. But there was always another minor emergency – the broken washing
machine, transmission repairs, that week I was out with the flu. He had to
discover it eventually, and offer me his devil’s deal. He gave me a choice
between prosecution and accommodation, or as Baron the bastard so charmingly
put it, a cock and a hard place. 


So today I was the
perfect secretary. I scheduled his meetings and wrote his memos without typos,
ushered in clients and salesmen, and kept the coffee pot fresh. We were polite
and correct at all times, when we spoke to each other at all. But running
through the day was an undercurrent below our placid waters, a shared
anticipation that tonight he would watch me sweat and scream and beg.


Doing penance, he
calls it, but it’s more like hell than purgatory. He always wants more. What
began with a quick blow job under his desk has gradually escalated, until I
have become a virtual sex slave, indentured by guilt.


With a growing
tightness in my gut, I watched my co- workers gather up their personal
belongings and leave for the day. I saw them all off with a cheerful goodbye.
Pretending is the easy part. It’s the waiting that’s hard. When I was sure that
no one was likely to come back for something they had forgotten, I went into my
bathroom. 


No one questions
his decision to provide me with a private washroom. They think that it’s a
perk. Even the cleaning crew has no key. They would be shocked at some of the
things they might find there. 


I stripped naked
and cleaned myself according to his standing orders. The humiliating ritual
hardly ever varies. The enema and douche go without saying. I put a fresh blade
in the razor before I scraped and rinsed. Legs, pits, and puss, everything has
to be silky smooth for him. When I was putting on the lotion, I felt a little
stubble and had to touch up. I can still see the fading marks on my ass from
the last time I missed a patch. 


All of my makeup
had to come off before I showered and braided my hair. He always insists on
braids. He says they make me look younger and more innocent. I think the braids
just give him one more way to control me, another thing to grab a hold of,
another convenient way to tie me up. He left the collar and cuffs laid out for
me. There were tiny little luggage padlocks for the buckles. He had the key.
They wouldn’t be coming off until he was through with me.


That was my entire
trousseau this time. He wasn’t in the mood for fantasy tonight. There was no
cheerleader outfit or French maid uniform hanging on the back of the door. He
wanted me to report to his office naked. That usually meant he was in a bit of
a hurry and would get right to the rough stuff.


My office adjoins
his, but I have to leave mine and pass through the corridor to get to his door.
This puts me in full view of the typing pool and the windows beyond. The desks
were all empty at that hour, the room silent, the keyboards idle, but it is
always unnerving to be naked in a place where clothing is normally expected. A
few hours earlier, I would have drawn shocked stares parading by in nothing but
a few bits of leather.


Beyond the windows
was blackness, lit here and there by the squares of windows from the offices
across the street, where other people were working late or keeping trysts of
their own. The harsh daytime lighting in the typing pool had been reduced to a
mere glow by the last employee out the door, but anyone watching from across
the way could have seen my pale form flitting about. Feeling exposed. I covered
the distance between doors quickly. 


He always makes me
wait outside his door for permission to enter. When he buzzes me in, I kneel
just inside the door where he can observe me without his desk getting in the
way and spoiling the view. 


He was on the
phone tonight, talking to a potential customer in Iowa. The customer will be
flying in after the summer retooling shutdown. I could tell by Baron’s unctuous
tone that this was a deal he would very much like to close. 


He let me kneel
there until my knees began to ache. He was enjoying my discomfort, knowing that
I awaited his pleasure while he compared golf scores and planned a meeting. He
was taking his time. I was just his slave, after all. 


He was fawning
over his client to the last farewell. I expected him to make little kissing
noises into the phone as he hung up.


“Is there
something that you find amusing?”


My face froze
immediately into the blank mask that has served me so well in the past. 


“No, Sir!” I spoke
my lines loud and clear, like a Marine in boot camp. If I mumbled, he would
have felt compelled to prompt me. Then the whip would have made an early
appearance. 


He stared down at
me for a long moment, as though considering whether or not my answer was
satisfactory, just letting me squirm.


“Inspection
position!” he barked.


I leaped to my
feet and spread my legs, lacing my fingers together behind my neck and arching
my back to present my breasts. I focused my stare on a window across the
street. Some anonymous man over there was hunched before a glowing computer
screen with his back to us. He needed only to turn around and admire the view.


Mr. Baron opened a
desk drawer and took out a box of latex gloves. He snapped a pair on before he
stood up. He took his time doing it of course, smirking up at me. He had
already removed his jacket and rolled up his shirt sleeves. He was ready now.
There was no danger that contact with this unclean slut might contaminate him.
There wouldn’t be any telltale stains on his clothing, no lingering scent on
his fingers to carry home.


I have never met
his wife. The word around the office is that she is a beautiful woman, self-centered
and not very bright. She devotes much of her life to campaigning for charitable
causes of questionable value. Last year she flew by private jet to a conference
on clean air and energy conservation. I saw her once from the office window,
waiting for him in the car below. She was no more than an elegant silhouette,
preferring to wait in the limo rather than risk contact with the unclean proles
inside.


Still, it rankles
that he is betraying her even as he blackmails me. I could call her up and tell
her, but even if I did it anonymously he would know. The police would arrive
with an arrest warrant for me the next day. Any counter charges I brought
against him would be impossible to prove, and the prosecutor would dismiss them
as an attempt to misdirect.


“Bend over.” He
was already unscrewing the jar of lubricant. 


I bent until my
back was parallel with the floor, keeping my spine carefully arched. It would
have been an easier position to maintain if I could have braced my hands upon
my knees, but I was forbidden to move my hands from the back of my neck. It
often pleases my Master to keep me this way until I am trembling with strain. 


He always takes
his time with the lube. If I am dry and resistant when he begins, I am wet and
open before he finishes. Perhaps it is such moments that sustain me when I
consider tearing everything down, like Sampson in the temple, accepting my own
destruction as the price of revenge. His fingers never force me, they insinuate
and tease instead. They find the sweet spots and return to them, but only after
I have nearly reached the point of begging.


I have long since
abandoned any pretense of resistance. If rape is inevitable, the adage goes,
one might as well learn to like it. I respond to him as a brood mare to a
stallion, stimulated by mere chemistry and nervous habit. Perhaps I have been
too eager to surrender my body, but a thief sacrifices any claim to lost
virtue. It’s not as though anyone will ever find out anyway. 


So I rocked back
to meet his hand, rolling my hips like a lap dancer as his fingers churned
slowly in and out. He always starts with my pussy. He has long, thick fingers,
but in a few moments he was twisting at least two of them inside me, tapping
against the “G” spot with soft insistence and rolling across the soft membranes
within until they were ready to yield.


“So easy!” he
murmured. “You’re nothing but a horny little slut.”


It’s a litany I
know well already. “Yes, Sir! I am nothing. I am a horny little slut!”


He has no
requirement for me to simulate affection for him. My shame is his payoff.
Knowing that he disgusts me makes my submission sweeter. 


His fingers
withdrew and I heard the jar lid rattle behind me. He was dipping out more
lube. I felt it cold against my ass before the insistent pressure of his
fingers forced me. I have learned to relax. Resistance is futile, not to
mention painful. As he opened me with one finger, then two, his free hand found
my undefended breasts and twisted my nipples until I gasped. His hand steadied
me and braced me against the jabbing fingers. 


I should be beyond
shame or self-pity by now, past caring or crying, but my cheeks were hot
already, and my eyes were beginning to burn with the tears I would shed for his
amusement.


Months ago, when
he first began training me with the plugs, I was still naive. The first time he
slipped one into me, it was no more than an annoying little finger. I thought
it was just to humiliate me while I bent over the top of his desk to be
spanked. The internal pressure tightened my puss against him during the
inevitable rape that ended our session, enhancing his pleasure. That was reason
enough, I thought.


It was only later,
when he began to insist that I wear them even during working hours, that I
realized their true purpose. The constant prodding presence served as a
reminder of his control, of course, but that was just a bonus as far as he was
concerned. As I became more opened, the plugs became crueler. I learned to
flush myself internally before heading out the door in the morning, so that I
would be clean and ready.


He delighted in
presenting me with each new model, letting me examine it and wet it in my mouth
as I begged to be stuffed. Some were ribbed, or curved, or covered with little
knobs. They might be slender, brightly colored spirals or thick black rhino
horns- and always they were larger than the ones that came before them. All too
many mornings, I would be bent over his desk with my bottom bare and oiled;
only his locked office door shielding us from the bustling offices without. The
harness would be buckled around my waist with the crotch strap hanging loose
between my open thighs as I stared at his steaming coffee cup and waited to
find out what horror I would be impaled with for the rest of the day.


At first, my
internal muscles fought them, striving to expel the invasive objects, but the
leather belt was locked around my waist to prevent that. Denied relief by the
tight strap that cinched my ass crack, the muscles tired and relaxed, accepting
the inevitable. The painful urgent need to be rid of the ever growing plugs
that tormented me during the first days eventually became no more than a minor
distraction. No one seemed to notice when I sat side saddle at my desk, and if
I walked with a bit of stiffness, they probably thought I was merely being
prim.


Bitch walks
like she’s got something up her ass.


At least the
designer of this unchastity belt had thoughtfully divided the crotch strap so
that it merely framed my puss instead of covering it. I could pee, awkwardly,
holding my lips apart with my fingers. It was just another minor annoyance, a
reminder of his control over my most intimate functions. 


When I presented
myself to him at the end of the day, still filled with the latest variant of the
hateful things, he would bend me over for inspection, making sure that I had
not tampered with the harness before unlocking me and sending me back to my
bathroom to clean myself up.


The newly
stretched opening would still echo the memory of the plug when I returned, and
the thorough, prolonged examination of his probing fingers made it clear to me
that I was being slowly -enhanced. 


So it was no
surprise to me the day that he finally pronounced me ready for his use. Since
then, I am sodomized regularly. It is the final degrading climax of nearly
every session now. 


He smacked my ass
hard with his hand. “Stand up!”


I straightened up,
already aware of a frustrated arousal. The fact that I have no love for the
man, that he makes my skin crawl and my belly knot with fear, does nothing to
lessen my heated response to his touch. Perhaps it is the compulsory nature of
our meetings that gives them such perverse erotic power. I would be burdened
with guilt if I were doing this for love. How ironic it is that his coercion
frees me to feel. 


He clipped a leash
to the front of my collar and marched me to the stairs. This was a surprise. Up
to now, our meetings had been confined to his office. The leather couch there
had been stained with my sweat often enough, though he usually preferred to
take me from behind as I was bent over his desk, or crouched like a bitch on
the drop cloth he spreads to protect his imported rug.


But this was no
impulsive act. He carried a black leather satchel in his free hand, and I could
only assume that he had filled it with his toys earlier. We were packed for
travel.


He couldn’t
possibly have intended to take me out to his car. The parking lot was too well
lit and too near to a busy street. There was a high chain link fence around the
plant, and a watchman in a booth at the main gate, but he spent his nights
solving crossword puzzles and listening to the radio. He might walk the
perimeter on a balmy night, on the outside chance that kids might be trying to
sneak under the fence with cans of spray paint. The things that are
manufactured in our plant are unlikely to attract burglars, since they have a
narrow value only to the company’s regular customers, and only by the
truckload. If lights sometimes burned inside the plant after hours, the watchman
always assumed that it was someone who had reason to be there. 


As much as it
might have delighted Baron to parade me naked for the world, he wouldn’t want
to attract any attention to himself. That could only mean that we were going
down to the shop floor.


There was no night
shift working. A few hours earlier the roar and screech of machinery could not
have been tolerated without ear protection. During working hours, even in our
offices two floors above, we can feel the throbbing heart of the factory all
day. At this time of night the sound of our footsteps was clear in the silence
and the cold concrete was gritty under my bare soles. The harsh overhead lights
had been dimmed to an eerie glow that transformed the machines surrounding us
into ominous hulking shadows.


He led me to stand
before a forklift and dropped my leash. I waited anxiously as he dropped his
bag on a work table behind me, climbed into the forklift operator’s seat, and
started it up. The hydraulics made a whirring sound as the wide flat plates of
the forks rose to shoulder level. He got out and stood me between the forks. 


He used plastic
strapping to bind me. It’s everywhere in the warehouse, big spools of it, along
with the knives for cutting it and bins filled with the one way buckles for
drawing it taut. It is used for lashing boxes down to the pallets for shipping,
a cheaper and safer alternative to the old fashioned steel bands that can crush
the cartons if over tightened or spring open when cut, becoming scythes for the
unwary workman. It comes in various ugly but highly visible hues. The straps
that threaded through the “D” rings and snugged my wrist cuffs to the forklift
tines were lime green.


Then he was back
in the lift’s seat and the forks rose again. This time my arms went up with
them. They had to. I have seen pallets loaded with a ton or more of stock
lifted easily and delicately, placed high atop the stacked inventory in the
warehouse. There was no resisting this implacable strength. I was terrified
that the forks would rise until my feet dangled free of the floor. He could
drive me anywhere he pleased then, deliver me helpless into the maw of a shear
or press. 


I whimpered as my
heels left the floor before the forks stopped rising. My arms were at full
stretch. I could feel the traction in my spine, my ribs straining against the
skin. The edges of the cuffs were rolled leather with a bit of padding in them,
but my own weight still made them dig into the soft skin of my wrists. Full
suspension would have been unbearable.


Strung up,
I thought, like meat. 


I could see him in
front of me, hunched over in his seat with his hands still resting on the
control levers, grinning as he tweaked one of them just a touch and raised me
another painful inch. Then he cut the motor and left me dangling on tiptoes. I
could hear myself breathing again, in little desperate gasps. He took his time
climbing down.


He moved behind
me, and I could feel his hands stroking slowly over my back and shoulders
before they found my breasts. He toyed with my nipples for a long time,
pinching and rolling them between thumbs and forefingers while his crotch
ground between my ass cheeks. He was iron hard already; the thick shaft nuzzled
my furrow inquisitively.


“Let’s see what we
have to play with tonight, shall we?” he rasped in my ear.


Then I heard the
zipper jerked open on the leather bag behind me. 


The clothes pins
came first, big plastic ones in bright colors. They pinched my skin as I
whimpered and begged. He ignored my pleading except to tease me by clacking the
little jaws in front of my nose while choosing a fresh spot. Then he would take
a fold of skin and feed it into the open jaws with excruciating slowness. I
tightened my lips against my teeth to stifle my cries and furrowed my brow
while the tears coursed hot on my cheeks. He made patterns, circles on my
breasts that spiraled toward the nipples, and straight lines up the thigh and
down the belly to meet at last where the flesh is most tender. Long before he
reached that point, I was trying to cross my legs and deny him access. That
gave him an excuse to produce his crop and lash my backside until I promised to
behave.


Sobbing and
trembling, I lifted my feet from the floor until I was dangling and spread my
legs to let him clamp my tender lips below.


“You can put your
legs together again,” he said magnanimously. My feet found the floor, easing
the pressure on my shoulders and restoring the circulation to my purpling
hands. The clamps dangling between my thighs still encouraged me to keep them
slightly spread.


“Thank you,
Master!” For once I meant it.


That was not the
worst of it. The real pain began after he finished admiring his handiwork and
savoring my misery. Every time he removed one of the pins, the rush of
returning blood to the pinched flesh delivered me into a new level of agony. I
watched with a horrible fascination each time his fingers toyed with the next
one, twisting and flicking it to build suspense before opening the jaws.


Yet the pain eased
quickly after the last pin was peeled away from the pinched flesh, and I knew
from experience that even the hickeys would fade by morning. He is careful not
to leave lasting marks, but not out of concern for me. Bruises are evidence,
after all. 


He dropped the
last pin into his bag and came out with his crop and a towel. The crop was set
aside on a work table where I could look at it while he made a little ritual
out of spreading out the towel beside it. He stripped and laid his carefully
folded clothing on the clean towel. Any one of his suits costs more than my
entire wardrobe.


At forty five, he
is still a fine physical specimen, a product of superior breeding, good
nutrition, and modern dentistry. He works out in the company gym. He swims and
plays tennis. Even in the winter, he has a tan. His personal grooming is
impeccable. In his own social circle, the ladies are doubtless jealous of his
wife for snagging such a prize. I should be flattered by his attentions. 


I had a moment to
study his broad, hairy back and the dark parade of curls descending into his ass
crack before he turned around. 


His cock is my
real Master. Its perverse demands require my tears. The urgency of its need
determines the duration of my suffering. It was only half erect, but already a
thick mass of flesh swinging between his thighs. He is virile for a man of his
age, and very proud of it. 


One night he used
me three times, leaving me bound and waiting while he showered in his private
bath and emerged in his robe to study my helplessness. He took his time making
himself a drink from his private bar. He sipped it as he teased me with his
cock, spanking my nose and cheeks before making me suck him erect again. He
held me by the hair and laughed into my widening eyes as I choked on him. He
would pull free of my mouth, throbbing hard again, and command me to beg for
his cock in my already sore and well used ass. Three times- my Master the cock
can be greedy. 


It was sort of
comic, the theatrical way he stood there naked and tapped the crop against his
thigh as he sneered at me. I really wasn’t in the mood to laugh at him though. 


“It’s time for you
to dance,” he said.


Pride is a cheap
substitute for courage. I tried to suffer stoically in the early days, to deny
him the satisfaction of seeing my tears and hearing me beg. I was foolish then.
My resistance only made my eventual surrender a bigger payoff for his ego. My
courage didn’t shame him, it only made his erection that much stiffer. 


The first strike
was low and cruel, catching me just above the knee where the skin is thin and
sensitive. My ass would be the area with the greatest sexual resonance for most
men, a more natural target. But the padding is thicker there. He wasn’t looking
for my sweet spots, where the sting can be almost erotic if the mood is right.
He wasn’t interested in the foreplay of a gentle warm-up spanking. From the
very beginning of our sessions he always seeks a sharper response, pain that
will make me jump and yelp as I throw reproachful looks over my shoulder. He
laughed at my outraged face and hit the other leg in the same place.


Anger only
sustains me for a while, of course. I have learned that the hard way as
well. I am long past demanding my rights as a human being or a valuable
employee, and appeals to his better nature merely amuse him. He wants to hear
me beg, but not too soon.


I danced for him,
gracelessly, with the jerking leaps of a marionette.


He is methodical
in all things. The crop followed a predictable pattern, left and right, a slow
progression advancing up my thighs toward my ass. He laid a few hard ones
directly across my cheeks then, swinging from the shoulder hard enough to make
me lift my knees toward my chest and dangle, head back and mouth agape in a
howl.


He paused then,
while my feet found the floor again and my breath returned, but the break only
made the pain bitterer when the maddening routine began again.


This time the
blows to my ass cheeks went on and on, while I twisted and shrieked, certain
that I was being cut by the whistling arc.


I wasn’t
immediately aware of the moment when the beating finally stopped. The burning
faded slowly. The next expected stroke never arrived. I didn’t even notice that
he was back in the seat of the forklift until the forks began to descend.


I followed it
down, sighing with relief as my heels found the floor and flexing my aching
shoulders. As the descent continued, I was forced to bend low and shift my feet
to widen my stance. This new posture wasn’t meant to be restful for me, only
convenient for him. Soon my shoulders were lower than my hips and my ass was
higher than the rest of me. Bending my knees to reduce the strain in my lower
back spread my ass cheeks. I could feel a cool draft tickling my cleft, still
slick with lubricant.


He shut the motor
off again and came around to stand behind me. I whimpered softly in
anticipation. My nose was running. I must have cried while he was whipping me.
I hadn’t even been aware of it at the time.


The crop played
over my ass, and I felt the tip of it tapping lightly against the sensitive
folds below. 


“You’re really
stretched tight this way,” he rasped. “It’s gonna hurt more than usual.”


He let me digest
this threat while he fished a condom out of his toy bag and tore it open. I
knew from past experience that my torture would reach a crescendo for him, a
point when he could no longer postpone his gratification for another instant.
When the moment was ripe, he wouldn’t want to delay it while he fumbled around
with something so mundane. It would spoil his mood. 


The crop returned
to my ass, sliding over my cheeks first to map out the area, then tapping, ever
so lightly, until I was lulled into hoping that he intended to go easy on me
after all, that my fear alone would satisfy him.


The first cruel
slash banished that hope. Others followed swiftly. My shrieks became
continuous, echoing in the empty factory.


“Beg me.” His
voice was husky, but his tone was reasonable. It was so little he was asking
from me. How could I even consider refusing?


I sniffed. My
throat was raw. “Please, Sir!” I threw the words over my shoulder, letting him see
the desperation on my drawn face, as though an appeal to his sense of shame
might spare me. Glancing down, I could see his cock standing at attention
already, shrouded in latex. It might have seemed comic, if not for its size. 


The crop whistled
in again, finding a spot that already blazed.


“Please what.” He
was so calm, so controlled. Only one of us was enduring this emotional storm. 


“Please fuck me,
Sir!”


He hit me again.
“Where.”


“Wherever it
pleases you, Sir!” I learned the correct answer long ago- the hard way. I
wasn’t expected to choose. 


He balanced the
crop across the small of my back as he kicked my ankles farther apart. It would
be handy there, in case he softened and needed my screams to stimulate him
again.


The first thrust
is always painful, even when I’m wet. He was deliberately rough, ramming his
full thickness deep into my cleft. There was no pause for me to catch my breath
and adjust to the impalement. His cock began to churn inside me as his hands
crawled across my shoulders like cold spiders and grasped my braids. He held
them tight, raising my head into a painful arch as he pulled me back to meet
him. 


His cock was a
relentless piston inside me, and all too soon I could feel the flush of an
excitement that I can no longer pretend to deny.


“Permission to
come, Sir?” 


He didn’t answer
right away, and the chance that he might refuse me only made my wayward need
grow even stronger. 


Rocking under him,
I could feel him impossibly huge and hard inside me as his thrusts became
faster and more brutal.


“Permission
granted,” he said at last. My orgasms are his little gifts. Perhaps it is his
way of easing his conscience, pretending that my consent is real. Maybe he just
enjoys his power to wring these reluctant climaxes from me. 


The words were barely
out of his mouth when the tide rose. I tell myself that this doesn’t mean he
has any real command over my responses, that I am the one who is actually in
control. I let myself go because I know it is safe and expected. I am aroused
only because I choose to be. I’m just making the best of a bad situation.


That’s all self-delusion.
The shudders hit me with a painful intensity that only increased when he
reached under me to pinch my nipples. He plunged deep and stayed there, rocking
his hips. My knees sagged, and for a time it seemed that I was hanging on his
cock like an old coat on a hook. He lay across my back to catch his breath. A
drop of his sweat landed between my shoulders, tickling me.


If he had been my
lover, I might have felt close at such a moment, at least grateful for the
pleasure he could bring me. In this emotionally vulnerable state, I might have
been seduced into a grudging affection, even persuaded to believe that this was
becoming a relationship and not an indenture. 


He slammed the door
on any lurking self-deception.


“Now it’s my
turn,” he said. 


He was still like
an iron rod inside me, still urgent with the need to use me hard. He still
wanted to hear a proper note of defeat and despair in my begging.


I sobbed a little,
pinned on that shaft, aching, weary, and sore. I just wanted it to be over now.
I wanted to go home, but I knew what was coming, and what lines I was expected
to speak.


“Please fuck my
ass.”


His full length
slithered out of me. I felt it playing, up and down my crack, teasing my
tighter hole. I forced myself to relax and accept. 


“Open wide!” he
chuckled.


It hurt anyway. It
always hurts.


He was a bit more
thoughtful of the tender opening he was forcing, slower with his initial
penetration. He was giving me time to adjust, letting the muscles accept the
unacceptable.


Why does he have
to be so thick?


He didn’t give me
the full length all at once. Maybe he was being kind, but I think that he was
more likely enjoying my suspense as I waited for the next terrible inch to ooze
in. He seemed stiffer than ever. He finds his greatest thrill comes from taking
me in this most personal and perverse way. He cradled my hips, lifting and
opening me to force his way deep. As he felt my resistance fade, he drew back
slowly until he was nearly out. I could feel myself involuntarily contracting
as the muscles obeyed their natural instinct to expel him. Then he lunged
forward. 


I’m damned. I know
it. His cock lights fires in me that I never suspected. Even the pain of his
first hard thrust triggered something. It wasn’t there the first times he used
me, only anguish and humiliation. Perhaps it is only an emotional reflex,
submitting to that which cannot be denied. Maybe it is only the natural
response of over stimulated nerve endings. 


I wanted his cock.
I wanted him to take me, even if it hurt. 


He did, riding me
hard at the end, grunting and ramming his hips home while I made guttural
sounds of my own in reply and felt my puss spasm with a second, unaccountable
climax.


Then the room was
silent except for our ragged breathing. 


There was no after
play. Niceties are something he reserves for those whose opinions matter. He
slipped out of me with a suddenness that made me gasp. I could feel myself
gaping wetly back there. At least I didn’t have his spunk oozing from my ass.
My face was still damp with tears and my nose was dripping. I needed a bath.


His priorities
were different. He dressed first, taking time to get his tie properly knotted.
Then he packed away his toys and zipped up his satchel. 


All of this time I
waited, silent and patient, bent and aching, running my fingertips slowly over
the cold gleaming blades of the forks.


Polished by use
I thought absurdly.


He used a utility
knife to slash the plastic straps that bound me to the forklift.


I dropped to my
knees. There was still one more ritual to observe. His shoes are custom made in
Italy, a bit of conspicuous consumption he proudly displays to every new
acquaintance. I could see my dim reflection in the toes as I kissed them.


“Clean up before
you go,” he said, dropping the key to my cuffs between my knees.


As the sound of
his footsteps receded, I lay on the floor with the other discarded items, the
used condom, the latex gloves, and the gaily colored shreds of plastic
strapping. Bits of the strapping were still knotted around the D rings of my
cuffs. I tore at them with my teeth.











Chapter Three 


June Twenty Six


1:00 A.M.



 

Division Street
split The City of Burton cleanly between the condos and gated communities on
the North side and the tract homes and trailer courts on the South. The
residents of South Burton attended softball games, public schools, and the
Catholic Churches. They shopped at Fred’s Market. The families living on the
North preferred soccer matches, private academies, Episcopalian Churches, and
The Organic Foods Co-op. There had been no deliberate attempt to segregate the
town socially or economically, but everyone knew their place in the order of
things. A city council meeting or house fire might bring both sides together
for an evening, but few would linger to mingle afterward. People are more
comfortable among their own. 


Burton was a
company town and the plant shut down for retooling every midsummer. The line
workers looked forward to the layoff as a time to plan family trips, and
greeted the first weekend with a mass barbecue. The salesmen fanned out to
gather orders while the company brass flew to some tropical resort to present
each other with awards. Only a skeleton crew of machinists and electricians
remained to reconfigure the presses, shears, and dies that would create the new
product line for autumn, when the first run would be unveiled to great fanfare.
Eight months later the process would begin again. 


The streets were
dark and nearly empty.


Three beers and
Sophie’s sympathetic manner had lulled Corrie’s suspicions and clouded her
judgment, so she had given in eventually to the women’s insistent invitations.
The cold darkness outside had sobered Corrie a little, and the sight of the
motorcycles had caused her to demur again.


“Maybe this isn’t
such a good idea after all.”


Miko snorted.


“First time on a
bike?” asked Sophie.


“I rode one once
in high school,” said Corrie.


“No biggie,” said
Miko. “Just lean the way I do, otherwise you will fuck up my balance on
corners.”


Corrie imagined
the cycle going over on its side, crushing her leg under its weight, or
throwing her off to tumble until she was stopped by her head slamming into the
curb. “I’ll try to remember.”


“Just hold on
tight,” Miko advised. “Last week, I had my friend Ruthie behind me. She had
both hands busy texting when I hit a pothole.” She shook her head.


Corrie swallowed
hard. “What happened?”


Miko shrugged.
“Let’s just say I rode on ruthlessly.”


Sophie clapped a
hand on Corrie’s shoulder encouragingly and handed her a helmet. 


“Ignore her; she’s
just fucking with you.”


Corrie fumbled
with the helmet until Sophie took over and put it on for her, brushing the hair
away from her eyes with gentle fingertips and snugging the chin strap. Corrie
felt more than ever like a child who had ignored her mother’s advice about
accepting rides from strangers.


The leather
creaked under Miko’s weight as she patted the seat behind her and grinned.


What am I
doing? Corrie asked herself again as she gingerly straddled the saddle. She
was uncomfortably aware of Miko’s tight denim clad bottom nestled against her
own crotch. Miko reached back and took her by the wrist, guiding Corrie’s hand
around her waist. Corrie felt soft skin and hard muscle under the leather
jacket and caught the scent of shampoo in the black braid in front of her face.


Perhaps it was the
attention and sympathy the women had shown her as she poured out her
confession. Perhaps it was because she had carried her burden alone for so
long, and felt relieved to share it, however briefly. Perhaps she sensed
strength in these women, and hoped against all reason that they might champion
her cause somehow.


She dismissed self-analysis
with an angry toss of her head, feeling the helmet shift.


She felt
ridiculous. She was still dressed for the office, even to her sensible shoes,
yet here she was about to roar off into the night with two extras from some
Hollywood dystopian fantasy. 


It’s the diary
you want She reminded herself. She promised herself that as soon as she
found out what price Miko demanded, she would reclaim her property and get out.


Even the helmet
couldn’t mute the thunder that erupted from the cycle when Miko fired it up.
The takeoff caught Corrie unprepared, and inertia jerked her backward, so that
she was forced to lock her arms around Miko to avoid being thrown off. Miko
covered Corrie’s hand with her own and patted it reassuringly.


Looking down,
Corrie grew queasy watching the pavement rush by just under her feet. The wind
tugged at her clothing and playfully tickled her cheeks with hair that had
strayed from under the helmet. The sensation of intimacy with the night was
exhilarating. This was nothing like traveling in an enclosed car. The sights
and sounds of the neon lit streets flashing past seemed more vivid. It had
rained earlier, and the pavement smelled of ozone and diesel fumes.


There had been a
holiday air in the streets all day. People were dressed in shorts and sandals,
laying in supplies for the first big weekend of the plant shut down, or gearing
up for road trips. Corrie was a thing apart from it all, not one of those solid
citizens looking forward to time spent with friends and family, but in no way
connected to the leather clad huns that had caught her up in this surreal
adventure.


On the first
corner, she forgot Miko’s admonition and unthinkingly leaned to the inside of
the turn, striving to keep herself upright. Miko’s elbow jabbed back at her and
she corrected the error, trusting the woman before her against her own
instinct. She felt her cheeks grow hot with shame that she had required
reminding.


They left the city
behind and roared down the darkened highway, turning abruptly onto a winding
tree lined driveway and sliding to a halt in front of Sophie’s house.


Corrie was amazed.
When Sophie insisted that they continue their meeting at her place, Corrie had
expected some slummy apartment on rental row or a decaying mobile home. Instead
they were in front of a huge Victorian house, with spindled porch railings,
huge mullioned windows, upstairs balconies, and a mansard roof. The front door
was ornately carved. 


When they cut
their engines, the sudden silence seemed ominous. 


To break it,
Corrie asked, “Do you own this house?”


Sophie laughed. “I
just lease. Mortgages are for people who grow roots.”


Miko took off her
helmet and shook out her braid. “Is there anything left to eat in the fridge?”


“I think there is
some quiche.” Sophie caught Corrie’s eye and winked, as though inviting her to
share in a private joke.


“I meant real
food,” Miko stuck two fingers into her mouth to signify induced vomiting, then
turned and charged across the porch ahead of the others. Her boot heels clopped
on the decking.


The door opened
before she got to it. A girl stood in the doorway wearing only a dog collar and
a smile. 


“Good evening,
Mistress Miko,” she said brightly. 


She started to bow
as Miko brushed past her on the way to the kitchen, and stood in confusion,
staring after the retreating figure as though wondering if she had somehow
offended and needed to make amends. 


Sophie sighed.
“Miko is really a good person,” she apologized to Corrie, “but she is still a
bit of a barbarian at heart.” 


Corrie wasn’t
listening. She was looking at the girl on the porch.


The greeting
ritual that had been spoiled by Miko’s brusque entrance was on full display
now. The girl had dropped to her knees beside the door in an attitude of
submission that Corrie recognized all too well. 


Her hair was
rather short and bleached blonde. Matching silver rings dangled from her ears
and nipples. A glint of metal in the shadow between her open thighs suggested a
more intimate piercing. 


“Good evening,
Mistress Sophie.” she glanced curiously at Corrie as the women came up the
porch steps.


“Good evening,
Sammy,” said Sophie brightly, extending her booted toe for the girl to kiss.
“This is Mistress Coraline.”


Corrie was about
to protest. No one ever called her Coraline, and “Mistress” was an ironic
title, considering her real circumstances. Yet she was a stranger here, and it
was a night for taking chances and making changes. For now, she could play any
role she wanted to.


“Good evening,
Mistress Coraline.” Sammy didn’t laugh when Corrie put her foot out to be
kissed, though her pigskin flats had all the fetish appeal of fuzzy bunny
slippers. It was embarrassing for Corrie to accept an obeisance she didn’t
deserve. Yet the sight of this lovely nude bending to press her lips to
Corrie’s shoe, then looking up shyly to search for signs of approval in her
eyes, evoked an unexpected erotic poetry.


This is what
Mr. Baron feels when he sees me kneeling before him, this rush of power!


“Better go help
Hung in the kitchen, Sammy” said Sophie. “She always makes a mess of things.” 


“Yes, Mistress.”
The girl rose and trotted into the house, displaying a tight pink bottom that was
adorned with bright marks similar to the ones Corrie had seen before in her
bathroom mirror.


Sophie swept
through the foyer and into the living room, where she collapsed into a chair. 


“I’m wasted!” she
called over her shoulder. “Put the coffee pot on while you’re at it.”


Corrie scanned the
room. It was huge and high ceilinged, with crown molding above and wide oak
baseboards below. A crystal chandelier cast a warm glow over the room.


The furniture was
a haphazard collection of garage sale modern and early American attic, selected
more for utility than style. Much of the hardwood floor was bare of any
furnishing or carpet. A few throw rugs had been strategically scattered...
Apparently Sophie and Miko lived like modern nomads, camping out amid this decaying
elegance.


Sophie waved
languidly toward a chair across from her. “Take a load off.”


Corrie sat
gingerly on the edge of the seat, as though ready to spring up and flee. 


“Not that I don’t
appreciate your hospitality,” she said, “but it’s getting late, and I really
would like to retrieve my diary and go home.”


“It’s Friday
night,” Sophie reminded her. “Stay up late for a change. Get crazy. Living at
el jefe’s beck and call doesn’t leave much room for a social life I think. You
got a hot date waiting for you tonight?”


“No,” Corrie
admitted bitterly. “I just don’t need any more complications in my life right
now. If I could just get the book...”


“Sheesh!”
exclaimed Sophie. “Give it a rest. The diary isn’t the problem. Getting out
from under Baron the bastard is the problem.”


“I don’t see how
that’s possible.”


“What does he have
on you, really?” Sophie asked. “You paid the money back. If there are records
of the withdrawal, they can be changed. You have his word against you, but he
can’t say much without having his part in this whole sordid business come out.
That’s trouble he doesn’t want. Just getting free isn’t enough though. He needs
paybacks.” 


Corrie snorted.
“As if I haven’t thought about that in the middle of the night, waiting to
begin another day of service with a smile. I know the sort of trouble I could
cause him, if I were willing to throw my own future away.”


Sophie waved a
long hand through the air. “I already told you that can be fixed. I’ve worked
in offices before. I know how to doctor records and how to cover tracks. I can
even beef up your resume a bit; get you a better job somewhere else.”


“Why would you
want to help me?” 


Here it comes
thought Corrie. She suspected that she was about to hear the real reason why
Miko hadn’t bothered her with any blackmail demands. They would help her, or at
least pretend to, but there would be a price.


Sophie looked at
her sharply, and her eyes narrowed. Corrie had an uncomfortable feeling that
the woman was reading her thoughts. Then Sophie laughed.


“Oh no- I’m not
scamming you, and I’m not expecting you to believe that I’m some super hero
saving the oppressed. The milk of human kindness soured in me long ago. I like
fucking with people, that’s all, especially when they deserve it. It’s my
hobby, like Hung’s kleptomania.”


It was too much
all at once. Corrie found herself wanting to like these women, perhaps even
trust them, in spite of their rough exteriors. Except for stealing her diary,
they had offered her nothing but kindness. 


“I don’t know what
to do right now.”


Sophie opened a
drawer on the table beside her chair, took a plastic bag out and opened it,
frowning at the contents. She took out a cigarette paper and a pinch of grass
to roll herself a joint.


Miko came in from
the kitchen with an enormous sandwich in her hands.


“Sometimes you
need to let life do you,” she said.


Sammy came in
behind her with a tray of sandwiches and coffee, carefully serving everyone
else in the room before taking her place on a cushion at Sophie’s feet. A joint
was lit and passed. The gathering felt so much like some sort of freshman
pajama party that Corrie was half expecting someone to suggest making s’mores
or telling ghost stories. 


Sophie finished
eating and wiped her mouth with a napkin, then leaned back in her chair to sip
coffee and nudge Sammy with a toe.


“I’m bored,” she
said. “Go ask Mistress Coraline to fuck you.”


Sammy shot a swift
look toward Sophie. Her face wore a look of confusion and surprising gratitude.
“Yes, Mistress.”


“Oh no!” Corrie
objected. “There is no need, I mean, I hardly know her!”


Sammy had already
dropped to all fours and crawled halfway across the room toward Corrie. She
hesitated now, torn between demand and denial, and glanced back toward Sophie
for confirmation.


“If you don’t
persuade her,” Sophie warned. “You will be going without after your whipping.”


Sammy’s haste was
almost comic as she crawled the rest of the way and knelt before Corrie. 


“I would very much
appreciate it if you would fuck me, Mistress Coraline.”


It wasn’t fear of
Sophie’s whip that prompted the slave girl. Her plea was sincere. The way she
gnawed her lip was no counterfeit porn star pose. Her eyes flickered up toward
Corrie, straight ahead as she remembered to show respect, and then back to
Corrie, as though searching for clues in her demeanor. This second glance was
longer and carried a message.


Hurt me if you
must, I don’t mind -too much. But please- Mistress, could I humbly ask that you
take me with affection?


Corrie read all
that, seeing in this stranger’s eyes the same lonely ache she had come to know
but never admit, that willingness to endure if only a bit of comfort and
forgiveness might be earned. Understanding bred a sort of delicious empathy and
a wicked temptation. Corrie could feed that hunger for her- if she chose. 


She shook her
head. “This isn’t fair!” Corrie protested. “You’re making her a hostage. If I
refuse, she is the one who pays the price.”


Sophie laughed,
and Corrie had the odd feeling that she was being tested again. “Life is never
fair -for a slave,” said Sophie.


And there was the
offer and challenge. It wasn’t in Corrie’s nature to be used, and Sophie was
confronting Corrie with that simple fact and a cold choice. Was she doomed to
remain Corrie the victim, property of her lord and Master Baron, or did she
have what it took to become “Mistress Coraline”, at least for this night? 


Miko got it too,
and broke the tension with a laugh. “‘Enry ‘Iggens! ‘Ave yew gone daft? Yew
can’t turn the likes a ‘er into a propah dominatrix!” 


For the second
time that day, Corrie was impressed by Miko’s talent for mimicking dialect, and
wondered if she had acting experience. 


“Don’t bet on it,”
Sophie’s gaze was locked on Corrie, reading her. “Remember how she strolled
into a bar full of randy leather dykes and demanded her due? There’s steel in
this chicky. I think that she could make a most interesting top.” 


Just lean the
way I do, thought Corrie.


“Is this your
price for the diary?” she asked. “If I amuse you by having sex with this girl
will you give it back?”


“Crap!” Sophie
muttered. “Miko, is the diary up in our room?”


“Yeah?”


“Go get it.”


She sat drumming
her fingers and staring hard at Corrie while Miko pounded up and down the
stairs. Corrie stared back and refused to be intimidated.


Miko looked toward
Sophie when she came in. Sophie nodded and gestured toward Corrie. Miko handed
the book to Corrie with a little bow and an apologetic grin.


“Sorry, but it was
a good read.”


Corrie accepted it
gratefully, faintly astonished that it had been surrendered without a fight.
“How did you manage it?” she stammered. “I mean- out of all the things you
might have taken...”


“Oh! Come on!”
said Miko contemptuously. “The fake rock trick? Why not just hide it under the
door mat and save the trouble? Seriously- once I knew that my little squirrel
likes to hide her nuts...” She shrugged. “We cat burglars have a saying. If
it’s treasure you seek, first look for keys.” 


“Now we can stop
talking about that damn book.” Sophie said. “I am inviting you to stay and use
Sammy. We would consider it an insult to the biker’s code if you didn’t.” 


“It’s all right,”
Sammy murmured. “I want you to, really.”


“Shut up, Cunt,”
Sophie reminded her sternly. “What you want is irrelevant here.”


“I don’t think it
is.” Corrie addressed Sammy directly. “Let’s get real for a minute. Are you
being held here against your will?”


Sammy giggled, as
though the question was too absurd to deserve a serious answer. 


“Only until
Monday, then I have to go back to work.”


“The door isn’t
locked,’ said Sophie. “Anyone who doesn’t want to play by my rules is free to
go.”


Including me thought
Corrie, squeezing the book in her lap as though to reassure herself that it was
really there. Sophie had taken away her only reason for not walking out,
delivering the book to her as an act of good faith and deliberately throwing
away any leverage she might have gained from it. What sort of game was this
woman playing?


“For the record
then,” Sophie sighed, “You enjoy submitting to us, don’t you, Sammy?”


“Yes, Ma’am”


“You like being
humiliated and used. You even enjoy it when we whip you.”


“The truth,
Mistress?” Sammy had her lip between her teeth again.


“Always.”


She closed her
eyes. “Yes, Mistress, very much.”


Sammy lowered her
head, exposing her nape, trembling slightly, not with cold or fear, but with a
need barely suppressed. Her pale, pink nipples were hard buttons, and the throb
of her pulse made the rings quiver slightly as her pert breasts rose and fell
with her breathing. Looking lower, Corrie watched a pearl of dew gather on the
silver hoop of the third piercing, so evident between her shaven sex and spread
knees, and drop onto the hardwood floor. 


As the moment
lengthened, the girl became more aware of being examined and assessed, and
began to display herself better, squaring her shoulders and arching her back to
present her breasts. She opened her knees a bit wider, a maneuver that gave her
an excuse to roll her hips. 


Confronted by this
blatant erotic display, Corrie actually hesitated as she found herself
considering the possibilities. There was no denying the erotic appeal of a
healthy pink female in the full flush of heat.


Corrie extended
her hands tentatively toward the girl’s face, half expecting a spark of static
electricity to jump between them at the moment of contact. She raised and
cradled the soft chin in one hand and trailed the fingers of her other hand
through the girl’s hair. Sammy opened her eyes and turned her face enough to
take Corrie’s thumb into her mouth and suck it briefly, then tilted her head
back to invite a kiss and bare her delicate throat. 


Like a ripe
peach, thought Corrie, waiting for my teeth.


“Let me hear you
beg for it again.”











Chapter Four


June Twenty Six


3:00 A.M.



 

The canopy bed had
been stripped of its curtains and ruffles, leaving the bare bones of the wrought
iron framework exposed. Even the bedding was gone. The mattress had been
covered with a vinyl table cloth, spread upside down so that the flannel lining
was on top.


It’s a drop
cloth, thought Corrie, in case things get messy.


Sophie called it
her playroom. It was too comfortable and well lit to be considered a dungeon.
Once it had been a master bedroom, with high ceilings and a walk in closet. The
French doors leading to the balcony had been closed against the night. The
walls were covered with whips and paddles hanging from hooks, and shelves
covered with restraint devices and sex toys. The furnishings were few, and none
were designed for comfort. A St. Andrews cross leaned in one corner. A homemade
pillory and a spanking bench had been pushed into other corners of the room,
but it was the bed Sophie had decided to use tonight.


Corrie had been a
mere observer to the preparations. Miko had stood beside her, drinking coffee
and delivering occasional commentary as Sophie buckled a set of leather cuffs
on Sammy’s wrists and ankles and secured them to the head of the bed frame.


The slave girl lay
passively, only lifting her limbs as required. She seemed a bit nervous. When
her eyes flickered over toward Corrie, the cause of her anxiety was apparent.
She knew Miko and Sophie. Whatever cruelty or kindness they might offer was at
least expected. Corrie might be full of surprises.


Corrie repressed a
giggle. She’s afraid of me! The thought banished Corrie’s own
nervousness. She was being given a gift here- power over another woman. With it
came a responsibility not to injure or disappoint, but Corrie felt up to the
challenge. She knew what it was to be bound. She knew the bite of a whip. She
knew the peace of surrender.


“So,” said Miko,
“you ever do it with a girl before?”


“Back in high
school,” Corrie confessed, “a friend and I were kissing the backs of our hands,
practicing, you know, for the boys we had crushes on. She suggested that the
only way to get it right was to kiss each other. After that, things got out of
hand.”


“Or hands got into
things?” Miko suggested wryly.


Corrie nodded. “We
were both sort of embarrassed afterward, and it never happened again. I was
never turned off by the idea. I just never, you know, inclined that way.”


Miko snorted.
“It’s okay,” she said. “You don’t have to apologize for being straight.”


“That isn’t what
I’m saying. Maybe I’m not so straight. I don’t know for sure.”


Sophie held up a
pair of ropes tied to metal snaps and looked toward Miko with a silent message.
It seemed to Corrie that a solemn hush fell over all three women as Miko took
one of the lines and moved to the other side of the bed. Perhaps they were only
intent upon their tasks. 


Pulleys dangled
from the wrought iron frame overhead. Working as one, Miko and Sophie threaded
the ropes through the pulleys and clipped the snaps to D rings on Sammy’s ankle
cuffs. They pulled on the lines until their victim’s legs were spread wide and
raised high. The women exchanged a look of sublime joy as Sophie nodded and
hauled on her line. Miko had anticipated her and together they pulled until
Sammy’s ass was lifted clear of the bed and swinging free. She whined a little
at her increased sense of exposure and helplessness.


“Was that a
complaint?” asked Sophie sweetly.


“No, Mistress!” said
Sammy. Her saucy attitude was gone. She was contrite now. Corrie could
empathize. All of the girl’s most tender places were frightfully available.


“Mistress?” There
was a slight quaver in Sammy’s voice.


“Yes?” Sophie
wasn’t looking at her. Instead she was studying the array of whips that adorned
the wall beside the bed. 


“May I have a
kiss?”


It was like the
last request of a doomed felon, thought Corrie. It wasn’t a cigarette and a
blindfold she wanted, just a simple gesture of tenderness, a reminder to them
all that this was still a ritual of affection.


Corrie found it
ironic that Sammy hungered for the same things that Corrie had been forced to
accept and only reluctantly learned to desire. There was a sort of poetry in
this. That those with sadistic appetites might find their counterparts in eager
victims. 


Corrie looked up
from the girl so helplessly presented when she felt Sophie’s eyes upon her.


“Go ahead,” said
Sophie. “She already knows how my lips taste. It’s you she really wants to
sample.” 


She didn’t wait
for Corrie to answer, but turned her attention to the whips again, taking down
a heavy flogger and running the strands through her fingers. It was all
theater, of course. Sophie was undoubtedly familiar with this whip, perhaps she
had braided it herself, but Sammy was gnawing her lip and casting apprehensive
glances toward Sophie, dreading her selection, and both of them were enjoying
the slowly growing expectation.


Later, Corrie
would blame the beer and the grass for suppressing her natural inhibitions, but
it was curiosity that caused her to stretch out across the bed, arching her
back slightly to avoid adding her own weight to Sammy’s suspended hips as she
slithered across the length of the girl’s body. Corrie knew a moment of regret
that she was not naked as well. She wanted to feel Sammy’s skin against her
own. 


Next time she
thought, then immediately dismissed the thought as absurd. Why should there
ever be a next time?


Then she banished
all thought and filled her senses with the subject at hand, this pretty
stranger smiling shyly up at her, lips parted, waiting to be kissed. Corrie
hovered above her, savoring the musk of fear and lust mingled, the sight of
Sammy’s perfect features and silky hair, the warmth of her breath.


It was Corrie’s
intention to plant a quick peck on Sammy’s soft lips before yielding the stage
to the more experienced women directing this show. She meant only to
demonstrate her willingness to be part of the game.


But the actual
presence of the girl, her nearness, her availability, seduced Corrie, and the
kiss became more passionate than she intended. Her tongue snaked out of its own
volition, seeking and finding Sammy’s and dancing over it briefly. Sammy
dissolved into giggles and broke off. 


“I’m sorry,
Mistress Coraline,” she quickly swallowed most of her mirth. “No disrespect
intended. “It’s just that you didn’t even seem sure that you even wanted to-
then -WOW!”


Corrie ran her
fingertips through the girl’s hair, moving it away from her brow to see her
better. “Maybe I’m full of surprises,” she murmured.


Even to myself


Sammy shivered and
strained against her bonds. “Oh Mistress!” she whispered. “I am so totally wet
right now!” 


Corrie could feel
a grin stretching her face. “Let’s see,” she said.


She trailed a slow
fingertip down Sammy’s body, detouring to circle each breast and flick a long
nail over each nipple and tug experimentally at the rings. She wondered how
much the piercing had hurt, and whether Sammy had actually enjoyed the pain or
had only born it to satisfy the demands of a cruel lover. Whether it was merely
ornamentation like a tattoo, or if it had some symbolic meaning for her.


Sammy inhaled
deeply and shuddered as Corrie’s hand continued its exploration downward, over
the flat belly and lower, until she was toying with the soft petals of the
girl’s sex.


Corrie hadn’t
really examined her own puss since satisfying her curiosity with a hand mirror
as a young girl, and had never had occasion to compare herself to others.
Shorn, the submissive girl’s sex seemed to her to resemble an exotic pink
flower, jeweled with dew. She was tight and smooth within, her internal muscles
hugging the invading fingers as though seeking to draw them in and hold them.
Impulsively, Corrie nuzzled the opening and snaked her tongue out to lick
experimentally at the folds.


Sammy was
surprisingly sweet; smelling only of soap and perfume, without the musky odor
Corrie had been braced for. With sudden aggression, Corrie filled her mouth
with flesh, flicking her tongue busily over the swollen clit. Sammy cried out
softly, chanting a mantra of obscenities in a husky whisper. 


“Geez! Come up for
air a minute!” said Miko. 


The words tore
Corrie away from her prey and embarrassed her. She had been intent on lapping
at the nectar that flowed from the girl, sharing the shudders that racked her,
feeling the warm pulse of her slick interior through questing fingers, worrying
the bud of her clit while Sammy twitched and wailed somewhere far away.


Miko had brought
her back to herself, reminded her that she was performing before strangers. Her
connection to Sammy had been so complete and personal that everything around
them had faded beside it. Corrie wiped her hand across her mouth absently. How
long had she been spellbound? She couldn’t even guess. The power to steal this
girl’s self-control conjured powerful emotions Corrie couldn’t explain, and
dared not explore. This was a dangerous intoxication that could easily become
addictive.


“I told you,”
Sophie said to Miko drily, “She’s a natural.” 


She patted Corrie’s
shoulder with amused empathy. “Don’t worry, Coraline. There is plenty of this
girl for everyone. It isn’t as though you’re going to use her up.”


She turned back to
the wall and took down a ball gag. “I think that we could do without any more
of the colorful commentary though. Open wide, Sammy.”


“Please, Mistress!
I’ll be good. That thing makes my jaw hurt, and I drool like a bitch”


“Sammy!” Sophie’s
voice rose on the last syllable, a warning. 


Sammy’s jaws
opened wide, but Corrie could see the reluctance in her eyes. Was the gag
really so uncomfortable, Corrie wondered, or was the loss of speech her real
punishment? 


Sophie selected a
whip at last and took it down from its peg on the wall. It was a heavy flogger,
with multiple strands of leather.


“Here,” she said,
offering the whip to Corrie.


Corrie hesitated.
She couldn’t remember ever having inflicted physical pain on anyone else
before, not even in anger. How could she hurt a girl she hardly knew and was
beginning to like, even if it was expected of her?


And welcome.


Sammy was looking
from the whip to Corrie. The gag distorted her mouth, making her expression
unreadable, but her eyes seemed to hold an inviting smile. Corrie understood
the real purpose of the gag at last. If Sammy could speak, she would be voicing
more unconvincing protests, or teasing to provoke her.


“It’s just a warm
up whip,” Sophie explained encouragingly. “You don’t have to go easy. It looks
wicked, but the leather is soft and all those tails spread the force. There is
lots of thump, but not much sting. Just go easy on the puss. The skin is
thinner there. You could do real damage aiming into her slit. Straight across
the ass is best, but it won’t matter if you wrap the hips a little.”


“Go for it,” Miko
goaded. “Have some fun with her.”


“I was having
fun with her,” Corrie reminded her, but she took the whip, surprised by the
weight of it and the comfortable way it nestled into her palm, inviting use.


Sophie laughed.
“That’s for sure. You gave this little slut a better time than she deserves.
Call this foreplay. She will be hotter for you later if she has to beg for it
first.”


Pain or pleasure,
it would be for Corrie to decide. Her gagged victim was helpless to protest or
beg, not that her opinions were relevant anyway. The knowledge that she could
watch Sammy grimace or scream, make her beg for mercy or beg for more, gave
Corrie an exultant rush that was more than merely sexual. 


Corrie smacked the
whip against the mattress between Sammy’s open thighs experimentally, seeing
the girl’s muscles tense with apprehension. She was reading the blow as a
threat. Perhaps it was. 


Corrie might have
been nervous, or ashamed to appear indecisive in front of Sophie. The woman
seemed so knowing and self-assured -like a parent or teacher. Corrie didn’t
want to disappoint her. Maybe she was only over eager.


Whatever the
cause, Corrie brought the whip in low and hard across both cheeks. It almost
seemed to her that the whip actually lifted Sammy’s hips a bit higher. Then she
realized that the girl had raised herself to absorb the force of the blow. 


Corrie almost
apologized. Sammy mewled a bit behind her gag, and Corrie wondered if its real
purpose was to stifle her pleas for mercy after all. A glance at Sophie and
Miko reassured her. Neither seemed to disapprove.


Miko grinned.
“Good one!” 


“Hold still!”
Sophie snarled at Sammy. “You want to spoil her aim?”


Sammy’s attempted
apology was garbled by the gag, and became a yelp as Corrie brought the whip
whistling in again. She was overacting Corrie decided. The whip hadn’t left any
real marks, just a splotch of pink where it landed. Corrie had taken a lot more
abuse than that from Baron without suffering any lasting damage. Sammy was just
testing Corrie to see if she could be swayed by sympathy. 


Corrie wasn’t
feeling especially sympathetic. She had been pushed around by Mr. Baron and a
crappy job she was afraid to lose. She had been maneuvered into taking a role
in Miko and Sophie’s bizarre little psychodrama, baited with a stolen diary. It
was time to even the score.


You like a
little pain? I’ll give you pain!


Corrie was rapidly
improving with practice. She began to concentrate on directing the tails where
they had the most effect, and quickly discovered that a snap of her wrist at
the end of each stroke added energy. With accuracy and self-assurance came
speed and force. Sammy was soon twisting and swaying in her bonds, and the
sounds that emerged from behind her gag were piteous. Corrie brought the whip
whistling in again and again. It was fascinating to see the growing area of
color deepen. The steady slap of leather on skin was a satisfying sound, almost
hypnotic. 


A hand suddenly
interposed itself between Corrie’s whip and her intended target, which was
glowing red now and showing deeper lines of color that indicated bruising. 


“Whoa!” said Miko.
“Geez! You can share her without cutting her into pieces first!”


Corrie dropped the
whip guiltily and ran a distracted hand through her hair to sweep it out of her
eyes, finding it damp with sweat. She had been lost again, seeing only a
desirable target, insensible to the suffering she caused, or worse- inspired by
it.


What have I
done?


The bed was
vibrating with Sammy’s soft sobs. Her wrists and ankles were raw with chafing
from her struggles against the cuffs. Yet a glance left and right told Corrie
that she really hadn’t stepped so very far over the line. Miko seemed merely
amused, and Sophie actually beamed with approval, as though Corrie had
validated her appraisal. 


It was somewhat
galling to know that her latent tendencies had been so obvious, that Sophie had
discovered potentials in Corrie she had overlooked in herself.


Sophie retrieved
the whip from the floor and combed the strands with her fingers before
returning it to its hook on the wall. Then she removed the ball gag from
Sammy’s mouth. The straps that secured it left red marks on the girl’s tear
stained cheeks.


Corrie was still
somewhat stunned by her own capacity for violence, and stood passively as
Sophie stripped her pantsuit and panties away. She felt like a child being
undressed for bed after a long day. A few hours earlier, it would have
embarrassed Corrie to be stripped by another woman, now it hardly seemed
relevant whether she was dressed or not.


She was a bit
startled to realize that Sophie and Miko were already naked. While she had been
preoccupied with Sammy, they had cast their own clothing aside. Sophie gleamed
in the soft lamp light like an alabaster goddess, with Miko as a golden sprite
beside her. They were still wearing their boots, however, and Miko had a fat,
flesh colored dildo strapped between her legs.


Again, Corrie felt
an apology welling inside her, but realized instinctively that it was neither
expected nor prudent. Sammy had been chastised. She had asked for it and
probably deserved it somehow. It may have been more than she wanted, but she
ought to know by now that life is seldom fair. 


“It’s time for
Sammy to thank you,” said Sophie. She ran the back of her hand over Sammy’s
cheek and across her jaw, then turned her hand and tugged playfully at the
girl’s lower lip. “You want to taste Mistress Coraline’s pussy now, don’t you?”


“Yes, Mistress.”
The look of distress that covered Sammy’s face when the gag was first removed
had faded already. Now she seemed oddly serene, almost grateful.


“I’m sure that
Mistress Coraline is wet for you,” Sophie chuckled, turning to lock eyes with
Corrie as though daring her to deny the truth. 


“Please Mistress
Coraline, allow me to pleasure you!” Sammy pleaded


Sophie winked at
Corrie, already reading the answer in her eyes.


“Climb aboard.”


Corrie began to
move toward the foot of the bed mechanically, and then realized that she
couldn’t get into position from that direction without crawling across Sammy’s
body. She detoured to the head of the bed, where Sophie was already freeing
Sammy’s wrists so that she could lower her arms out of the way. Even then,
Corrie had a bad moment, feeling ridiculous as she floundered on the mattress,
finding a place for her knees and positioning her crotch over the patiently
waiting Sammy. The girl grinned up at her and licked her lips, sticking out her
tongue.


Insult or
invitation? Wondered Corrie, as she lowered herself gently onto her mount.


All awkwardness
was quickly forgotten. Sammy was eager to begin and obviously knew how. Her
tongue found all the right places. She was alert to Corrie’s responses and a
moan or murmur of approval would encourage her to redouble her efforts. Corrie
leaned forward to gather the girl’s soft breasts and squeeze them. She pinched
the nipples between thumb and forefinger hard enough to make the girl whine. 


Sammy was never
distracted. Whether diligence or training was the cause, Corrie could only
guess, but the busy tongue and lips worked on until Corrie was throwing back
her head and gasping. Sophie’s face hovered over hers, wearing a Cheshire grin
as it descended... 


Corrie’s howl of
release was muffled by Sophie’s kiss. 


Miko was waiting
to extend a hand and help Corrie as she crawled shakily off the bed.


“Sophie was right
about you,” she laughed. “You’re a natural.”


Corrie was still
riding the wave of high spirits following her orgasm, the first in a long time
that had not been forced from her. She had halfway forgiven Miko for stealing
her diary, and was almost willing to believe that it had been no more than a
thoughtless prank


“That was
incredible!” she bubbled.


“So- you want to
fuck her now?”


“What?”


Miko turned and
opened a dresser drawer. “I think I got a spare. Yeah- this’ll do.”


She held up a
leather harness like the one she was wearing. A fat black dildo had been
threaded through a hole on the front. “It’s time for re- tooling,” she said.


Corrie giggled.
“Don’t you think the poor girl has had enough?”


“Not hardly. Here,
I’ll help you with it.” She turned the device over and showed Corrie that the
dildo had a hollow core. “I got you the supercharged model.”


From the drawer,
she produced a silver egg with a wire and remote control attached. She stuffed
the egg inside the dildo, where it fit snugly, and pressed a button on the
control. The dildo began to buzz in Corrie’s hand.


“It’s a slider
switch,” she explained, “variable speed.” She demonstrated turning up the rate
of vibration until the humming dildo became a blur, dancing so violently that
Corrie nearly dropped it.


“Oh wow!” she giggled.


Corrie raised her
arms to allow Miko to buckle the harness around her waist. As she leaned in to
buckle the crotch strap, Miko stole the opportunity to suckle Corrie’s nipple
playfully. 


“Umm! Y'all shore
are a sweet li’l thang!” She drawled. She positioned the base of the dildo
carefully so that it rode directly over Corrie’s clit. “This heah dohickey is
good clean fun fur the whole fam’ly!” 


Sophie came up
behind Corrie and squeezed one of her ass cheeks affectionately.


“Are you going to
keep the young lady waiting?”


Corrie glanced
over at the bed, where Sammy lay neglected for the moment. Her hands were free,
but her legs were still tractioned high and wide, the clips connecting her
ankles to the overhead lines well beyond her reach. She was as much a prisoner
as ever, a fact that troubled her not at all. Her head was pillowed on her
hands, and she had watched the outfitting of Corrie with a bemused interest. A
sleepy kitty smile was on her lips, which were flushed pink and shining with
dew.


“Go ahead,” said
Miko, bumping her hips to set her own strap on swinging heavily between her
thighs. “Company first. This big boy can wait his turn.” 


As Corrie crawled
across the big bed and positioned herself between Sammy’s thighs, the girl’s
arms were already rising to embrace her. How odd, thought Corrie, to find true
affection here, in the company of two rough dykes and the arms of a stranger
that she had just whipped. Yet there was a genuine look of warm welcome in
Sammy’s eyes as Corrie rubbed the shaft of the dildo up and down her slit to
moisten it, and gratitude as she felt it gliding slowly into her.


“Ohh!” Sammy
moaned, “Thank you, Mistress Coraline! That’s so good!”


As her hips rose
to receive Corrie’s thrusts, Sammy kissed her impulsively. Corrie tasted
herself on Sammy’s lips. The kiss muted their shared whimper as Corrie found
the vibrator’s switch and turned it on.


Sophie and Miko
joined them on the bed, trailing gentle fingertips over any flesh that was
available, finding unfilled openings to probe, nipples to suckle, ears to
nuzzle, mouths to kiss. 


They spent the
night piled together like puppies sleeping on the canopy bed. In the morning,
Corrie and Sophie extricated themselves from the tangle of limbs and yawned
their way downstairs to the kitchen. Sophie made coffee, which they drank in
weary silence, only grinning at each other from time to time with shared
memories. After they were dressed Sophie fired up her bike and gave Corrie a
ride back to the bar. 


Corrie was worried
that her car might have been impounded during the night, but it wasn’t the only
vehicle left in the parking lot. Apparently so many of the bar’s patrons hooked
up and rode home with someone else that abandoned vehicles went unnoticed.
Sophie dropped her off with a lingering kiss and a promise to stay in touch. 


Corrie stopped for
a breakfast sandwich on the way home and ate it in the car. When she threw her
trash into the dumpster behind the restaurant she tossed her diary in with it.











Chapter Five


July One


11:00 P.M.



 

Baron was an
idiot. Langley had already decided that. All evening the fool had been trying
too hard sell his company’s crappiest product line, and sidestepping all of
Langley’s attempts to address the serious issues that he had with it, and
hinting with winks and nudges that buying this crap, flaws and all, would
somehow benefit Langley personally. Baron was dangling his bait and waiting for
Langley to betray interest in whatever kickback scheme was festering in his
fevered Machiavellian imagination, but Langley wasn’t biting. 


Langley was too
wise to trust a man who would lie to his own company rather than simply consult
with the engineering department and fix the damn problem! When the
corners that he was cutting led to trouble, as they inevitably would, Baron would
need someone to take the fall for him. Langley had no intention of becoming his
stooge. Baron was shortsighted, disloyal, and half as clever as he thought he
was. He thought he needed an edge, and hoped that Langley might become his
partner in crime. He thought a common guilt was the best mortar to bind them. 


Such stupidity
carried the seeds of its own destruction, and Langley intended to be ready when
it happened. He had already developed a working relationship with Baron’s
likely replacement, and knew that he would be smart enough to play things
square.


Langley had
ambitions of his own. His superior, a corporate sycophant named Justin, was as
corrupt, perverse, and arrogant as Baron... Langley was patiently awaiting his
fall and ready to fill the vacancy when it opened. 


It was the second
evening of the conference, and both of them were sharing an elevator. Langley
was trying to get back to his room alone without being rude. Baron was still
trying to be ingratiating and shrewd, but was too drunk to be anything but
pushy.


Langley had downed
a few himself, because listening to award presentations and motivational
speeches was the worst possible way to spend the day in a tropical resort He
had an expense account and a suite with a view of the pool. His wife was a
thousand miles away. He was ripe for diversion.


So Baron’s sales
pitch was nothing but a meaningless droning in Langley’s ears when the elevator
doors slid open on the second floor. 


The girl who got
on drew no more than a quick glance from Langley at first. The habit of
traveling in large cities had taught him to politely ignore anyone who wasn’t a
likely threat. Then he noticed that Baron had stopped talking, and saw that the
man was looking her up and down with frank interest.


She was a delicate
Asian girl in a private school uniform, a dark blazer over a white blouse and
red necktie, a plaid skirt, white knee socks, and patent leather shoes. His
first instinct was to look quickly away. There was almost certainly a hidden
security camera looking down on them all, every hotel was infested with them,
and any intimation of harassing young girls could get a man into serious
trouble these days. 


Then he realized
that the heels on her shoes were just a bit too high, and the stockings were
topped with a frill of lace instead of a simple elastic band. The skirt was a
tad too short. The blouse was too tight and her answering gaze was too direct.


“You boys heh fo’
convention?” she asked.


The uniform was a
disguise, Langley realized. Any hotel dick watching the grainy black and white
image on the security camera would see only a young girl, and would spare her
no more than a glance, even if she were accompanied by an older man. Up close,
looking into her steady and knowing eyes, Langley could see that if she attended
any school at all, it was at the post graduate level, but more likely she had
earned her degree in the school of hard knocks.


“Yes,” he smiled
back. “That’s right.”


“All done wooking
today?”


Baron was feeling
left out. He thrust a hand in front of her. “Andrew Baron,” he said eagerly.
“And you would be?”


“What name you
like?”


Baron chortled,
his suspicions confirmed. “How old are you really, young lady?”


“Plenty old
enough,” she said. “You boys like, I bling you escorts. They give massage with
happy ending, stay all night. You tip good. They make you happy long time.”


Langley bit his
lip. This could be a bit more adventure than he was hoping for.


“What is the going
rate these days?” Baron was gushing like a college boy. Langley half expected
him to giggle.


The girl looked
from Langley to Baron. “Tell you what. You nice boys. You get spayshul deal. I
got hot numbah for you, blonde gull, from Nohway. We put on show fo’ you at my
place. I tie up good. Whip ass and make it sooo wed! Then you fuck ass two times.”



“Each,” said
Baron. 


“Wait a minute
here!” Langley laughed a little at his own embarrassment.


“I’m buying this
round,” said Baron heartily, clapping Langley on the shoulder. He left his hand
on Langley’s shoulder and squeezed it a little, as though to warn him not to
spoil this thing.


“Shouldn’t we be
asking how the girl feels about all of this?” Langley protested.


“Oh- she like. She
hot fo’ dick. Mouth, ass, o’ pussy- allasame. Whip makes gull so hot!”


She pressed a
button on the elevator.


“See!” Baron’s
tone was almost pleading. Like a small boy teasing for candy. “She will be
disappointed if we don’t. Think of it as our contribution to the local
economy.”


What he didn’t
know was that Langley was already considering the proposition. Twelve years of marriage
to his high school sweetheart, four thousand nights of ho hum sex with the same
damn woman, and every night he went to sleep wondering what he had missed.


An affair had been
out of the question. He didn’t want to be in a tug of war between two women.
Those things always ended badly, in divorce, or even criminal court. The least
that he could lose would be his job. Even a casual pick up at the hotel bar
could have left him open to blackmail, or some nutty stalker who thought a one
night stand constituted a relationship.


By contrast, this
seemed as though it might be rather low risk. It could turn out to be one night
of anonymous sex with an attractive (he hoped) stranger who had every reason to
be discreet. He never expected to be in this city again.


His only
reservations were with Baron. The man could run off his mouth bragging to his
friends back home about their big night on the town together, or regard this
adventure as some sort of male bonding experience and believe that Langley owed
him a favor afterward.


He decided that he
could handle Baron, if it came to that. 


“This may sound
crude,” he lowered his voice unconsciously, already feeling like a conspirator.
“I must ask. Are you sure this girl isn’t carrying some sort of social
disease?”


“A-one gull!”
protested the Asian girl indignantly “Vewy clean! I show you test from doctoh
-last week. I don’t peddle no sick pussy!”


Baron was
murmuring too. “I have some condoms in my room.”


He would,
thought Langley as the elevator door opened. 


The girl leaned
against the door jamb to prevent it from closing. “Last chance boys. I got
mehchandise to move.”



 

“Can you drive a
stick?” asked Sophie.


Sophie had
appeared at Corrie’s door without warning, rousing Corrie from a sound sleep,
and this absurd question was her only salutation. She seemed to be filled with
a restless energy, as though some secret intrigue was about to brim over, and
any apology or greeting would simply have been a waste of her time.


Rubbing her eyes
with her knuckles and belting her robe around her, Corry glanced furtively up
and down the street; thinking first of her neighbor’s opinions, that Sophie
represented another part of her life she would rather keep secret. Then she
realized that she was being absurd. Sophie was dressed conservatively tonight.
Even nosy Mrs. Owens across the street wouldn’t find much remarkable about
Sophie’s shorts (not too short) and tee shirt (not too tight). Anyway, why
should they care? Corrie’s reputation in the neighborhood was still solid. She
only sinned at work, behind closed doors, after hours. 


That is, until
Sophie and Miko turned everything upside down for her.


“What?” Corrie was
still confused.


Sophie stepped to
the left, giving Corrie a view of the gleaming black vintage auto parked in the
street behind her. 


“My car,” she
explained. “It has a standard transmission. Can you drive it?”


“Yes, I think so.
My Grandpa taught me to drive in his old pickup. The shift was on the floor. My
legs were nearly too short to push in the clutch.”


Sophie cut her off
impatiently, indisposed to hear any sentimental reminiscence.


“Good. I need you
to drive for me tonight. We’re picking up a new friend. Come on, you need to
get changed.” She held up a plastic garment bag that Corrie had failed to
notice before.


“Now?” Corrie was
feeling a bit resentful about the way Sophie and Miko had commandeered her
life. They had been complete strangers to her only a few days ago, and even
though Miko had produced the stolen diary, and apologized after a fashion for
taking it, Corrie hardly trusted them or considered them friends. Yet they had
assumed that Corrie had nothing better to do than become an accomplice in
whatever mad schemes they were concocting. Perhaps it was because they felt
that she had nothing left to hide from them. They knew her better than anyone
she had ever considered a friend, certainly better than the scattered remnants
of her family. They hadn’t burdened her with forgiveness for her sins. They
simply overlooked them. She had become an outlaw when she stole from her
employer, and it was outlaws who took her in. 


Corrie had been
asked over to Sophie’s house last night, a summons that had felt more like an
amiable abduction than an invitation. At first there had seemed to be no
purpose to her visit that evening, other than idle talk and beer drinking.
Corrie had watched quizzically as Sammy and Miko packed bags and headed off to
the airport giggling like schoolgirls. All the while they were making cryptic
references to a “secret mission”. Corrie’s polite questions were waived aside
without explanation, but she couldn’t escape a suspicion that this scheme would
ultimately involve her as well. 


Was it paranoid or
narcissistic to think that they might even be dealing with her issues
concerning Mr. Baron? She had dismissed Sophie’s earlier plotting as the empty
boasts of a drunk. Now she wasn’t so sure. There was something methodical and
single minded about the woman.


She had managed to
glean a few intriguing scraps of information about her new acquaintances during
the evening’s conversation. She learned that Miko was of mixed lineage, a
college girl who had been studying, of all things, comparative linguistics when
she decided to drop out of school and come out of the closet. She spoke
Japanese, Tagalog, and a bit of Spanish. 


Sophie was the
real enigma. She seemed to be a woman with resources, obviously educated,
perhaps wealthy, a citizen of the world, and a mistress of many trades. She was
the sort of woman who could be comfortable anywhere. She described her
avocations as amateur dominatrix and arcane trickster. Yet the outlaw biker
lifestyle had been a conscious choice for her, not the default last resort of a
born loser. 


Sammy was the only
uncomplicated one in the group. She was a slut, pure and simple, a fact she
admitted cheerfully and without shame. 


It was only after
she was back home later that Corrie realized Sophie had been discreetly pumping
her for information throughout the evening. Her tongue loosened by too much
grass and beer, Corrie had revealed more than she should have about Mr. Baron’s
personal habits and the company’s day to day operations. Sophie had also
determined that Corrie had no special plans for the rest of the week.


So here was
Sophie, standing on Corrie’s doorstep late at night with a plan of her own. 


“Get dressed,” she
said, thrusting the garment bag into Corrie’s hands and following it through
the door. “We have places to go and things to do.”











Chapter Six


July Two


12:30 A.M.



 

“Stop pacing,
man,” said Baron. “You’re making me nervous.”


They were in a
storage building on the edge of town. “Hotels all full up,” the Asian girl had
said by way of explanation, just before she dropped them off here and promised
to return momentarily with her “numba one gull”.


With the Asian
jabbering directions to the driver, a cab had delivered them to this warehouse
through a maze of dimly lit streets with broken pavement. The hotel district
downtown had been a glittering facade of fountains and gardens that had been
carefully maintained to reassure the tourists, a staged paradise, clean and
safe. A journey of a few city blocks had revealed this stinking shanty town
peopled with dusky sullen natives who stared after their cab suspiciously. 


It wasn’t much of
a boudoir they waited in. The floor was concrete and the walls were sheet metal
nailed over wood framing. High overhead were steel trusses. There was a half
bath in the rear, no more than a water closet really, with a filthy sink and a
few wire hangers dangling from a steel pipe beside it. The place was stifling. The
tropical day had baked the metal walls and they still radiated heat in the
sultry night, expanding as they cooled with soft pings that made Langley
twitch. Outside, a hot wind had been rising all day, bringing in a stench from
the debris strewn beach beyond. Someone had hung a bamboo wind chime over the
door and it clonked unmusically in the gale like a manic marimba.


“I don’t think
that she is even coming back,” Langley said.


Baron sat in an
ancient easy chair with kapok exploding out of the cushions. It was one of two.
The only other furnishings in the room were a steamer trunk and an odd looking
framework constructed of iron pipes fitted together with tees and elbows. He
slapped a hand on the seat of the other chair, raising dust. 


“Relax,” he said.
“We haven’t paid her yet. She’ll be here.”


“This set up seems
wrong,” Langley protested. “An established madame in a resort town should have
a proper bordello. She shouldn’t be reduced to renting out warehouses.”


“Maybe she can’t
spell,” Baron offered drily.


“Maybe we’re being
set up for a robbery.”


Baron sighed.
Langley’s potential as an accomplice in any of his future deals was looking
less promising all the time. He didn’t have the nerves for it. He would always
be too busy looking over his shoulder to seize the opportunities when they were
laid before him. Still, he might turn out to be useful in some way later.
Everyone was good for something. 


“She’s a camp
follower,” he explained. “She probably sets up shop wherever a big convention
or conference is being held, then gets out of town before the cops and local
pimps show up to demand their piece of the action. Anyway, she could have
robbed us at gunpoint the moment the cab was out of sight.”


“I still don’t
like it,” said Langley, as the sound of tires crunching on the gravel driveway
outside could be heard.


“See?” Baron said,
“There’s the cab now.”


The sliding door
rumbled open. Langley was half expecting to see a gang of thugs or the local
policia; which would have been the same thing in this jurisdiction, but it was
only the Asian girl, still wearing her absurd schoolgirl outfit. She pushed the
door open wider, revealing a pretty blond in a long cape, who was staggering
under the weight of the ice chest she carried. 


Langley’s first
gentlemanly instinct was to relieve her of the burden, but working with women
had taught him political correctness, and chivalry might be considered
chauvinism. Then he remembered why this girl was here and simply stood beside
the empty chair looking at her.


The Asian girl
could have taken one end of the ice chest and lightened the blonde’s load,
after all, but this was a cross she was expected to bear alone.


She set the chest
down heavily and knelt on the dusty concrete floor.


“Greetings,
masters.”


“Good gull,”
beamed the Asian “Stand up now; show the boys what you got.” 


Baron was actually
rubbing his hands together like some cinema villain as the Asian unclasped the
cape from around the blonde’s throat and whisked it away with a flourish.


She wasn’t
entirely naked underneath. She wore high heeled shoes and a pair of pink cotton
panties. 


The Asian smacked
the girl’s bottom to get her moving into the room and took one handle of the
ice chest to drag it in their wake. 


The girl was more
than Langley had hoped for. He had been expecting some burned out crack addict
aged beyond her years, but she had the fresh faced shyness of a girl next door.
The silver rings gleaming in her nipples only enhanced her, giving her an
aspect of innocence cruelly spoiled. It was evidence of pain endured for the
sake of mere sexual enhancement. As she drew closer and stood before him, her
eyes downcast, trembling slightly, he realized that he could simply reach out
and hook a finger through one of those rings. He could bring her to her knees
sobbing with a simple twist of his wrist, or lead her into places she would
otherwise prefer not to go.


It was a
tremendous power that she was willingly surrendering to him. She either trusted
her madame to protect her, or feared the penalty that she might pay for refusing.
He almost pitied her, but an uncomfortable swelling inside his trousers vetoed
any finer feelings.


“What’s with the
granny panties she’s wearing?” Baron asked.


The Asian
positioned the ice chest between the easy chairs and flipped open the lid. 


“You see,’ she
promised, as she fished two beers out of the ice chest. “We play spayshul game
tonight. I call it fiyah and ice. You boys want some booskis?”


Baron took out a
beer and swiped the ice from it with his palm. “Sure- How about you, Langley?”


Langley was too
distracted to hear his question right away.


He had reached out
tentatively to touch the girl’s face, still restrained by a lifetime habit of
civility, half expecting her to flinch or slap his hand away. Instead she
leaned into his hand and closed her eyes with a soft sigh. Her perfect features
were delicate, unspoiled by time or dissolution. 


“Not now,” he
murmured, “Maybe later.” He lowered his gaze, drinking in the sight of her and
inhaling her subtle perfume. Her breasts were smaller than his wife’s, too
small to be anything but natural, yet they stood high and youthfully firm. Her
nipples were pale, only slightly darker than the well-tanned and smooth grained
skin surrounding them.


Emboldened, he let
his hand drift down to cup one of her breasts. He flicked a fingertip lightly
over her nipple and toyed with the ring.


“Did it hurt?”


“Yes, Sir.” She
still wasn’t looking at him, but he understood that she was demonstrating
submission, not dismissing him.


He tugged on the
ring experimentally. 


“Do you like
pain?” He couldn’t decide if it was idle curiosity that inspired the question
or a morbid fascination.


Her smile was shy
and a trifle apologetic. “Sometimes, Sir.” 


The Asian came
over and stood beside her.


“You want to sit
and have booski while gull gives you blow job? Maybe a quickie to take edge
off? That way you not so hohnee. Enjoy show moah that way. Then you fuck gull
long time laytah.”


It seemed wrong to
Langley that she should be discussing the girl’s fate so crudely. Yet her
appearance of vulnerability was already seducing him. He felt a desire to
protect her, even as he was eager to use her for his own satisfaction.


Idiot! You’re
getting a crush on a hooker. What are you going to do, marry her and rescue her
from a life of sin?


“I could go for
some of that action,” Baron said heartily.


The Asian looked
Langley up and down curiously, as though reading his mood and seeing the cause
of his hesitation. Conscience was probably an alien emotion in her world, he
thought, she didn’t understand or trust it. She just shrugged. 


“The man paying,”
she explained. “Plenty fo you laytah. You no mind?”


“No,” he cleared
his throat and spread his hands. “Why should I?”


Yet he did.


Even as the madame
took the girl roughly by the scruff of the neck and directed her toward Baron,
Langley was still feeling a vague resentment. He couldn’t properly call it
jealousy. He had no claim on her, and Baron was hardly a rival for her
affections. It was just that a pig like Baron didn’t deserve the right to use
such an exquisite creature. It seemed as though he might somehow profane her
with his touch. Langley had to smile at his own conceit. Was he any more
worthy?


She was down on
her knees now, the madame’s grip was still firm upon her neck; though she
wasn’t doing anything to protest or resist. She was just staring at Baron’s
slowly opening zipper as though expecting him to perform a miracle.


“Please, Master!
May I suck your beautiful cock?” She said it without irony.


Langley had half
expected that Baron would display something as limp and withered as his alleged
soul, but the size of the cock that emerged from his well creased trousers made
the girl draw back a bit. The madame took a twist of her hair and forced head
her down upon it.


“You suck the man
good, gull! No make me look bad!”


The girl opened
her mouth obediently wide. Her eyes were opened wide as well, a bit
apprehensive, and aimed up at the face of the man she was about to pleasure.
There was something else in her eyes, Langley thought, a sort of disturbing
joy.


Slut! Thought
Langley. He suddenly wanted to see her punished for her faithlessness. He
wanted to see tears in those beautiful blue eyes, bruises on that flawless
skin. The bitch deserved it. Wasn’t that what she was here for?


Baron thrust
himself deep, making her retch as she struggled to swallow him. Her hands began
to clutch and claw the air as they rose at her sides, like birds taking flight,
as she resisted the natural impulse to push him away and save herself from the
thick shaft that choked her. The pressure on the back of her throat primed
tears that flowed freely as she whined around it.


He pulled away,
giving her a brief moment to gasp for air before plunging in again.


Baron moaned as
her soft mouth engulfed him. He clutched her head between his hands, holding
her fast. “That’s right, bitch. Suck that monster good, and think about how
it’s going to feel when I put it up your ass.” 











Chapter Seven 


July Two 


12:30 A.M.



 

Amyleth fled to
the veranda and leaned against the railing, staring out into the darkness where
feeding bats squeaked and fluttered. Back inside the house a gaggle of middle
aged matrons were giggling like schoolgirls and stuffing dollar bills into a
male stripper’s jockstrap. The sight of all this forced gaiety had become
suddenly unendurable to her, but even out here she could not escape the
maddening din of their whistles and catcalls.


She told herself
that it was their sophomoric behavior she found so disgusting, and not the
hairy moron who grinned and gyrated for their applause. With their husbands out
of town, they had a rare evening alone, time that might be spent enjoying peace
and privacy or pursuing dreams. Instead they were carrying on like college
girls during Spring break. 


So why are you
here then? She asked herself, not for the first time.


“Not the sort of
good time you were looking for?”


Startled, Amyleth
turned to discover a shadowy figure sitting cross legged on the railing several
feet to her left.


“I’m sorry,” she
said. “I thought that I was alone.”


“Are you sorry
because you are not?” asked the shadow


It was a confusing
question. “I mean- I didn’t see you there,” she stammered, “I wasn’t ignoring
you.”


The woman was so
quiet and motionless on her perch that she seemed like an apparition, here to
mock and shame their revelry. Amyleth was afraid for her, that she might fall.
The balcony was on the second story, and the back yard sloped steeply away. The
view below had given Amyleth vertigo when she had looked out across the back
yard earlier in the day.


The stranger waved
toward the house to dismiss the distant sound of cheering coming from within.


“All of that money
and power,” she said, “All those possessions, and still your lives seem empty.”


Who was this
woman? Amyleth didn’t recall seeing her earlier. All of the other guests were
familiar to her, corporate widows, passing their time with worthy causes and
trivial pursuits while their husbands were engaged in the endless quest for
financial success. How odd that this stranger had materialized seemingly from
nowhere to give voice to the very thoughts that troubled her, like a ghost out
of her past.


“Maybe they are
only bored,” suggested Amyleth.


The woman unfolded
her long legs and stepped lightly and silently to the deck. As she drew closer,
Amyleth became aware of how tall and beautiful she was. Even her clothing
seemed exotic; a black leather blazer over a scarlet silk blouse, stiletto
heeled boots, a black skirt slit high on the sides, revealing a glimpse of
muscular thigh with every step that she took. She wore it all easily, as though
her choice of garb was natural to her and no mere costume. It surrounded her
with an aura of mystery and danger.


The sedate
housewives inside were more faddish, flattering themselves with their brand
loyalty and fashion sense; conservatively dressed even while abandoning
themselves to this bacchanal.


The stranger
seemed like some sort of celestial being to Amyleth, with her long, graceful
stride and halo of pale hair. Then light spilling from the house lit the blue
flame of her eyes and the illusion vanished. This was an angel in heat. 


The woman drew
uncomfortably close to Amyleth, until she was tempted to back away. Instead,
she found herself leaning toward the woman, like a shy girl anticipating her
first goodnight kiss.


“They say that when
life bores you,” purred the woman, “it is time for you to take a risk.”


Amyleth glanced
back at the house just as a lusty howl went up from the women within. 


Dilettantes she
thought scornfully, even as she asked herself whether or not she was really any
different from the others.


“Who are you?” she
breathed.


The woman smiled
down at her, like a predator certain of its prey. 


“You may call me
Saffron.”


“What do you want
from me?” She was whispering now, as though afraid that this wraith might be
banished by any sudden movement or sound. As a child, she had imagined an
invisible playmate that whisked her away to fantastic adventures in strange
lands but fled whenever her mother appeared. Her mother would not have
approved. Invisible playmates have no pedigree...


“Perhaps I have
come to give you something,” said Saffron.


“What makes you
think that I need anything?” A shiver passed over Amyleth, a delicious
premonition that raised small hairs on her arms and neck. Saffron reminded her
of someone she had known before, someone she had struggled to forget.


“You walked out on
your friends in the middle of their celebration. They find affirmation in one
another’s company, but you are only reminded of your solitude. So you went out
into the darkness, seeking something you could not explain.”


Amyleth dropped
her eyes, unable to meet that penetrating gaze any longer, unaccountably
suspicious that her psyche was being stripped bare and roughly examined, afraid
of what might be exposed and bruised, yet longing to be free of her secrets at
last.


“You married him
because it was safe and expected,” said Saffron. “You groomed yourself to be
the image of the perfect wife, dutiful, cheerful, and socially correct. Yet you
could not respond to his demands in the bedroom, and after a time he stopped
making them. You suspect that he has taken them elsewhere, and are disturbed
that it concerns you so little. So you choose not to think about it at all.”


Amyleth tittered
and looked out at the night. “What?” her voice fumbled for a note of derision
and produced a nervous croak instead. “Have you been reading my diary?”


“There are desires
you cannot name, pleasures you fear to taste, and secrets you cannot share.”


A gentle touch on
the side of her face returned Amyleth’s gaze to the woman before her. She drew
back a little, resisting an impulse to slap the hand away and flee, but riveted
in place by those hypnotic eyes.


“You tried to love
him,” Saffron stroked her brow. “It wasn’t in you though. How could you tell
him that you found his touch repellent?” 


“This is wrong,”
Amyleth said. She was whispering again, like a conspirator. 


“You have wasted
so much of your time pretending to be what you are not, instead of finding out
who you are.”


Saffron took
Amyleth’s face gently between her hands, checking her brief struggle with an
irresistible pressure, and kissed her hard. Amyleth found her mouth opening
involuntarily to welcome the questing tongue.


Saffron broke the
kiss off abruptly and held Amyleth away from her, so that she had to stagger a
bit to keep her balance on legs grown suddenly weak. 


Maintaining her
grip on Amyleth’s face and staring down at her with triumph in her eyes,
Saffron murmured.


“Are you ready for
your adventure now, Amyleth?”


How does she
know my name? 


“I’m afraid!” Amyleth
twitched like someone waking abruptly and wrested her attention away with an
effort of will, staring out into the night as though ignoring the question
might relieve her from the burden of an answer. Out there in the darkness, a
cat yowled a serenade.


“Change is always
frightening, but you can’t stay as you are. Regret will eat at you for the rest
of your life.” Saffron released Amyleth and backed up a step, giving her a
moment to collect herself. 


“You should come
home with me now.” It was offered as mere suggestion, but coming from Saffron’s
lips, it had the force of a command.


“I have a car out
front.”


The patio door
slid open and the noise of merrymaking inside burst free. Amyleth drew away
from her strange companion hastily, as though caught in a transgression, and
turned to face the woman leaning out of the opening.


The interloper
swayed a bit and saluted them with a martini glass, inviting an introduction as
she looked Saffron up and down curiously. 


“Hey Amy!” she
slurred. “Why don’t you bring your friend back to the party? Antonio has to
leave now, but we’re gonna play charades afterwards.”


Amyleth glanced
guiltily at Saffron, who stood silently waiting.


“No, Tiffy,” she
stammered. “I’m sorry. It’s late and I’m tired of charades. I have to be leaving
now. Tell Susan I had a wonderful time and say goodnight to the others for me.”


Tiffy looked
dubious, sensing that something out of the ordinary was happening here, and
suspecting that any questions would be unwelcome and probably unanswered.


“Okay,” she
drawled, letting the final syllable trail off to give Amyleth time to change
her mind. “You’re missing out on a great time!”


She waited a beat,
withering a bit under Saffron’s silent gaze before she retreated inside and
closed the door behind her.


Amyleth watched
her go, feeling a warm hand enfold hers and urge her gently toward the back
stairs. 


Head down, she
allowed herself to be led. 
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The girl was ass
up over the trestle.


Langley had time
earlier to study the device, while Baron was using the girl’s mouth in the same
efficient and indifferent way that he might use a masturbatory aid. The
framework was like a small table without a top. There were four steel rings
welded to the legs of the stand, and the cross bars above were wrapped with
rubber foam of the sort used to insulate water pipes in cold climates. When the
Asian woman dragged the girl over to it by the hair and urged her to mount it,
Langley understood its design at last. 


The Asian had
thrown open the trunk and reached into it for coils of rope that she used to
bind the girl’s wrists and ankles to the waiting rings. Her arms were at full
stretch, her fingertips an inch above the floor. Her ankles were widely
separated, allowing her toes to barely reach it. She was barefoot now, and
Langley noticed that her knees and the soles of her feet were dirty from
contact with the dusty concrete. It seemed proper somehow, that she had become
soiled in their service. 


When her victim
was secure, the madame jerked the cotton panties down over her hips as far as
her spread legs would allow.


The girl waited
passively throughout this preparation, head down, staring at the floor. She was
trying to catch her breath and swallowing the taste of Baron’s discharge. A
pearl of it still hung from the cowlick that had fallen across her flushed
face. 


The Asian worked
swiftly, winding several wraps of rope around each limb before snugging down
the knots. She bound the knees and elbows as well, reducing the girl’s mobility
even more. The line around her waist was tightened until her spine arched,
opening the cleft between her raised ass cheeks until the pink eye of her anus
became visible. Her shoulders and hips rested on the foam padding. It seemed
ironic to Langley that this small amenity had been provided for the comfort of
a girl who was about to be tortured.


Like a mare, he
thought, waiting to be bred.


The Asian stood
back a moment admiring the view or checking her work as she snapped on a pair
of latex surgical gloves. Then she strode to the open ice chest and plunged her
hand into it. Langley thought she was getting herself another “booski”, but her
hand came out holding an odd conical object made of stainless steel. She winked
at Langley.


“Cold one fo’ gull
too,” she explained cryptically.


He watched,
fascinated, as she opened a tube of lubricant and smeared the cone with it. She
squeezed a dollop of the lube into the crack of the girl’s ass and worked it
into her hole with a finger, twisting and thrusting to coat the inside of the
opening. 


The girl whimpered
softly and the madame silenced her with a hard smack to her ass cheek. 


“You be thankful I
no use the menthol!” she said crossly. 


“Yes, Mistress!”
the girl replied as a second finger joined the first inside her.


The cone was
presented to the tight opening and pressed forward slowly, with a twisting
motion. When it met resistance, the madame eased off, cooing words of
encouragement before she proceeded. Each time that it returned, the penetration
was deeper.


“Come on,” urged the
madame impatiently, “Take it. You got biggah things coming soon.”


“Oh Mistress! It’s
so cold!”


Then the opening
yielded abruptly, swallowing the wider part of the shaft and closing tightly
around the narrower neck. Only the widely flared base prevented it from
disappearing entirely inside of her.


The Asian peeled
off the gloves and tossed them carelessly aside. She pulled the panties back
over her victim’s hips and patted her ass affectionately. Then she dragged the
ice chest across the room and positioned it between the girl’s legs. Reaching
in, she took a handful of the crushed ice and thrust it deep into the cotton
panties, taking particular care to get it well into the crotch and anal cleft.
The girl gasped and squirmed. Another load of ice followed, and another, until
the packed panties resembled a full diaper, stuffed from crotch to waistband. 


Satisfied at last,
the madame took a beer out of the ice chest before she slammed the lid and
dragged it back between the men’s chairs. She sat on it and opened the beer.


“What happens
now?” asked Baron.


“Now we wait a
bit, have mo’ booski,” she turned to Langley. 


“You get blow job
while ice melt?”



 

A light rain was
beginning to fall. The Packard’s wipers tocked softly as it hissed down the
darkened freeway. Occasionally the chauffeur would glance into the mirror, and
Amyleth would see her eyes light up with smutty amusement.


When she first saw
the chauffeur leaning against the car with her arms folded, Amyleth had
mistaken her for a man. Her hair had been tucked up under her jaunty cap, and
the double breasted uniform had flattened and broadened her silhouette. The
efficient way she snapped to attention and threw open the rear door of the car
when she recognized Saffron approaching only heightened the illusion. Her
service had been silent, so voice had not revealed her gender.


Amyleth had been
distracted, thinking that her own car was just around the corner, and she
should insist on taking it and following Saffron. It was the prudent thing, and
would have provided her with a means of escape when she came to her senses and
fled this madness. Yet she said nothing.


The car will be
all right. The neighborhood is safe, and I can come back for it later.


It had been
Saffron’s car that commanded Amyleth’s attention. It was long and black. Her
Grandfather would have called a touring car. It was a relic of more genteel
times, a prop from a strange and vivid dream. 


Amyleth hesitated
in front of the open door, struck by a sudden suspicion that this whole
scenario was too unreal, that it was no more than an elaborate practical joke
concocted by the women back at the party to amuse themselves at her expense.


“Is this a prank?”
she asked.


“It’s a Packard,”
said Saffron, and it’s mine. It would be unwise to make any disparaging remarks
about it.” She swatted Amyleth’s bottom meaningfully. Whether it was to goad
her into the car or meant as a warning, Amyleth wasn’t sure. The car swallowed
her.


“Home,” said
Saffron as the chauffeur clicked her heels and slammed the door behind them.
The powerful engine purred to life.


In the cavernous
backseat, Saffron stripped Amyleth naked.


Her consent had
not been asked for. It seemed to be assumed. Yet Amyleth remained passive and
trembling, nervous as a captured fawn but opening herself to this experience
unquestioningly as dreamers do, as though it were natural and expected. She
stared straight ahead as Saffron leaned across the seat and unbuttoned her
blouse. A trail of kisses followed the progress of the busy fingers, down and
down until her breasts were bare.


Someone will
see! A distant voice protested in the back of her mind, but the night and
rain concealed them from passing traffic, and the rear compartment was a dark
cocoon.


She merely lifted
her hips slightly to help Saffron remove her slacks as she kicked off her shoes
with a small sigh, as though she were at home alone, relaxing on the couch
after a long day. 


Saffron was
becoming more brusque now, gripping the waistbands of her slacks and panties
together and working them over Amyleth’s hips and thighs with impatient tugs,
abandoning seduction in her haste. The leather seat was cold on Amyleth’s bare
skin, shocking her briefly into a renewed awareness of her situation, naked in
the company of strangers, heading for a nameless destination. 


Her hands closed
over Saffron’s in silent pleading and checked her downward progress at mid
calf. 


Saffron froze
Amyleth in a stern gaze. 


“Is this
resistance?”


Amyleth’s hands
jerked away, and she folded them across her crotch instead.


“Please! I don’t
even know where you are taking me!”


A hard smack on
Amyleth’s thigh was her reply. 


“Stop covering
yourself! Hand’s at your sides!”


Amyleth jerked her
hands away from herself and put her palms on the cold leather. Her protest had
been a plea for reassurance. She wanted Saffron to coax her again as she had on
the balcony, to give her another reason for this leap into the unknown, but the
time for that had passed. 


“You know exactly
why you are here, and so do we. We know everything about you, even all of those
nasty little fantasies that you nurture in the darkness when you are alone. It
wasn’t sex that repelled you. It was sex with him. He didn’t understand you the
way that we do. He only wanted to use you to satisfy himself. The rest of the
time you were only a pretty trophy that bolstered his ego and made his business
rivals jealous.”


Amyleth was
genuinely afraid for the first time, and only a lifetime of habit constrained
her. Good girls don’t argue or complain. Civilized women don’t react to the
scent of danger with tooth and claw. Proper ladies don’t throw open the car
door and leap into the street naked.


We


A single word had
set her alarm bells ringing. It suggested conspiracy and dark motives. Up to
now, she had been able to convince herself that this was a simple game of
seduction. Suddenly it felt more like abduction. Who was Saffron? If she
wasn’t acting alone, then who was really behind all of this? Among all of the
women at the party tonight, why had Amyleth been singled out? 


She returned to
the theory that it was no more than an elaborate prank, dreamed up by her
friends back at the party, no different from the “pizza guy” who showed up with
a stack of pizza boxes in one hand and a boom box in the other, wearing tear
away clothing.


“We’re going to
play some games together,” said Saffron. “They will be all of the nasty little
games you could never play alone.”


She smacked the
inside of Amyleth’s thigh with the tips of her fingers, a stinging rebuke.


“Get those legs
apart, and keep them that way! You don’t have any secrets anymore, not with
us.”


Amyleth felt a
stealthy and determined hand insinuating its way between her crotch and the car
seat. A finger burrowed into her slit, testing her and finding her wet.


“Ah, you’re
trembling! You’re afraid. Danger is a new perfume for you, sharp like ammonia,
but intoxicating too.” 


The blindfold
appeared seemingly from nowhere, covering Amyleth’s eyes and shutting out her
sight of the city swiftly dropping away as the car sped along. She felt hands
busy at her ears, removing her ear rings. They were simple costume jewelry, she
didn’t care if they were taken, robbery was the least of the things she might
fear.


“You must enter my
world naked,” said Saffron.


And blind thought
Amyleth. She couldn’t see which exit they took from the freeway, and the twists
and turns of their journey seemed deliberate, meant to confuse her.


The hands
wandering over Amyleth’s body distracted her as well, tweaking her nipples hard
enough to wring gasps from her, wrenching her head back by the hair for hard
interminable kisses that left her breathless and confused, unable to estimate
time or distance.


When the car
stopped, Amyleth felt something buckled around her throat, a wide leather
collar she guessed. A leash was clipped to it and tugged on, so that she would
be aware of its controlling presence. The car door opened. 


“Crawl,” said
Saffron


Amyleth had to
feel her way, waving her hand ahead of her through the opened door until her
palm found the running board and awkwardly levering herself out and down,
nearly tumbling headfirst before she reached the ground. She smelled gasoline
and cleaning fluids, and the surface was cold and gritty under her hands and
knees. The air around her felt still and dead, robbed of the warm night breeze.
She was in a garage, she decided, at least she wasn’t putting on a show for
someone’s neighbors.


A tug on her leash
directed her forward. She felt her way, forced to trust the woman holding it
not to let her collide with anything.


“There is a
stairway here,” said Saffron. “There are three steps going up.”


The steps were
wood and produced a hollow sound as Amyleth’s questing palms slapped down on
them.


They crossed a
smooth hard floor, then a carpet. Amyleth was aware of footsteps behind her,
and guessed that the chauffeur had followed them in, perhaps to encourage
Amyleth with a booted toe if she baulked.


A door was opened
and shut. Amyleth felt cold tile and smelled chlorine as she was led through. 


“Kneel,” said
Saffron.


When the blindfold
was whisked away, Amyleth blinked in the sudden brightness of a large, white
tiled room, like the communal shower she had used back in her college dorm.
This room had been furnished, however, with metal cabinets, hospital carts, and
strange frameworks that looked ominously like torture devices. The walls were
hung with restraints and whips. Shelves along one wall were filled with latex
sex toys in various colors, sizes, and shapes. There was a large open drain in
the center of the floor. Directly in front of it was a metal stand. An enema
bag was hanging from it, and the length of tubing entwining the support rod
ended in a thick red nozzle. 
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Langley had been
shy about exposing himself while Baron and the madame watched. Hell, he had
trouble using public urinals. But the forlorn look on the girl’s face as he
approached her had seduced him. He was already half erect when he touched her
forehead and she raised her head to discover the organ she was about to
service. 


It helped that he
had nothing to be ashamed of when it came to size. Even at half mast, his shaft
was a match for Baron’s.


“Ask me,” he
murmured.


“Please, Sir! May
I suck your big, beautiful cock?”


Her mouth was so
warm and welcoming. The tongue that flickered over the underside of his cock,
just under the crown where the sensitivity was greatest, was so skilled that
his inhibitions were quickly forgotten. He abandoned himself to the raw
pleasure of sinking his now rampant cock into the depths of her. There was
something gratifying about the way she choked and gulped, the convulsive
working of her throat as she struggled to take him.


Looking across her
back, he could see the cotton panties growing darker as the ice melted inside
of them, and imagined how her chilled skin must feel. It was a slow and subtle
torture she endured for their amusement, and he was sure that there would be
more to come.


He placed a hand
on the back of her head and thrust his cock deeper.



 

She looks like
a pink frog, thought Corrie


When she first
laid eyes on Amyleth, as Sophie was leading her to the car, Corrie had felt a
sort of contempt for the woman. Part of it was class envy, she supposed. The
woman stank of wealth and power. Invitations to parties on the street where
Sophie had directed Corrie were not lightly extended, and never to the wrong
people. Under normal circumstances Corrie would be beneath Amyleth’s notice,
just another prole from the wrong side of Division Street who existed only to
serve her better. The woman would never admit to such an attitude, of course,
and no doubt gave generously to a variety of worthy tax deductible causes. But
her every glance and gesture spoke of arrogance and self-absorption. She hardly
looked at Corrie at all while she was getting into the car, except to register
mild surprise when she realized that the chauffeur holding the door for her was
a woman.


She didn’t look so
proud crouched on the cold tile floor in a puddle of water. 


Her arms were
drawn straight and down between her legs, her wrists imprisoned within padded
leather bands connected with snaps to a rigid iron bar. Her ankles were joined
to the same bar, forcing her into a humiliating and precarious posture. For the
moment, she teetered flat footed, leaning forward to maintain her balance, yet
afraid that she might topple forward onto her face. A simple nudge to her
shoulder would roll her onto her back and expose her most tender places. Corrie
was feeling very much in the mood for nudging.


Not that there was
any part of her that Corrie hadn’t already seen. She had watched with a sort of
perverse amusement as Sophie sat on the woman’s back and pried open her ass
cheeks to insert the dripping nozzle and open the valve. Amyleth hadn’t even
struggled, just pillowed her face in her hands and whimpered as the hot water
flowed into her. Sophie had smacked her ass cheeks hard to silence her.


“Get those legs
farther apart!” Sophie had smacked her again, on the other cheek, leaving a
pair of scarlet hand prints. Corrie thought they faded too soon. 


It wasn’t until
after Amyleth had been flushed internally, and flushed a second time with cold
water, that Sophie had bound her. She had protested at that, whining like a
sulky child, assuring Sophie that it was unnecessary and promising to behave.


Sophie had
silenced and calmed her with a finger laid gently on her lips. 


“You must trust
me,” she said. “No real harm will come to you here, and in the end there will
be pleasure, more than you ever thought possible.”


So she had laid on
her back passively and allowed Sophie to bend and bind her limbs until she was
twisted into a trembling pretzel of female flesh. She remained silent through
the operation, until Sophie uncoiled the garden hose that was hanging on the
wall and opened the valve. The stinging spray of icy water made her gasp and
shriek. She flailed at the air like a beetle on its back, striving to block the
stream with the palms of her hands and the soles of her feet, or roll over and
crawl away from it. Her struggles were useless. The water sought and found
every nook and cranny of her body, her arm pits and breasts, her face and
crotch. When the water was finally turned off she ceased her sputtering and
squirming and lay gasping and defeated.


Corrie had
assisted as Sophie lifted Amyleth’s shoulders and rolled her up into a
squatting position. Then Sophie had asked Corrie to stay with the captive and
left the room, promising to return shortly. Corrie merely nodded in reply and
took her place leaning against the wall with her arms folded to watch and wait.


Amyleth was of about
the same age and size as Corrie, probably better educated, and certainly
wealthier, but at that moment Corrie felt very much her superior.


The uniform
helped. Corrie had laughed when Sophie first showed it to her, and felt like a
child playing dress up when she put it on. Then she had studied the results in
a full length mirror and was amazed by the transformation. The brass buttoned
tunic had broadened and squared her shoulders. The heels of her gleaming
jackboots added a few inches to her height. The visor of her cap obscured her
eyes in shadow, making a mystery of her facial expression. It was the uniform
of a menial, but the cut of it was military. She looked capable and sure. 


She said nothing
as she towered over the dripping and sobbing Amyleth, feeling somehow that even
silence gave her power.


The door boomed
open and Sophie strode in wearing nothing but a pair of knee high boots and
leather chaps. The chaps emphasized her bare shorn sex, framing and presenting
the pink flesh, such a sharp contrast with the lustrous black armor of the
thick leather. A short whip dangled from her waist like a misplaced tail.


“Has she been
behaving herself?” she asked.


Corrie nodded,
swallowing a smirk.


Sophie stood over
Amyleth with her hands on her hips, regarding her. Then she brushed a damp lock
of Amyleth’s hair out of her eyes before she cradled the woman’s head in her
hands and lifted it to gaze into her eyes.


“My juices are
already flowing just thinking about all of the fun we are going to have
together tonight. Would you like to taste me before we begin?”


“Yes, Ma’am,”


Corrie was a bit
surprised by her eager reply. Sophie hadn’t told her anything about their
visitor, only that she was a neophyte who needed to learn her real place in the
world. Corrie had expected her to display more reluctance than this, at least
put up a token resistance. 


Sophie patted the
top of Amyleth’s head and straddled her, locking her hands at her nape to force
her face deep into the soft bare flesh at the juncture of her thighs. 


“Let’s put that
tongue to work then, shall we?”


Her mouth was
obscured by the smothering embrace, but Corrie could see her jaw working as her
tongue burrowed its way past the outer folds to seek the softer lips below and
find the hard button of Sophie’s clit to suck softly.


“MMM!” Sophie
crooned appreciatively. “You’ve had practice at this, I can tell. No hesitation
or dithering about, you get right in there and find the goodies. Tongue my hole
a little first. See how deep you can get.” 


She opened her
legs a bit more and shifted her hips with a sigh.


She became silent
then, drifting off into her own space while the girl between her thighs labored
on to please her. A slow tremor began to build inside her, growing in intensity
until her hips convulsed with deep shudders and she threw back her head and
cried out. It was the first time that Corrie had seen this cold and self-assured
woman look so openly vulnerable.


“Enough!” she
gasped, backing away. She caught her breath a moment, stroking Amyleth’s hair
affectionately, then looked up toward Corrie.


“It’s your turn
now.”


Corrie had been
standing off to the side, content merely to observe. Perhaps it was the
uniform. Like a real chauffeur, she had become discreet and invisible, but
ready to assist when she was needed. She felt like a spectator enjoying a
performance who suddenly finds the spotlight aimed at her. 


She opened her
tunic while she kicked off her boots and skinned out of her trousers. Then she
put her boots back on, instinctively understanding that they represented a
symbol of authority that gave her a confidence building psychological edge.
Also, the floor was cold.


Amyleth was
waiting on her knees for Corrie. Her face didn’t have the same smug kitten look
that Sammy wore a week earlier. She looked shy and chastened. Corrie was
faintly surprised to discover that Amyleth’s reticence was even more of a turn
on for her, and actually fed her aggression.


So she was a bit
rough when she straddled Amyleth’s head, forcing the woman’s mouth deep into
her crotch and grinding against it.


“When was the last
time you had to service the hired help, rich bitch?” she growled.


It was a
rhetorical question, of course. Amyleth could hardly be expected to answer with
her mouth full.


She was good, too
good for a beginner. Amyleth went after Corrie’s steaming cunt like someone
returning to a beloved place after a long absence, quickly finding the spots
that made Corrie gasp and tighten her grip on the head between her hands.


Sophie circled
them slowly, nodding her approval. “You know,” she mused. “From the rear, you
could almost be twins.”


Corrie thought it
an odd thing to say, but didn’t dwell on it. As Amyleth worried the bud of her
clit with a busy tongue she had no attention to spare. 


“After Amyleth is
finished with this,” said Sophie, “It will be time for her to answer a few
questions.”
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Langley was
already learning to read the signs of the girl’s distress, the frantic
fluttering of her little hands, the desperation in those eyes as they gazed imploringly
up at him. He would pull out and allow her a few grateful drafts of air into
her starved lungs. Looking down, fascinated by the thread of saliva that still
connected her open, gasping mouth to his now rampant cock, or across her back
to survey the darkening cotton of her soggy panties, he felt like a successful
fisherman, admiring without pity the trophy that squirmed and gaped at his
feet.


A puddle was
forming on the floor between her sundered legs as the melting ice slowly
dripped. He could only imagine how her tight hole must ache around the icy bulk
of the steel plug that distended it. 


Even the air
she breathes is under my control. The thought gave him a sense of cruel
satisfaction that he had never before suspected he might be capable of knowing.


Yet she remained
utterly devoted to his pleasure. Every time he pressed forward, she would open
wide to receive him. He never felt those perfect little teeth scraping him.
When he decided that she had sucked enough air to sustain her, he spanked her cheeks
with his cock to knock for entrance. She greeted the returning shaft with a
smile and a gentle roll of her tongue across the underside, just below the
crown, where the skin was thin and sensitive.


The torture and
interrogation of Amyleth was a convivial affair.


She made no move
to struggle when Saffron and the chauffeur released her wrist cuffs from the
bar that held them between her ankles and drew her up to a standing position.
Flight was impossible anyway. With her ankles still hobbled and spread, any
attempt to run would have only resulted in an awkward shuffle and rendered her
ridiculous. Even after being stripped and purged by these strangers, she still
clung to an illusion of self-respect. She didn’t want to give them any reason
to laugh at her. 


Her wrists were
joined and hooked to a cable that ran up to and through a pulley on the
ceiling. Saffron cranked a winch mounted on the wall and Amyleth’s hands rose
in front of her, up and up until she felt the strain in her arms and stood on
her toes to ease the strain.


The belt that
Saffron buckled around her waist had two vertical straps riveted on the front.
They descended in a wide Vee joined to connect to a single strap that dangled
free. It tickled her thighs as Saffron lubricated her ass with two rough
fingers and worked something hard and thick into her tight hole from behind.
She had not been privileged to see what it was, but it was thick enough to hurt
and long enough to probe into frightening depths. Reaching between Amyleth’s
legs, Saffron drew the strap tight and buckled it to secure the shaft deep
inside her. The Vee of leather framed and plumped her pussy, without
interfering in any way with whatever use or abuse those pouting lips might
invite. The place where the straps joined rode directly over the base of the
plug. Beyond the hurt and humiliation of this penetration was the terrible
suspicion that she was being put on notice. No part of her was inviolate.


She had whined as
the plug was worked into her, but Saffron had been patient and careful, easing
back when she met too much resistance and massaging Amyleth’s cheeks to help
her relax before pressing forward again.


“I do believe
you’re a virgin,” Saffron commented.


“I never had
anything put into me there, before,” Amyleth admitted. “It seems- wrong.”


Its bulk was
frightening inside of her, distending and filling her as it excited nerve
endings unaccustomed to such stimulation. She desperately wanted to be rid of
it. If her hands had been free, she would have ripped it out and cast it away.


“In an hour,”
Saffron promised as she tightened the strap another notch, “you won’t even know
that it’s in there.” 


Saffron showed her
a wide leather strap about eighteen inches long and explained that it had been
selected because it would leave no lasting marks when they beat her with it.
Amyleth had been ordered to kiss the strap and thank Saffron for her
thoughtfulness. Then the whipping began.


Saffron whipped
her leisurely, pausing frequently to pass her taloned fingers over Amyleth’s
breasts and flanks and assess the results, or burrow them inquisitively into
the soft folds of her sex. Sometimes she hooked her fingers into the belt
around Amyleth’s waist to draw her back against the whip, rocking the plug
inside her and tightening the grip of the leather harness that chafed her
loins.


At first, fear
made her go dry, and the probing fingers encountered resistance. As time
passed, Amyleth discovered that the pain was endurable after all, and began to
trust that Saffron knew her craft. She had learned years ago, under Cat’s
ministrations, that the whip hurt less when it landed on relaxed muscles, and
forced herself to go as limp as her stretched posture allowed. It helped that
the bites of the lash were not constant. After each whistling strike, she was allowed
at least a few seconds to absorb the pain and ride it down until it was
bearable, to unclench her fists and slump in her bonds as she awaited the next.


No part of her was
spared. Her position made all of her frightfully available, and the strap sought
out the tenderest places, her breasts and belly, the insides of her thighs,
under her arms where the skin was stretched thin across her ribs.


Several minutes
in, she realized that no number of strokes had been pronounced, that she would
not be able to distract herself by counting or fortify her courage with
anticipation of an end. It could go on and on until she wearied and begged in
vain for mercy. The thought seized her with panic, but Saffron was alert to it,
and gave Amyleth the strap to hold in her mouth while those questing fingers
found the places that made Amyleth squirm and whimper and forget her fear.


The moment passed,
and when she was properly gentled Amyleth, opened her mouth on command to let
the strap drop into Saffron’s waiting hand. 


“Tell me about
yourself,” said Saffron.


It was an
innocuous question, couched in the tones of casual inquiry that broke the ice
during a first date or job interview. It was only the hovering threat of pain
that gave it the force of a command.


“What do you want
to hear?”asked Amyleth.


The tail of the
whip trailed idly over Amyleth’s thigh.


“I need to know
what makes you tick. Did you have a happy childhood? What are the events that
shaped you? What do you desire? What do you fear?” 


Hesitantly,
Amyleth began to speak of her lonely childhood and the strict nanny who was her
only friend. When her voice faltered, she felt Saffron’s fingers stroking her
back, as though she were seeking neglected areas to be marked, and her words
would come out in a desperate rush. Terror was her prompter. 


“Let’s talk about
your first love,” Saffron murmured.


“Hasn’t this gone
on long enough?” Amyleth whined. “What difference does the past make? We all
know why I am here. Do you want me to beg for it? All right! Please let me
pleasure you. Use me. I’m all tied up. You will hurt me as much as you want and
I can’t stop you. All I am asking is to keep some of my cherished memories
secret!”


Behind her,
Saffron was silent for a long time. Amyleth began to shiver. She was sure that
her outburst would be swiftly punished, but when a minute passed and nothing
happened some of her tension ebbed. Perhaps her privacy would be respected
after all.


“That chest of
drawers you’re sitting on, be a sweetie and open the top drawer,” said Saffron.


It took Amyleth a
moment to realize that Saffron was speaking to the chauffeur, who had been no
more than a spectator since the whipping began. Arms folded and chin in hand,
her eyes shadowed by the visor of her cap; she had betrayed no sign of
sympathy, only a deep interest.


The chauffeur
stood up and opened the drawer.


“Bring that bag
over here, yes, that’s the one; dump it out on the floor.”


The chauffeur
complied, and spilled a collection of bright plastic clothes pins between
Amyleth’s legs. Holes had been drilled through some of them, and they had been
strung together on short lengths of light cord. Looking down, Amyleth thought
absurdly that they looked like strings of Christmas tree lights. Amyleth felt
Saffron’s fingernail trace a path down the side of her body from the side of
her breast to her hip bone. 


“One line here,”
said Saffron. “And a matching one on the other side.” 


The chauffeur knit
her brows in confusion for a moment, then looked up with a grin of
understanding. She held one of the cords between thumb and forefinger and
dangled the pins in front of Amyleth’s eyes for her to admire. 


“You really should
have been more polite,” she advised.


She took hold of
one of the pins and clacked the little jaws a few times. Perhaps she was just
testing the tension on the spring, but more likely she was showing it to
Amyleth, letting anticipation build in her mind. She grasped a fold of skin on
the side of Amyleth’s breast and fed it between the jaws.


“The less skin you
feed into it, the more it hurts,” Saffron offered helpfully.


Amyleth didn’t
know if that was meant as a word of caution or a vicious suggestion. Apparently
it was up to the chauffeur to decide.


The amount of skin
that the little jaws bit on was probably considered a compromise; Amyleth had
no way of knowing. They hurt in a frightening way, gnawing at her with a pain
that refused to subside. The chauffeur worked quickly, finding the most
sensitive places to apply the pins. There were six of them when she was
finished, and a foot of leftover cord dangling below. 


“Now the other
side.”


When Amyleth
screwed her eyes shut with the pain she could see it in her mind’s eye as
bright flares of red, a growing array that flamed here, then here, until they
were a constellation of twelve. 


Saffron came
around to study the chauffeur’s work from the front. “A little higher with that
one.”


One of the jaws
released for moment, but only to take a better bite. 


She nodded her
approval. “Good, Call me a fussbudget if you will. I do like to keep things
symmetrical.” 


The whipping began
again. This time the strikes were swift and relentless, aimed exclusively at
her already inflamed ass. The pain of the clothes pins bobbing as she threw
herself against her bonds and the shaft distending her aching bottom hole
became no more than minor annoyances compared to the agony of the steady blows.


She would never
tell them about Cat.


It would mean
confessing to a betrayal and the reasons for it. Youth didn’t excuse it, or
fear of becoming an outcast. It was vanity that had allowed her to discount the
value of Cat’s love and deny her broken heart. Simple snobbery had led her into
the unforgivable sin. 


Abruptly, the
whipping ended. Her boot heels clopping on the tiled floor, Saffron came around
to look into Amyleth’s eyes. She wasn’t angry. It almost seemed that she was
browsing through the rooms in her victim’s mind and rattling the knobs of
locked doors. 


“Someone once told
me,” said Saffron slowly, “that the way to find treasure was to look for keys.”


Without warning,
she took hold of the cord hanging over Amyleth’s left thigh and jerked the
entire line of clothes pins off.


Amyleth shrieked
and clenched her entire body as she rode out the fading roar of pain that
followed. When she dared to look down, expecting to see torn flesh, she was
surprised to discover that all she had was a row of small hickeys, already
fading, no worse than the love bites that Cat used to leave after they had sex.



Saffron took hold
of the cord on the right and held it loosely, smiling that maddening Cheshire
smile.


“Let’s talk about
your first love, shall we?”


“I never told
her!” Amyleth’s voice was halting and thick with tears, breaking through old
barriers at last.


“I never even told
her that I loved her!”











Chapter Eleven 


July Two


5:00 A.M.



 

A storm was brewing.
The sheet metal walls reverberated with distant thunder and rattled in the
fierce wind. Rain drummed on the roof. Yet inside, the heat of day still
loitered, humid and oppressive. 


The Asian madame
had discarded her school tie and blazer. The sleeves of her blouse were rolled
to the elbow. In the dim light of the bare bulbs overhead she still maintained
the illusion of a schoolgirl, but she was performing acts that no innocent
would consider.


While Langley was
busy with the girl’s mouth, Baron had gone into the bathroom and emerged naked,
his cock still semi erect and dangling menacingly. Langley had been embarrassed
when Baron stood beside him for a moment and watched the girl’s valiant efforts
to swallow Langley’s cock as though he were judging the exhibition. Then he
thrust a hand out in front of Langley and opened it, palm up, to reveal a small
pill.


“Try one of
these,” he suggested. “It will put starch in your pecker. You’re going to need
it before this night is over.”


Langley took it
without asking what it was, and Baron gave him a freshly opened beer to wash it
down with.


Even as Langley
had slipped his cock free of the girl’s mouth with a cry and spattered her
sweat dank hair with his discharge, he had felt the drug working in him. He
wasn’t satisfied yet, not by a long shot, and watching the madame at work was
stiffening him again.


He was naked now
too. Clothing seemed a mere inconvenience in this heat, and modesty had become
a moot point long before. So his clothing had joined Baron’s, neatly hung in
the bathroom. He and Baron rested for the moment in their chairs, like two good
friends enjoying a show together.


The madame stroked
her hands over the girl’s sopping panties, running her long nailed fingers up
and down the ass crack to define it as she cooed.


“Ooh! So chilly!
You even shivah a little. I get you out of those wet things.”


She reached into a
hidden pocket in the waistband of her skirt and came up with a switchblade. The
girl whimpered at the sound when it opened.


“You okay,” the
madame said. “You hold still. I no cut.”


She slid the blade
under the girl’s panties along her hips and slashed them; right and left, then
snatched away the shredded remains. As the soggy fabric slipped through her
crotch, a few shards of unmelted ice clattered to the floor. The wet ruin of
the panties splatted as the Asian tossed them aside.


The shining skin
beneath was reddened from blood rushing to the area as the girl’s body had
defended itself from the chill. Ice crunched under her feet as the Asian
stepped between the girl’s thighs and took hold of the flared end of the plug
to rock and rotate it within the tight opening, then thrust it deep to remind
her victim of the cruelty of the penetration and tapped it with her fingertips.


“It wooking on
you, gull?” she teased. “You getting nice and loose fo’ the gennelmen? Them
boys both got a big mouthful. They make you squeal plenty soon.”


It was the first
time that Langley had seen the view between the girl’s legs. The area had been
shorn smooth and he was surprised to discover that she had another piercing. A
silver ring dangled from the tender fold of her labial hood below the plug. He
noticed that the base of the plug had been decorated with a large faux ruby, an
ironic touch that had rendered the grossest part of her anatomy oddly
attractive. As she squirmed on the trestle, her internal muscles clenched and
relaxed in response to the Asian’s teasing and the jewelry bobbed in an
involuntary rhythmic dance. He found it mesmerizing. 


The Asian turned
to address her audience. 


“She chilled to
puhfection now. Skin tight. This sting plenty.” To drive her point home, she
slapped her hand down hard on the glistening flank displayed for them. The girl
yelped and a perfect scarlet hand print appeared on her left cheek.


“Now comes fiyah.”



A clap of thunder
punctuated the announcement, immediately followed by a flash of lightening that
backlit the women through the cracked window behind them.


Langley started to
giggle. She couldn’t have deliberately staged this dramatic special effect, but
in his intoxicated state, it almost seemed so. The Asian was like the barker at
some sleazy circus. At any moment he expected her to shout:


“And now- in
the center ring- performing without a net!”


He swallowed his
titter with a gulp when the Asian dipped a hand into the open trunk beside her
and came out with a broad leather paddle. She swept her arm across the backside
before her. In the bare room, the wet smack was amplified and rang out
like a gunshot. Langley flinched sympathetically.


Unable to see what
was coming, but knowing it would hurt. The girl on the trestle had steeled
herself for it. She only closed her eyes and clenched her fists. 


The Asian laughed.
“Tough gull! You showing boys how you can take it. I make you hollah now.”


The paddle fell
swiftly from the left and right, so that there was no respite between blows.
The girl began to hiss and squirm. It seemed to Langley that she was trying to
climb the trestle in a hopeless attempt to evade the searing attack. A sound
began to build deep inside her, a slow whine that grew in volume. She pursed
her lips to stifle it, but it escaped at last as a wail of despair.


“Ahhh! Please! Not
so hard!”


Yet it went on.
The girl endured it because she had no choice, abandoning all pretense of courage
as she fought her restraints. The frantic twisting of her hips was no help as
she tried to avoid the paddle slamming down on her cheeks. Unable to predict
where the next strike would fall, she only managed to deliver herself to it.


The Asian was
obviously experienced at this. Her hand was sure, and she aimed unfailingly for
the spots most temptingly presented by her victim’s struggles. When she dropped
her arm at last, she was flushed with exertion and dark circles of sweat
stained her blouse.


“I think these
boys liking see you howl,” she said. “I see two big bonahs waiting fo’ you.”


The girl turned
her head to look at them. Her eyes were red rimmed and swollen with tears. It
seemed to Langley that her gaze flickered over Baron, found no mercy there, and
fixed on him instead.


“Please fuck me,
Sir!”


There was no
hiding the fact that he was ready to oblige her. Whatever Baron had given him
had made him as randy as a teenage boy. He couldn’t remember ever being so
achingly erect. He put his hands on the arms of his chair and began to rise
from his seat.


“Not yet,” said
the madame. “I tell gull when to beg! You hollah now!” 


The Asian had
worked herself into a sort of frenzy, or her fury was just a pose, Langley
couldn’t decide. So much of this play seemed to be no more than overblown
histrionics that the line between fantasy and reality was blurring. He was
beginning to suspect that even the madame’s pidgin was false. 


There was no
faking the bright welts that decorated her victim’s backside, or the explosive
impacts that had produced them. The girl had seemed willing enough earlier,
even eager, but no actress could pretend to the level of distress she displayed
now. He had no doubt that if he cut her loose, she would run out into the storm
naked, her hands cupped over her ass to comfort and protect it, howling with
fear.


Back in the sane
world he usually lived in, the world of civility and order, of boardrooms and
two martini lunches, he would have been bound by morality and compassion to
free her and dry her tears. But this was a place apart and the rules no longer
applied. Money had changed hands, and two rampant cocks still demanded full
value. There would be no mercy for her tonight. The Asian threw the paddle back
into the trunk and rummaged around until she found something that she lifted
out with a bark of satisfaction. At first, Langley thought that she held a
snake by the neck, then he realized that it was a braided single tail whip
about two feet long.


She wouldn’t! He
thought.


She brought the
whip down in an arc that began above her head, slashing the girl’s ass very
near the butt crack, where the skin was thin and tender. The girl’s whole body
went rigid as she strained against her bindings and shrieked.


“Work her thighs a
little too,” Baron suggested casually.


“No! No more!”


The girl’s pleas
only made the savage attack more exciting. Langley leaned forward in his seat
to get a better look as the whip whistled and snapped and the bright lines
multiplied. There was a terrible beauty in it all. 


The Asian painted
a double row of stripes from the girl’s knees to the fold where ass met thigh,
then stepped to the center and targeted the inside of the thighs until she was
very close to the delicate pink flower where they met.


“Now you beg.”


“Please fuck me!”


The whip swept
across both cheeks.


“Where?” demanded
the madame.


“My ass! Please
fuck my ass!”


“Not good enough.”
Another mark appeared, slightly lower.


“Please fuck my
tight little ass, Masters! I need it! Please!” Her voice was frantically
sincere.


The Asian was
breathing heavily as she strode to the trunk and dropped the whip into it. The
only other sound in the room was the soft sobbing of the girl sagging on the
trestle. Her head came up again and she sighed with relief when the madame took
hold of the plug and eased it out with a smooth twisting motion. She tossed it
on top of the soggy remains of the girl’s panties.


The madame drew a
forearm across her brow to swipe away sweat as she turned to face her clients. 


“Who go fuhst?”


Baron and Langley
looked at each other. Langley wondered if Baron’s smutty schoolboy grin was
only a mirror of his own.


With an
exclamation of impatience, the madame dug into the pocket of her skirt for a
coin.


“Head o’ tail?”


“Heads,” said
Baron.


She tossed the
coin, looked at it and pointed to Langley. 



 

Amyleth never
really knew her father. Her parents divorced when she was still a toddler.
Amyleth’s mother had been indifferent to the child. A generous divorce
settlement augmented her already ample trust fund, allowing her the freedom to
find herself through art patronage, social causes, and spiritual seeking. She
had no time for housekeeping or child rearing, and left those tedious chores to
underlings. Amyleth had no siblings and few childhood acquaintances; so Nanny
was her parent, friend, and though she didn’t realize it until much later, her
first infatuation.


Her name was
Bethany, and she was a nanny of the old school, strict but fair, proper at all
times, and devoted to Amyleth’s care. She would have been scandalized to discover
the lewd emotions she unknowingly inspired in the child. 


Often lessons that
began with French or math would conclude with time spent over the nanny’s knee,
howling under the searing strokes of a leather strop. Amyleth often had her
nose pressed into the corner of the nursery and her blistered bottom on display
while the nanny enjoyed her afternoon tea.


In the sedate
world she inhabited, it was only while being punished that Amyleth was allowed
to demonstrate her strongest feelings, to howl with abandon and beg for the
hugs of forgiveness that were always eventually granted. She found release in
the wildness of it. In an insulated and artificial life, pain was something raw
and real. Unpleasant as these punishments were, Amyleth knew that they demonstrated
a sort of rough affection. If an emotionally starved child occasionally
misbehaved, just to feel that reassuring grip on the back of her neck, she
might be forgiven. 


The time came for
tearful farewells when Amyleth reached the age to enter a private girl’s
school, where she was no more than a shy and awkward loner, excluded when her
classmates gathered to giggle over the mysteries of the male sex. Enduring
that, she entered an all girl college, where she found her first love.


It was the custom
of her school to allow some students admission on the basis of merit alone.
Usually, as a nod to diversity, the lucky girl was some math or science prodigy
from the third world who provided the other students with ample opportunity to
make a public show of their inclusive spirit even as they indulged in covert
locker room mimicry of her dialect.


As a freshman,
Amyleth was assigned her roommate by lot, and it happened to be one of these
charity cases. This one was an American girl, but aggressively working class.
She was a born rebel, crew cut, tattooed, swaggering and very butch. There were
rumors that she had been released from a correctional facility, and her school
attendance was a condition of parole.


Everyone called
her “Cat”, and the name fit. She was not a tall girl, but powerfully built, not
with the showy musculature of a gymnast or body builder, the knotted, vascular
limbs and inflated latisimus. Her body had the supple and free flowing look of
a huntress. Her cold sloe eyes sized the other girls up as though they might be
potential opponents or bed mates.


She frightened
Amyleth at first, but a roommate is impossible to avoid, and Cat found
something attractive in Amyleth in spite of the vast differences between them.
She talked Amyleth into joining the softball team that she captained, and
eventually coached the non- athlete into something close to competence on the
field. 


After softball
practice they would lie in their beds and talk far into the night. Cat revealed
herself to be a deeper and more sensitive soul than Amyleth had suspected, well
read and worldly. They spoke of many things, but never about boys, and they
bonded as only two lonely outsiders can.


So it was that on
a warm autumn night they returned to their room after a softball victory, flush
with triumph and not at all bothered that the rest of the team was celebrating
elsewhere. Cat spread a blanket on the floor of their room. On top of her
dresser was a tray of snacks that she had pilfered from the cafeteria earlier,
cheese, crackers, and tiny cocktail sausages. She set the tray on the blanket.


“What’s this?”
Amyleth giggled, “A picnic?”


“Something like
that,” said Cat, reaching under the bed to open her backpack and produce a
bottle of wine.


“Oh!” Amyleth
exclaimed softly at the sight of the contraband. “It’s a victory party. How did
you know that we would win?”


“I figured if we
didn’t that we would need to drown our sorrows.” Usually Cat would have flashed
a mischievous grin after a remark like that, but she seemed somber that night,
preoccupied, as though there were more serious matters on her mind than sharing
a bottle.


Amyleth was about
to ask if she had a corkscrew, then saw Cat unscrewing the cap and giggled.
This was so redneck! 


“What’s the
vintage?” she teased, as she assembled an hors d’oeuvre. 


Cat sat cross
legged on the blanket and chugged on the wine, then held up the bottle to study
it critically as she sniffed the cap and clucked her tongue against the roof of
her mouth to parody the wine tasting ritual. “Last Friday, I think. Am I
drinking alone?”


Amyleth sat facing
her, thinking that the only thing missing from this scene was a campfire
between them. She was an inexperienced drinker, but the wine was sweet and went
down easily. It seemed to her that Cat was merely sipping, then quickly passing
the bottle back to her. 


She wants to
see if I can hold my liquor, she thought. If it was a dare, Amyleth was
determined to prove herself, and drank greedily. 


It seemed only
moments before Amyleth was frowning at the empty bottle and shaking it to see
if they had missed any. “All gone,” she announced sadly. “I guess the party is
over.”


Cat was digging
into her shirt pocket for a crumpled joint and a lighter. “Maybe not.”


“Oh no! We are so
going to get it!” 


“Lock the door,”
said Cat.


Amyleth obeyed
without argument, surprised at how unsteady she was on her feet. When she sat
down again, she placed herself closer to Cat, telling herself that it was only
to make passing the joint easier.


Cat lit up and
inhaled deeply. Amyleth reached for the joint, but Cat held it out of reach.


Keep away? Thought
Amyleth, Is that the game? She leaned forward to take it and Cat’s mouth
suddenly covered hers.


Startled, open
mouthed with surprise, Amyleth tried to draw back. A firm hand on the back of
her neck held her fast as Cat exhaled into her mouth.


Amyleth tasted
smoke and the traces of wine on Cat’s lips as her exclamation was smothered by
a kiss that was at first playful, then affectionate, then carnal. She opened
her mouth wider to allow a questing tongue to glide across her lips and into
her mouth. Her own tongue replied. 


It’s all right,
only the wine. It doesn’t mean a thing. Yet even as Amyleth reassured
herself, she knew that it was all lies. She felt herself quickening and knew
that she was growing damp between the legs.


As their lips
parted at last, Cat drew away and stared gravely into Amyleth’s eyes. Her hand
was still upon Amyleth’s neck, but lighter now, more caress than control.


“I never knew!”
smoke came out of Amyleth’s mouth around the words.


Cat snorted.
“Everyone else does. Why do you think they all stop talking whenever we come
into the locker room together?”


Amyleth tore her
eyes away from that penetrating stare. “That was my first kiss, can you believe
it?”


Cat leaned back.
Some of the tension had gone out of her, now that things were out in the open
at last. 


“Yeah, I can,” she
chuckled bitterly. “But maybe you will improve with practice.” 


She took another
hit, and this time it was Amyleth who leaned in to suck the smoke from her
mouth. 


The rest of the
night was a blur, only dimly remembered in the morning. Amyleth was aware of
raising her arms over her head to make it easier for Cat to slide her tee shirt
up and off, and the trail of kisses that explored her bared breasts. Her eyes
were closed through much of it, shutting out the familiar dorm room and
allowing her to retreat into a dream world where she could ignore the hard fact
that it was her best friend, another girl, doing these things to her.


Cat’s haste as she
fumbled with the button and zipper of Amyleth’s jeans was nearly comic, but
neither of them were laughing when Cat pushed her down until she was flat on
her back and gripped the waistband, skinning her out of jeans and panties
together with a rough tug. She didn’t even flinch when Cat’s nails scraped her
in the process. Even the minor pain of it became somehow erotic. 


Neither of them
spoke through any of it, as though words might break the spell. There was only
the rasp of heavy breathing as they grappled. Amyleth’s halfhearted resistance
was easily overwhelmed by Cat’s sure and determined hands. Ringing slaps to
Amyleth’s thighs forced her knees apart, and calloused fingers parted her
nether lips and probed deep, finding her wet and ready. Her nipples were
pinched and tugged until she arched her back to ease the strain and clutched
the blanket in her fists. A thumb found her clit and rolled over it as the
fingers plunged in and out, raping her as she writhed on the floor. The initial
pain of the penetration swiftly overwhelmed by Amyleth’s desperate urgency. The
very wrongness of the act charged it with sexual power. She put her hands on
Cat’s arm, not to block it, but to feel its strength as it worked within her,
to draw it deeper as she convulsed and cried out.


She was still
descending from the height of her climax when she felt Cat’s pubic hair
tickling her nose and two muscular thighs imprisoning her head.


“Suck it, bitch!”
Cat whispered hoarsely.


Her clit was
large, almost like a small cock, and Amyleth tongued it reluctantly,
experimentally, expecting it to be foul, but surprised to detect only a slight
muskiness, a female essence that was exotic and almost pleasant. She took the
soft nub into her mouth and sucked, flickering her tongue over it as she did.
Cat ground herself against Amyleth’s face, nearly smothering her. 


The simple act of
pleasing Cat filled her world for the moment, crowding out disgust and shame.
She had denied her own nature too long, striving in vain to be the good little
girl that the world expected her to be. This was where she belonged, under the
power of a beautiful woman, serving her goddess.


The fingers
winding in her hair became claws.











Chapter Twelve 


July Two


5:30 A.M.



 

Langley was
unsteady getting to his feet. Too many beers, he thought. Maybe it was a side
effect of the drug Baron had given him. Maybe it was the voice of his
conscience. He was suddenly uncertain about doing this deed.


He didn’t have to
look back to know that Baron would be egging him on with a wink and a nudge.
The madame seemed cruelly indifferent to the whole matter, merely impatient to
have the business concluded. His painfully erect cock had its own definite
opinion.


That left only the
girl, but she was under extreme duress. She couldn’t be counted on to give
honest consent at this point.


He walked to the
front of the trestle and stood looking down at the girl, unable to voice his
doubts in the form of a question. The girl had been staring at the floor,
catching her breath while she waited for her final humiliation. When her head
came up, she shook sweat dank hair out of her eyes and flashed a broad
salacious grin that banished all of his misgivings in an instant. 


“Would you like me
to wet your cock first, Sir?”


This was her
reward, he understood that at last. She had endured all of that pain so that
she might wear her marks with pride later, that the sight of them might stiffen
the men who would use her. She was giving herself to strangers, allowing them
to see her sob and sweat and scream as an ultimate act of self-abasement. If he
called the whole thing off, insisted on paying her and the madame for their
trouble, even offered her a bonus for being such a good sport, she would leave
feeling disappointed and rejected.


He presented his
cock to her, and she opened her mouth to swallow it deep. Her eyes were smiling
encouragement as she gazed up at him.


Then he was behind
her, cupping his palms over those welted, feverish cheeks to spread them even
more. The glistening opening winked at him, still slightly dilated from the
plug, but looking impossibly small to him anyway. He pressed against it and
felt her relax to open the way. He oozed in slowly, afraid of doing her injury.
She shifted her hips with a sigh.


“Oh Master! You’re
so big!”


She pushed back
and he felt himself sinking into her depths, surprised by the intense
sensations provided by that tight smooth grip upon his shaft, the flutter of
her heartbeat answering the drumbeat of his own. He rocked his hips and felt
the internal muscles clenching and easing as she adjusted to his girth. When he
was fully in, he leaned across her back and kissed her ear gently.


“I love your cock
in my ass, Master,” she murmured. “Please fuck it hard.”


He eased back
until he felt that he was in danger of slipping entirely out, then speared in hard
enough to make her cry out. 


“My pleasure,” he
rasped.



 

Amyleth acquired
the habit of stripping herself naked as soon as she had locked the door to the
dorm room behind her. If Cat was there, she would observe the ritual without
comment. It was a token of Amyleth’s submission, never demanded, but accepted
unquestioningly as just tribute. If Cat wasn’t there, Amyleth would be waiting
for her that way, ready to drop to her knees at the sound of the key in the
door.


The male sex had
always been a mystery that Amyleth had found vaguely threatening. Her mother
had seldom mentioned her absent father at all, and only with bitter words.
Dating had been a trial to be endured. The boys she met only seemed shallow.
The approved rituals of candle light and flowers had always seemed false and
forced to her, and left her cold. 


But the company of
other women had always been a comfort. She realized at last that she had always
longed for a return to the security of her nanny’s rigid control. Submitting to
Cat was a role she embraced with the giddy devotion of first love, and she felt
no guilt at the sudden revelation of her true nature. The morning after Cat
seduced her she confessed naked and on her knees that she had always wanted a
cruel and exacting goddess to serve.


Cat told her
coldly that she would think about it, and left her to stew for a day and a
night before delivering the verdict.


Amyleth was shaken
from her fretful sleep on the second morning when Cat tore her blankets aside
and barked.


“Get out of that
nightie and get your ass on the floor. On your knees, now!”


Trembling with
anticipation, Amyleth scurried to obey, flinging her nightie on to the bed with
a flourish.


“Panties too,”
said Cat angrily. “Hurry up!”


Blushing, Amyleth
skinned her panties off and tossed them on top of her nightie. She dropped to
the tiled floor with a haste that bruised her knees. She was instantly wide
awake and fully aware that she faced a moment of truth.


Cat had turned a
straight back chair around backwards and straddled it, leaning her elbows on
the back and resting her chin on her arms as she regarded her kneeling roommate
in cold silence for several endless minutes before speaking.


“You do what I
say, when I say.”


“Yes, Ma’am” 


The title of
respect came naturally to Amyleth’s lips. She knew that her crotch was weeping,
and prayed that a spot on the tiled floor wouldn’t betray her. Then it occurred
to her that Cat might claim the right to inspect the evidence any time that she
wished, that it was likely, and the thought of it made her even wetter.


“Stop squirming
when I’m talking to you, little slut!”


“Sorry, Ma’am!”


“If you can’t
learn to keep still, I may have to put you over my knee and paddle you to
improve your memory.” 


Amyleth blushed,
realizing that the additional condition of corporeal punishment had just been
proposed...


“Yes, Ma’am”


and accepted.


Cat inhaled
deeply, as though savoring the scent of fear and finding it heady. She was
discovering things about herself as well. She stood up and turned the chair
back the right way before sitting down again with her knees together.


“Crawl over to the
dresser and fetch my hairbrush- in your mouth.”


A fit of shivering
besieged Amyleth as she made the long journey across the room, aware that Cat
was looking at her ass, and probably observing the glistening evidence of
excitement between her thighs.


No more
secrets, she thought. No more lies.


The hairbrush had
a hardwood handle that flared to a wide oval backing the bristles. She tried to
tell herself that Cat only wanted her hair brushed for her, but she knew
better. She swallowed before she reared up on her knees to snap at it, not
wanting to deliver the brush into her beloved’s hand with a wet handle, and
felt her eyes water with frustration as she succeeded only in chasing the brush
around with her nose for a time before her mouth closed around it. She returned
at last with her prize and knelt before Cat.


Cat patted
Amyleth’s head as she took the brush from her mouth.


“Good doggie. Over
my knees now, ass up.”


Amyleth arranged
herself as ordered. She was familiar with the position, but it had been a long
time since she had been over her nanny’s knee. She was much bigger now. Her
elbows rested on the floor.


Cat rubbed her
hands over Amyleth’s bottom, examining it. “Turn your feet in,” she ordered
softly, “Cross your big toes.”


Confused at the
odd command, Amyleth obeyed, feeling her anal crack opened a bit by the awkward
position.


“That will keep
you from clenching,” Cat explained.


“You have done
this before!” Amyleth couldn’t avoid the nervous giggle that erupted from her.


Cat smacked her
ass with a hard hand. “Did I tell you that you could speak?”


“No, Ma’am!” said
Amyleth contritely, and Cat hit her again.


“Shut up!”


Cat took her time,
pinching the cheeks that were laid before her and plumping them a bit before
she let her hand stray into Amyleth’s crack. A finger circled her bottom hole
playfully before descending lower to explore the folds below, separate them and
worm its way in deep and deeper. 


“You’re wet
already, slut,” Cat observed.


Amyleth opened her
mouth to apologize for this breach of decorum, then remembered that she wasn’t
supposed to speak and shut it again.


The hairbrush fell
without warning, a heavy thumping impact that was swiftly followed by the awful
sting. Time had not erased the memory of nanny’s corrections, but it had dulled
the sharp edges. The hairbrush was heavier than nanny’s strap had been,
bruising in its impact. She cried out involuntarily at the shock of it.


Cat snagged the
panties off the bed with her free hand and stuffed them into Amyleth’s mouth. 


“We can’t have you
waking up the whole neighborhood,” she said laconically.


Amyleth stared at
the floor and whined with fear, tasting herself in her soiled panties as her
first spanking began.


It was a leisurely
affair that lasted an hour or more. The spanks might be delivered at widely
spaced intervals, or in a sudden blazing fury. If Amyleth tried to reach back
and protect herself, her hands were slapped away. Whenever the pain became too
much, and rebellion threatened, Cat would instinctively ease off and alternate
pain with pleasure, slipping a hot hand between Amyleth’s thighs to fiddle with
her until her breathing quickened.


Then the spanking
would resume, accompanied by Amyleth’s whimpers of disappointment and
frustration.


Amyleth could feel
her ass throbbing and glowing with heat when Cat finally ordered her back onto
the floor. Her cheeks were hot with tears. She waited there, still mouthing her
saliva soaked panties as Cat stripped herself. Cat gazed down at her, breathing
heavily with exertion or emotion, Amyleth never knew which. 


“Have you learned
your lesson, slut?”


Amyleth nodded,
sobbing.


Cat jerked the
panties out of Amyleth’s mouth and lay back upon her bed with her legs spread
and her hips raised.


“Eat my pussy.”


Cat bought a
collar for her that very morning and made a little ritual out of presenting it.
A leash was the next logical step, and Amyleth was often tethered at Cat’s feet
while they studied. She would sleep with it looped over the bed post, and wake
to an urgent tug that summoned her to service in the middle of the night. She
would crawl into bed with Cat grinning and rubbing the sleep from her eyes,
eager to feast on the swollen knob of Cat’s clit, to dip into the well below it
and lap the nectar directly from its source. It mattered little to Amyleth that
Cat rarely returned the favor. To serve was enough. Often, when Cat was sated,
she would simply drift back to sleep with Amyleth’s head still cradled in her
hands. Amyleth would remain there, content, reluctant to move and end the
moment, using Cat’s furred mound for a pillow, the scent of her Mistress still
strong on her upper lip,


At meal times,
Amyleth would return from the cafeteria with two plates so that they could dine
privately. Cat would eat at her desk while she studied. At first, Amyleth would
sit cross legged on the floor at the feet of her Mistress and balance her plate
on her lap. As time went on, she kept her plate on the floor at her feet and
waited for permission. When Cat denied her utensils, Amyleth ate with her
fingers. Then she was forced to lap from the plate. In the end, she ate only
from Cat’s hand. 


There were
frequent punishments as well. Cat had never established any consistent rules
for Amyleth to follow, perhaps because she so seldom recognized the rules of
others. They both knew that Cat needed no excuse to punish, that hurting
Amyleth was just another way to demonstrate the power she had over her
roommate. Cat’s whims were the only law.


Sometimes Amyleth
was simply thrown unceremoniously across the bed, where she would muffle her
screams into the pillow to avoid alarming the girls next door. Cat didn’t
bother to bind her in any way. Enduring even the hardest of thrashings without
resistance became a test of courage and commitment. Cat’s hard hand was usually
enough to bring her to tears, but when Cat was feeling particularly cruel it
would be her belt raising welts on Amyleth’s squirming bottom.


When the weather
permitted, Amyleth might be marched out into the woods and ordered to strip.
Nature provided Cat with an inexhaustible supply of fresh cut switches, and a
tree limb was her gibbet. Amyleth passed many sunny afternoons dangling from
roped wrists while Cat leisurely added to the growing collection of red lines
scoring her body.


It couldn’t last,
of course. Lovers can keep the real world at bay for a time, but it always
crowds in eventually. Amyleth was always flustered when her Mother came to
visit, afraid that Cat would reveal their secret with a careless remark or
embarrass her with some crudity.


Cat was resentful
of anything that took Amyleth away from her, even for a moment. She became
controlling and jealous. She didn’t seem to care that their grades were
suffering, and her mad scheme of dropping out of school and moving into a
lesbian commune out west together evolved into a serious plan.


It was at this
point that Amyleth began to come to her senses and realize that she was about
to sacrifice a bright future for a doomed affair. She told herself that all
notions of fidelity and betrayal were just so much poetic conceit; that her
experiment in lesbianism had been a foolish phase to be discarded at the gates
of a grown up world. She was too young to realize what a rare and ephemeral
thing she had.


They argued. Cat
hissed through tears of rage, accusing Amyleth of treating their relationship
as a casual fling instead of a serious commitment. Amyleth considered the
accusation unforgivable, probably because it was true. She retaliated by
suggesting sweetly that perhaps Cat was merely blinded by class envy. 


And so it ended.


When her bags were
packed, Cat stood in the doorway and offered her lover one last chance to join
her, but Amyleth pretended to study and hid her tears behind a book.


“I will always
love you,” Cat said. 


She was still
hopeful, even then. Amyleth could have replied in kind, and left the door of
reconciliation slightly ajar. 


“I’ll write,” was
all she said, but she never did.


Eventually,
Amyleth’s Mother found her a suitable match from the right family and mutual
corporate interests were merged in Holy matrimony. If the young couple soon
took to sleeping in separate bedrooms and spending more time apart than
together, it didn’t seem to matter to him, as long as she wore the proper mask
on social occasions, spoke lines that were polite and proper, and looked good
on his arm. She didn’t wonder where he went to satisfy his sexual needs. She
was only relieved when he stopped making demands on her. It meant that she
didn’t have to stare at the bedroom ceiling and dream of Cat.


Too late, she
realized that she had allowed her one chance for real happiness to slip away
and traded her heart’s desire for mere respectability. Her life was successful,
solid, secure, and utterly sterile.


She buried regret
in a shallow grave.











Chapter Thirteen


July Two


6:00 A.M.



 

The toilet flushed
and the Asian came out of the bathroom and sat down beside Langley. She had
combed out her black mane and knotted the tie around her throat again. She was
carrying the school blazer over her arm. She looked fresh and innocent again.
There was only the memory of this orchestrated orgy to remind Langley that it
was all an illusion.


“He good flend.
Buy you gull.” she said.


On the other side
of the room, Baron was still hunched over the girl, slamming into her hard
enough to rock the trestle. She had gone limp. Her head was lowered, her jaw
slack, and her eyes stared vacantly at the floor. She was making high squeaking
noises in rhythm with his thrusts. From time to time, Baron would pull his cock
entirely out and spank her welted cheeks with it playfully while her stretched
hole gaped at him. Then he would plow in again, deep and hard, just to hear her
yelp. He seized a handful of her hair and lifted her head, pulling her back
against the impalement and laughing.


“Here it comes,
sweetheart!” he guffawed. “Another full load for your ass!”


“He’s a real
prince,” murmured Langley.


“What you do fo’
him?” the madame was immune to his irony, or ignoring it. 


Baron was
shuddering and gasping, grinding his hips against the girl’s bottom as he spent
himself into her. The madame opened her cell phone and called for a cab.


It was a question
Langley had been trying not to ask himself all night. Baron was sure to expect
pay backs for this little party. He never did anyone any favors.


“I’m in no
situation to do anything for him,” said Langley.


“Maybe you know
some hotshot who is?” She said, as she listened to the ringing on the other end
of the line. She handed Langley a business card.


“Flends in
States,” she explained. “Fix you up big time.” 



 

Brewster
Enterprises


Erections
and Demolitions


Deep
Drilling and Back Filling


Friendly
Service in all Positions


Eager,
Ready, and Willing



 

“That’s my area
code!” said Langley, reading the phone number on the bottom of the card.


He glanced over at
the madame, struck again by a suspicion that she was much more than she
appeared to be, that she wasn’t just here to peddle pussy. Why should she care
about his relationship with Baron anyway? He dismissed the thought as paranoia.
She was just making conversation. She gave him a conspiratorial wink as she
talked to the dispatcher.


Then it hit him,
the answer to her question, maybe even the answer to his own problems. Justin-
that damned VP who stood between Langley and the job on the top floor that he
deserved. He was the man Baron should be trying to score with, the one who
actually made the buying decisions. These two rats were true soul mates. All
Langley had to do was get them together in the same room and watch them eat each
other alive.


“There is
someone,” he said slowly.



 

They used her
together, with strap ons. Saffron took her from the front with a thick latex
monster that was an unearthly shade of electric blue. She buried it deep and
hard, lifting Amyleth up to her tip toes with the force of her churning hips.


As the shaft began
to vibrate inside of her, Amyleth’s eyes that had grown huge and distant with
emotional and sexual overload. Saffron’s face was only inches from hers. As she
closed in for a kiss, Amyleth could see beyond the enigmatic smile to the wild
light in Saffron’s eyes. It told Amyleth that she was sharing that pleasure
with her, just as she tasted every one of Amyleth’s pains.


All of her
defenses, courage, imagination, determination, and even her body’s reserve of
merciful endorphin had been stripped away or exhausted. She had been purged of
all her secrets and lies, stripped bare of disguises. It was the state of total
surrender Saffron had called sub- space. Amyleth wasn’t sure what that meant,
only that she wasn’t riding the roller coaster any more. She was in free fall.


The harness had
been discarded and the plug removed, but only so that it could be replaced by
whatever vibrating horror the chauffeur had decided to substitute for it. She
was stabbing it in methodically, grasping Amyleth’s hips with gloved fingers to
brace her. Rocking helplessly between them, Amyleth tried to relax so it
wouldn’t hurt so much.


Saffron made that
impossible, with hard kisses and soft nibbles as she tweaked Amyleth’s welted
skin to awaken fresh hurts and whispered filthy threats into her ear.


Pain and pleasure
became all a part of the same vast wave of sensation that swept them all.
Amyleth found herself deliberately tightening her internal muscles against the
shafts plunging into her, increasing the friction, feeding the delicious agony
of outraged nerves.


From time to time,
one or the other of the women hunching against Amyleth would pause and shudder,
clutching her in a sweating embrace as she rode out a climax. Between them,
Amyleth exploded again and again with uncontrollable orgasms of her own that
left her limp and hyper sensitive, flopping like a rag doll as she moaned and
begged them.


“Stop! STOP!
Please- just for a minute!”


They were
heedless, laughing at her hopeless cries as their hips churned on, until even
her powerless condition became more fuel for the fire rekindling inside of her.


When both of them
were spent at last, they let her down. She huddled on the floor, dazed and
bruised while Saffron gently toweled away her sweat and sent the chauffeur to
the kitchen for some cold beer. 


She came back with
three.











Chapter Fourteen 


July Two


6:30 A.M.



 

The rain had
stopped and a grey dawn was breaking. Langley dressed and helped the madame
load her trunk into the back of the cab. The girl had been set free and leaned
against the madame as the cape was draped over her shoulders. Bruised and
bedraggled, she was more an object of pity than lust. Langley was almost
ashamed of himself for having taken advantage of her, but she banished his
guilt with a weary smile and her fingertips trailed lightly over the stubble on
his chin as he stepped in to assist. He held the door open as the girl
staggered barefoot into the muddy street with one arm across the Asian girl’s
neck for support.


“Did I do good,
Mistress?” she murmured.


“You were the
best,” the madame assured her. “It’s time for you to have a cold drink and a
hot bath. Then we can go home.”


Langley was
thinking about the same thing. Even his impersonal cell of a hotel room across
town represented a return to normalcy. He could immerse himself in civilization
there and pretend that this mad night had never happened, sleep till evening
and catch a flight home in the morning.


He was thinking
that he should pick up a gift for his wife on the way back, something special.


So it wasn’t until
he was waving good bye to the departing cab that he realized the madame had
left her phony broken English at the door.


Just then, Baron
burst through the door half dressed. When he saw that the cab was nearly out of
sight, he slid to a halt and glared after it. 


“Shit!”


He looked
ridiculous, barefoot and mud spattered with his shirt unbuttoned and hanging
out of his pants.


Langley laughed.
“What the hell is wrong with you?”


Baron turned his
empty pants pockets inside out. A bit of lint was stuck to his finger and he
flicked it angrily away.


“That fucking
whore stole my cuff links!” 



 

When the car
stopped and the blindfold came off, Amyleth blinked into the early light
outside and saw that her own car was still waiting by the curb where she left
it the night before.


“You may go now,”
said Saffron


Amyleth was
already wondering what the neighbors would think when they saw her pull into
the driveway at day break and stagger into her house wearing a rumpled evening
dress. There would be no end to the gossip, but in their worst imaginings they
would never come close to guessing the truth.


The chauffeur
opened the door for her. She was all buttoned and buckled into her uniform,
looking smart and professional again. Saffron had freshened up as well. Only
Amyleth looked the worse for wear. She hesitated with one leg out of the door,
realizing that she had never even given the woman her address.


“Will I see you
again?” she asked, suddenly shy.


Saffron didn’t look
at her. She was staring out of the opposite car window watching an old man pass
by with a Pomeranian on a leash.


“When I call,” she
said coldly.


The morning sky
was wrinkled and grey as soiled bed linen.











Chapter Fifteen


July Ten


2:00 P.M



 

Baron was in a
foul mood. The convention had been tedious beyond belief, and even binge
drinking hadn’t dulled the pain of sitting through those endless meetings. It
had only left him with a fogged and aching head. 


His sexual
adventure with Langley had yielded no tangible results, only a vague hint that
the real buying decisions were up to Langley’s superior, a Vice President named
Justin. It had taken some coaxing, but Baron had managed to get a halfhearted
promise from Langley to put in a good word with Justin and arrange a meeting.
So Baron had basically wasted time and money showing Langley a good time with
the whores and he still wasn’t one bit closer to unloading that warehouse full
of cheap crap he was stuck with.


Meanwhile, the
wife had been even frostier than usual since his return. It was almost as
though she could detect the smell of expensive scotch and cheap perfume still
lingering on him. She had offered him her cheek to kiss by way of greeting, and
rather pointedly asked him if he had a good time at the convention. 


He had growled
back at her that it had been a business trip, after all, and he wasn’t expected
to have a good time, and that should have been that, but an odd chill seemed to
have settled over his castle. 


Worse than that,
here it was Tuesday and that thieving bitch of a secretary had called in sick
again. Was she just trying to extend her vacation, or trying to avoid him? She
had to know that he would have a bad case of blue balls by now, that a week
without her sweet ass to pound was more than any man should be expected to
tolerate. He had half a mind to fire her, but finding another bitch that hot,
and getting her into such a vulnerable position, would require more luck and
skill than he could summon right now.


Things, he was
sure, couldn’t possibly get more screwed up.


The buzzer on his
desk sounded.


“What?” he
demanded irritably.


The temp on the
other end of the intercom was unfazed. Where did personnel find such
ceaselessly cheerful robots? He fantasized briefly about training her as a replacement
for Corrie the crook, teaching her a little respect, and that brightened his
mood a bit.


“There is a Sadie
Marks here to see you,” she chirped.


He frowned. “I
didn’t have any appointments today.”


“I know, Sir. I
told her that you wanted to work undisturbed, but she says that she is from
company security and insists that you will want to speak to her.”


He had a bad
feeling about this, but experience had taught him to meet trouble head on and
nip it in the bud.


“Send her in.”


It was a case of
hate at first sight from his point of view. Her grey suit was too businesslike,
almost mannish, and her white blouse was buttoned nearly to the top, denying
him even a glimpse of cleavage. Some men might have considered her beautiful.
She had a long limbed dancer’s body and aristocratic facial features. Her eyes
were direct and intelligent. The hair was a disappointment, bleached white and
cut too short. She didn’t even pay proper homage to his newly remodeled office
suite, as though all that imported hard wood and marble could fail to impress
her.


Standing to shake
her hand, he realized that she was taller than he was. That bothered him, until
he noticed that she was wearing four inch heels and subtracted a bit mentally.
Still, he preferred his women petite, like his wife, and Corrie. Worse than
that, the bitch had that smirking arrogant attitude that made his fingers itch
for a whip.


She sat without
waiting to be asked, crossing her legs man fashion, with her left ankle resting
just above her right knee and her left thigh cocked out away from her body at a
right angle. If she hadn’t been wearing slacks her posture would have been
obscene, instead of merely annoying and self-assured.


“What brings you
here today?” he asked. His tone was less jovial than he intended.


“There are a few
matters that I thought should be brought to your attention, Mr. Baron.”


“Such as?”


“Well, first and
foremost would be that rather interesting video I saw when I was reviewing old
tapes from this plant’s security cameras.”


Baron knit his brow
with irritation and confusion.


“This plant
doesn’t have any security cameras.”


She flashed that
smirk again. He wanted to backhand the bitch.


“Not that you know
of, you mean. We installed them during the summer re- tooling last year. It was
chiefly a precaution against employee theft, and was not considered something
you needed to know about. Personally, I consider the best security to be
unobtrusive. People behave differently when they know that they are being
watched. It is the things that they do when they think they are alone that I
find endlessly fascinating.” She held Baron’s eyes as she spoke, and he had a
suspicion that he was about to hear unpleasant news.


The temp came into
the room behind her bearing a dry martini on a small tray. Ms. Marks saluted
Baron with it before sipping. The ballsy bitch had actually ordered herself up
a drink without waiting for him to offer her one.


“Excellent!” she
sighed. “Care to join me, or is it too early in the day for you?”


Fuming, Baron
shook his head and shooed the temp out of the room with an irritated flick of
his hand.


Ms. Marks waited
for the door to close behind her before speaking. “You put on quite a
performance down on the shop floor a few weeks back. You and the young lady
could burn DVDs from it and sell them online; if it weren’t for all of those
troublesome personal privacy issues. It took me a while to identify your
playmate from employee records, a Miss Corrine Albertson, I believe?


“My secretary,”
his throat was suddenly dry. Maybe a drink wouldn’t have been a bad idea after
all.


“I started
wondering whether she was really that much of a masochist, or if she was just
auditioning for the role of second wife. Imagine my surprise when I discovered
that she has been using the petty cash account for her own private ATM. So then
I started wondering if she has been tapping the till with your blessings, as a
reward for being such a great fuck, or if she merely became the victim of
sexual blackmail after the theft was discovered.” 


He picked up a pen
and played with it, considering the wisdom of jamming it into the bitch’s
throat, just to hear her squawk. This was no time for rash actions though.
Anyway, he had a feeling that inflicting a wound that was not instantly fatal
would be a bad mistake.


“What are you driving
at?” he asked, buying time with a non-answer while his mind worked furiously.
Was she recording this conversation? Should he order her out of his office and
call his lawyer?


She speared an
olive out of her drink with a long crimson nail and chewed it thoughtfully
while he waited for her reply.


“Looking for an
answer to my questions, I took the liberty of looking into your other
activities. You have hardly been Mr. Integrity yourself. I discovered bribes
and kickbacks. You have used substandard materials for our product line, but
your invoices don’t reflect those savings. Your ledgers could win a fiction
award.”


Baron glared at
her angrily for a moment, then grinned with sudden insight.


“You didn’t go to
the President of the company with this, did you?” It was a rhetorical question.


She smiled back.
“I thought it might be more productive to speak to you first.”


“What will it cost
me to see that this information doesn’t get out?” 


“I should be
offended by that,” she said coldly. “Blackmail isn’t my style, but I can
understand that a man of your sort would assume such a thing. It is exactly
what you would do in my place.”


“Then what?” She
was toying with him, he could feel it.


“You and I are
going to be partners. There are things that I can do in your behalf that will
be worth a great deal to you. Records can disappear. Security tapes can be
mislaid. I can also do a bit of investigating on your behalf. There is, for
example, a Mr. Justin at Magma Industries. Selling him on your new line would
be a feather in your cap, and the boost it would give to the company’s bottom
line would bury any little shortfalls from the past. “ 


There was that
name again- Justin. Was it mere coincidence that this Marks woman was talking
about the same man that Langley had mentioned earlier, or were they working
together somehow? He dismissed the thought of conspiracy. The Marks woman
couldn’t profit unless he did, and Langley had given him the name just because
he felt obliged. Dealing with Justin was a sensible move, and they had both
seen the logic of it independently.


He was warming to
this woman. Maybe this was going to be all right after all.


“That’s true,” he
admitted.


“Suppose I told
you that he is rumored to be a bit of a whoremonger himself. In fact, his
appetite for sadistic sex is very much like your own. You would no doubt
consider that to be valuable information.”


“If it’s true,” he
said drily, “then it is information that you have just given away.”


She laughed. “Of
course, but I trust you. Consider it a gift to show good faith. I’m sure that
after you close the deal with him, you will remember who your friends are, and
reward them accordingly.”


“What sort of
reward do you have in mind?”


“I’m not greedy,”
she shrugged. “I’m looking for a long term relationship here, and understand
that the benefits must be worth the cost. Would twenty percent of the net sound
unreasonable?”


He did a few quick
mental calculations. When he factored in the possibility of losing his job or
going to jail, this seemed like a bargain. On the other hand, he might figure
out a way to set her up to take the fall for him, come out a hero, and keep all
of the profits for himself. 


“Done,” he said.


He thought about
shaking on the deal, but that seemed hypocritical under the circumstances.
Anyway, he had a nearly superstitious fear of letting her touch him. She seemed
far too intuitive already, and he was seized with a bizarre suspicion that
physical contact might provide her with some sort of conduit to his thoughts. 


“Excellent!” she
said. “Now about this secretary of yours. She represents an underutilized
asset. Her extracurricular talents could be tapped to close the deal with Mr.
Justin. After all, why do you think we call them human resources?”


“I’m not a pimp!”
Baron snapped.


He was really
learning to hate that smirk, and starting to consider solutions to the Sadie
Marks problem that included hired muscle and slow death.


“You’re already an
embezzler, a blackmailer, and a rapist,” she reminded him. That maddening smile
never faded. “This seems like a silly place to be drawing lines in the sand.”


“So I tell her
that I have a friend she needs to start servicing and she goes along with it
like the good little slave that she has always been. What happens when he drops
by my office someday afterward and bumps into her? Things could get really
complicated after that.”


Even as he argued
against the scheme, he was already turning it over in his mind. Did he want any
more dealings with unreliable hookers like the crazy chink bitch back at the
convention? That could get expensive and messy. The Albertson bitch was already
safely under his control, a known quantity.


“Precautions can
be taken to insure anonymity for both parties,” Ms. Marks was saying. “I can
set the whole thing up for you myself, have her waiting and ready when the time
comes. You can concentrate on schmoozing your client and usher him into your
love nest with a flourish. If he should happen to drop by the office someday,
he will have no way of knowing that the demure little secretary serving his coffee
was screaming for him earlier.”


He rubbed his
chin. “Even more important than that, she won’t know anything that she can use
against him.”


Baron liked this
idea. It was exactly the sort of perverse twist that would sweeten the deal, to
his way of thinking.


Vacation time was
over for that bitch Corrie. It was time she started earning her keep.











Chapter Sixteen  


July Fifteen


4:00 P.M.



 

The first time
that the phone rang Amyleth startled and jerked her hand away from it. It rang
again before she could steady her racing pulse enough to pick it up.


“Are you ready?”


It wasn’t Saffron.
She didn’t think that it was the chauffeur either, though the woman had spoken
so little that night she couldn’t be sure. She had been worried for days about
the wisdom of revealing her most intimate secrets to these two strange women.
She knew nothing about Saffron or her mysterious chauffeur. There had been
hints that others were in their confidence and collusion. Who were they? How
had they known so much about her? Why had they chosen to make her perverse
nightmares come true?


“Yes, Ma’am”


A package had
arrived by private messenger that morning. She had prepared herself according
to the written directions enclosed. She was clean inside and out, shaved smooth
everywhere below her neck, free of makeup, perfume, or polish. She had been
permitted leather sandals over bare feet. The dress she had been given was a
simple white linen tunic with a plunging neckline, gathered loosely at the
waist. She wore no underclothing. If the dress were slipped from her shoulders
it would drop to her feet, leaving her entirely naked. 


Looking in the
mirror, she had reflected that she looked like a temple virgin from the ancient
world, summoned for sacrifice to expiate sin.


When she was
ready, she sat by the phone and waited. She had been in a dreamlike state since
the package came, a surreal mixture of lust and dread.


“Leave the house
now,” the voice said. “Walk West on Division Street.”


She walked out of
the house in a daze, waving vaguely to the old woman greeting her from the
flower bed across the street, dimly aware of the susurrus of passing traffic on
her left as she reached the intersection and turned. The hot wind blowing down
Division tugged at her dress and threatened to strip her.


Half a block ahead
of her a Packard pulled over to the curb. She saw the familiar figure of the
chauffeur get out and open the rear door. As Amyleth drew closer the chauffeur
raised her head, revealing the face below the visor. Amyleth halted abruptly,
struck again by a sense of unreality. It was not the face she had expected to
see.


This chauffeur was
Asian.


The rational
explanation was that Saffron had hired a new chauffeur, or had more than one in
her employ, but in her confused state of mind it seemed to Amyleth that she was
in the company of changelings, who could shed their skins as easily as
clothing. It was as though she had been assigned a role in some sort of strange
improv with an interchangeable cast. She might be expected to portray Titania
one night or Ophelia the next, it was simply a matter of putting on a new mask.
Even her own identity had become fluid.


“Get in,” said the
chauffeur.



 

Things had come
together so quickly that Baron could hardly believe his good luck. Only
yesterday he had met Justin for lunch. He had turned out to be a roguish con
man with an eye for the ladies and a nose for quick profits, exactly the sort
of man Baron could do business with. He was a younger man, too young to have
come so far with hard work and ability alone. His eyes were set too close for
Baron’s liking, and the smiles that came so easily to his lips never seemed to
show in his eyes. He could be trusted- to look out for himself.


They had talked
all afternoon over cocktails, a conversation so evasive, euphemistic, and
indirect that the waiters attending them never overheard anything that would
betray the plotters’ real intentions. They had eventually agreed that Baron
would supply substandard parts at unfair prices, which Justin would substitute
for the quality supplies his company had been using, and then bury the invoices
under so much bogus paper work that no one would ever know the real source of
the defects. The profits generated by shaving from their bottom lines would be
split and pocketed.


To seal the deal
and sweeten the pot, Baron would make a young lady available to Justin for full
sexual use and abuse. Justin would be coming by that very night after the plant
was closed, to sign all of the necessary papers and get acquainted with his
little fringe benefit.


Even Baron’s wife
had shown no concern when he called to tell her that he would be staying late
to entertain a client. She had displayed no interest in the matter at all, even
when he told her how profitable the deal was likely to be. She almost seemed relieved
that he would be out of the house for the night. The bitch never seemed to
understand that all those baubles she enjoyed so much didn’t just fall from the
sky. They cost him sweat and blood.


The only drawback
was that he had been too busy lately to savor his victory. All day that
Albertson bitch had been lugging in stacks of paperwork to be checked and
approved. He had let things slide a bit while she was away, and the retooling
process always meant changes in everything from the catalogs to job assignments.
Fortunately the Marks woman had come in that morning, unannounced as always,
just in time to take on her share of the load.


He didn’t even
bother to ask any more how she managed to know so much about his affairs. If
pressed, she only would have reminded him that knowing things was her business.
So he wasn’t surprised that she already knew all about his deal with Justin,
and was relieved when she volunteered to take the arrangements for tonight’s
celebration into her own hands. She guaranteed that a naked girl would be
waiting for them in the conference room tonight, cleaned for use, bound and
gagged. Tools and toys would be laid out for them, and a suitable selection of
refreshments. The bar in the conference room would be stocked, and the security
cameras would be turned off. 


He would be free
to concentrate on charming Mr. Justin and making sure that all of the paperwork
was in order.


Still, he
fidgeted. These arrangements were too important to leave unchecked, so got out
of his chair during a lull in the shit storm and dropped into his secretary’s
office. She was stacking folders on her desk. There were more stacks on the
file cabinets as well. That was unusual. Her working area was always orderly.


“What’s all this?”
he barked.


She colored
slightly, whether with embarrassment or anger he wasn’t sure. Her moods had
been hard to read since the plant retooling. Maybe she just needed another
attitude adjustment. He had been too busy lately to give her all of the
attention she needed and deserved.


“Things got behind
while I was out sick,” she explained. “I was just catching up on the filing.”


“Has Ms. Marks
spoken to you yet?”


She dropped her
eyes submissively. “Yes, Sir. Everything has been arranged.”


He hesitated,
wanting to know the specifics. Presenting a fuck slut properly was an art he
didn’t care to leave in the hands of amateurs. But there were too many ears
just beyond the office door, too many chances for someone to enter unannounced
and overhear this discussion. For once he would have to trust someone else to
get the job done properly.


To cover his
doubts he gestured toward her desk and said gruffly, “I expect that this mess
will be cleaned up tomorrow.” 


She wore the faint
trace of a smile, an expression he had not seen her wear since the day he caught
her with her hands in the till. Perhaps she was actually looking forward to
this night with something besides dread after all. Maybe she was finally
learning her place. She put a hand on either side of the folders in front of
her and tapped the spines into perfect alignment to make the stack neater. 


“Tomorrow,” she
promised, “everything will be set right again.” 











Chapter Seventeen


July Fifteen


11:00 P.M.



 

As soon as he
ushered Justin into the conference room, Baron relaxed. He should have known
that the Marks woman would handle everything with her usual efficiency and
flair.


The conference
table had been pushed against the far wall and laid out buffet style. The
plates and bowls were filled with all of those exotic snacks women liked to
fuss over at parties. One of the bowls contained foil wrapped condoms. The
bottles lined up against the mirror behind the wet bar were all full. Farther
into the room was a stainless steel cart. On the shelves of the cart sex toys
and torture implements had been arranged and attractively displayed. 


The centerpiece of
the room was the girl, of course. She had been bent over a bar stool and tied
down. Several turns of rope wrapped her wrists and ankles, knees and elbows. A
black leather hood covered her head entirely. There was a heavy zipper where
her mouth should be, and the way that the leather bulged under it, he assumed
that the bitch was sucking on a fat ball gag. She breathed noisily through a
small slit in the leather under her nose. 


This was perfect.
Not even a wisp of the girl’s hair could be seen under that hood. When she
screamed, and she would scream, her voice would be an anonymous whine.
She was nothing more than a well turned out pair of naked cheeks and thighs.
The Marks woman had even popped a plug into her ass, and tied a bright red bow
around it as an afterthought.


Baron would have
preferred having the Albertson bitch attend them naked in his office while they
closed the deal, and light their cigars for them afterward. It would have
struck just the right note of ostentatious decadence to cap the occasion. But
she would have overheard things and seen things. Justin would have every reason
to be worried about a secretary who knew too much, especially one who was
holding a grudge. That would have been sloppy. 


He decided to make
a point of ignoring her for the moment, as though having a naked girl tied up
and waiting to be fucked was too ordinary to even comment on. 


He went around
behind the bar and looked up and down the line of bottles instead. 


“What are you
having on this beautiful evening?” he called out heartily.


Justin was making
a beeline for the girl. She had been the first thing that his eyes had fallen
on when he came into the room. Baron thought ruefully that all of the other
amenities had been wasted. He could have put Justin in a broom closet and
tossed the girl in after him. It would have been the same thing as far as he
was concerned.


“Scotch on the
rocks,” he said over his shoulder.


Justin was already
reaching out to lay a hand on that perfect little ass. From where Baron stood,
it seemed that moon was a bit paler and fuller than he remembered it. But then,
he hadn’t laid a whip to it in weeks, or exercised it properly either.


She flinched a
little when she felt the first cold contact of Justin’s fingers on her skin.
Baron could only imagine what it must be like for the poor girl under that
hood, unable to see or even hear properly, let alone communicate. Strange hands
would explore her body. She wouldn’t even see the faces of the men who pumped
her ass full of come. She wouldn’t know who was hurting her, or how cruel they
might be. 


He made a mental
note to blindfold her more often, even when it was just the two of them
together. 


Justin squeezed
those ass cheeks with both hands as though to test their firmness. He traced a
fingertip down the crack and circled the plug, then ripped the bow off and cast
it aside like an impatient child on Christmas morning.


Definitely an ass
man, Baron decided. The bitch was due for a hard ride. He poured Justin a
double. Grinning to himself as he reflected that the man was going to want a
stiff one tonight.


Without warning,
Justin drew back his arm and smacked her ass hard. The resounding crack made
her lurch forward a bit, and the stool legs scraped the floor. A faint mewl of
protest could be heard from inside the hood. Laughing, he hit her again, then
stood back a bit to admire the pair of scarlet hand prints rising on those pale
cheeks.


Baron put a drink
in his hand. “I told you she had quality,” he said.


“Maybe,” said
Justin. “I haven’t really tried her out yet.”


The hooded girl
turned her head toward the sound of their voices. Baron wondered if Ms. Marks
had stuffed plugs into her ears as well. The hood alone had to be muffling some
sound. She might be aware that two men were speaking behind her, but was
probably unable to identify their voices or know if she was the topic of
discussion. He didn’t know how much she had been told in advance about this
night. Perhaps she had been expecting Baron to come alone, and had no way of
knowing how many people were in the room. That was good. The uncertainty would
put her on edge, make her alert and responsive. 


Justin sipped his
drink and let his eyes pass over the array of toys on the cart. He took off his
jacket and tie and tossed them over the back of a chair, then began to roll up
his sleeves.


“See anything
there that you like?” asked Baron.


Justin picked up a
short single tail. “Have you used this on her before?”


“Rarely. That
thing can really cut. Use that and her ass will be in tatters in no time. I
like to use something that hurts a lot without doing a lot of damage. That way
I can make it last longer.” 


Justin tossed the
whip back onto the cart and threw Baron a contemptuous sidelong glance that
made him uneasy. 


Baron would have
been the first to admit that he had often been cruel to his secretary. He had
listened to her scream and beg many times. He had smiled secretly during their
working days as he observed her shifting uncomfortably in her chair to avoid
sitting on the ass plug, sweating out the hours until quitting time. It was
never more than she deserved though, and he had always known when to back off
and give her a bit of breathing room. If he pushed her too far, he feared that
she might decide playing his game wasn’t worth it any more. He didn’t want her
running to the law with a full set of marks to be photographed for evidence. He
had a lot more to lose than she did.


Anyway- he wasn’t
a complete bastard. 


He had assumed
that Justin would be a fledgling sadist, tickled pink to try out some of his
secret fantasies with a real live girl. Perhaps he had misjudged the man.


Justin picked up a
cane and swished it through the air. “How about this one?”


Baron swallowed
hard, thinking that Ms. Marks had been just a bit too enthusiastic when it came
to providing implements.


“Maybe just a
paddle,” he suggested.


“Don’t be a
pussy,” said Justin contemptuously. “You and I are masters of our world. We
take what we like from it. If we want some little bitch to suffer and make our
junk hard; then she better just bend over and take it.”


He hit her ass
with the cane. He might have called it a love tap, since it didn’t have the
full strength of his arm behind it. But he snapped his wrist at the end of the
stroke, and it landed with surprising speed and force. The girl jumped with
shock, and a white line appeared on her rump at the point of impact. A muted
wailing grew slowly under the hood, as the pain gained in intensity and the
line darkened and swelled. 


The girl began to
fight her bindings and protest inarticulately. Both men knew what she was
trying to say even without understanding a word of it. She was telling them
that she couldn’t possibly tolerate another like that. It was just too much.
She would do anything- ANYTHING- if they would only promise not to hit her like
that again.


Justin smiled
another of his easy joyless smiles as he studied her reaction with a clinical
sort of interest. Then he hit her again, a bit harder.


This time her
scream was more immediate and gratifying.


“Easy...” Baron
cautioned.


As though to defy
him, Justin brought the cane whistling in quick and hard, delivering a half
dozen rapid strokes. The bound girl threatened to topple the stool as she
thrashed about and surged against her ropes. He laid a hand on her back to
steady her and spoke calmly to Baron.


“Do you have a
problem with our deal?”


Baron swallowed.
So far there was no real harm done, he told himself. The bitch would have some
bruises for a while. He could make it up to her later; maybe give her a little
gift to mollify her. The man was just a bit over eager, that was all. He just
needed to get in a few good licks to show everybody who the top dog was here.
Baron wasn’t about to kill this deal for the sake of wounded pride, or out of
sympathy for a thieving little trollop who secretly enjoyed it anyway. 


“No,” he forced a
laugh. “Don’t let me disturb you.”


He tossed off the
rest of his drink and turned back to the bar to make himself another.
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The night watchman
was no fool. He knew that something big was going down at the plant tonight...
When that brassy bitch with the white hair breezed into his gatehouse in the
afternoon and told him that he should expect visitors tonight, he didn’t ask
why. He already knew better than to raise too many questions about the goings
on in there. Working for that bastard Baron taught him that much. The badge she
flashed at him looked real enough, so he took her at her word when she told him
she was some big honcho in company security. He just nodded like he knew what
the hell she was talking about. It didn’t pay to let on that he didn’t have a
clue. Somebody might think that he wasn’t doing his job.


So he wasn’t
surprised to see that Mr. Baron was burning the midnight oil again. When the
woman came back in that funny looking old car with the chink chauffeur driving
he recognized her and opened the gate. He didn’t look to see what she had under
the blanket beside her in the back seat, even though he thought he saw it moving.


Then there was
that snot nosed hotshot from Magma in a rental car that seemed way too eager
for somebody who had to be putting in overtime.


About an hour
later, things got really crazy. He hadn’t seen so much activity since the fire
in eighty two. Cars started pulling in one after another, most were from the
company fleet. One was a limo, and he thought the guy sitting in the back might
even be Mr. Regis, the company President.



 

Justin had
decorated the ass in front of him with vivid cane tracks until there was no
area left untouched. Lapping the old marks was deepening the bruises, and here
and there the skin was breaking and little spots of blood were beginning to
show. It was a good thing that Baron had the bitch gagged. She would have
shattered his eardrums with her howls otherwise. He decided to start working
her thighs instead. The muscles were harder there, not so well padded. She
would feel it more.


That dipshit Baron
was sucking down his third martini like a man with sorrows to drown or courage
to build. He talked a good game, but he was obviously a wuss when it came to
showing sluts like this one a hard time. It would be no problem to let him take
the fall if their dealings were ever discovered. Baron had been so eager to
close the deal that he hadn’t even noticed the steps Justin had taken to cover
his own ass. He could plausibly deny ever having known anything was wrong.


The girl was
tiring. That was no good. He had seen this before. After a while they stopped
caring so much about the pain, or anything else for that matter. They went off
somewhere mentally and just stopped being any damn fun at all.


Anyway, her thighs
were starting to be as marked up as her ass. This sow was well done now. It was
time for him to serve up a bit of pork.


He wiped the cane
with a towel from the cart and tossed them aside with a clatter as he looked
for new toys to play with. The butterfly clips caught his eye. Her tits were
underneath her, pressed so flat against the seat of the stool that he couldn’t
even see how well stacked she was, let alone get to her nipples. That was an
oversight as far as he was concerned. They should have had her spread out good,
legs and arms out and away so everything was on display and available. They
could have hoisted her up until her toes were off the floor so that they could
spin her around while they whipped her. When she was all hunched over like
this, he couldn’t even check her out properly.


Next time, he
promised himself, the party would be held on his own turf and his own terms.
Maybe he would arrange to have Baron deliver her to his summer house in a
crate. He would keep her chained up naked in his cellar for a whole week, take
her out to play with her from time to time, feed her on table scraps and spunk
and hose her down to keep her from stinking. After she spent a few days finding
out what a real man had to offer, she wouldn’t even want to go back to a loser
like Baron.


Her pussy would
have to do for now. He opened the little jaws and rummaged between her thighs
until he had one of her pussy lips between thumb and forefinger and placed the
clip carefully. The bitch was juicing a bit and he didn’t want it slipping off.
He trapped the other lip as well, then began attaching the little magnetic
weights he had found beside the clips. He wanted to increase the bite as much
as possible. Pain would make her tighten up while he ass fucked her. That way
she would milk his cock dry in no time. The first one for him was usually a
quickie anyway. Later she would be loosened up from use, and he could take her
for a longer ride. When he ran out of weights and her pussy lips were stretched
out and hanging low, he gave each one a little push with his fingertip and
watched them swinging.


He considered
looking behind the bar for some cooking oil and a salt shaker. Greasing up
those welts would help to hold in the heat, and salt would make the burn start
up all over again. But if he got salt inside her it would scrape his cock while
he fucked her, and the oil would drip all over the wall to wall and leave
stains; so he decided against it.


Ordinarily he
would have a girl suck him off for a while first and get him good and stiff so
that he could ram it home. She was bent over too far for that though, and it
would be too much work fumbling with that zipper over her mouth and prying out
the gag. Anyway, she would probably just start screeching at him and begging
for mercy. That kind of thing could really try a man’s patience.


He took a hold of
the base of the plug and twirled it slowly, tugging on it a bit to test her
grip. She was a tight one. Baron said that he had been banging her on a regular
basis, but it didn’t show. He must be a real needle dick, Justin Decided. He
pulled in earnest now, twisting the plug to ease its exit. It was thicker than
he expected. He could have just jerked it free and made her jump a little, but
that could be dangerous. He didn’t want her turned inside out before the fun
even got started. A trip to the hospital would lead to questions he didn’t want
to answer.


The plug popped
free and he watched her hole flex and clench in its absence for a moment before
tossing it on top of the towel. Someone would have to clean up this place
afterward; maybe it was the girl’s job. It didn’t matter. Worrying about things
like that was for little people.


He took his time
undressing, laying out his clothes carefully on the conference table. He
stripped completely. He would have felt ridiculous in his sock and shirt tails,
like an actor in some cheap porn production. He wasn’t ashamed to let Baron see
him naked, quite the contrary. He had the results of a personal trainer,
liposuction, and a whole winter of tanning sessions to show off. He definitely
had nothing to be embarrassed about when it came to his junk.


He worked his cock
a bit as he tore open a condom with his teeth, partly to make putting the
condom on an easier operation, but also to show off a bit for Baron.


Match this,
sucker. Who’s the big dog in this room?


It was a shame
that the girl couldn’t admire it too, beg for it while he waved it in front of
her eyes and spanked her cheeks to tease her before he let her choke on it for a
while. Next time, he promised himself.


He found a tube of
lubricant and a box of latex gloves on the cart. He enjoyed the ritual of
preparation; snapping on the gloves, lacing his fingers together to stretch the
webbing between them and work out the slack. He squeezed a generous dollop of
lube onto his fingertips and worked it deep into the girl’s hole, sawing his
fingers in and out and turning his wrist to coat her well inside. He liked to
let her feel his fingers curling and scissoring within as she waited in an
agony of suspense and imagined what was coming next.


In her case it was
probably wasted effort. She was beyond thinking. Her chest was working like a bellows
as she huffed out muffled sobs. If she could speak, she would be babbling
nonsense or asking for her Mommy. You couldn’t properly humiliate anyone who
was that far gone.


When he could
delay the moment no longer, he placed a thumb to either side of her hole and
pried the opening a bit wider. The pink membranes yawned. 


His cock was dark
and iron hard, engorged with blood. She resisted at first when she felt it
pressing against her opening, shaking her head violently to tell him that he
was demanding the impossible. He smacked her ass to make her loosen up. The
pain made her opening flex reactively and he oozed in.


There was no
physical or mental sensation to compare to this, he thought. When a girl’s ass
was getting skewered good and deep, there was no question any more about who
was owned and who was the owner. There were a few sluts out there who actually
liked it that way, or pretended to, but for most of them it was the most
painful, disgusting, and humiliating thing that a man could do to them. They
would tell you that there was no way it was ever going to happen, if they were
given a choice.


But there was no
pussy in the world this tight and smooth, and no joy could compete with the
sight of a well heated ass gripping the base of his tool. No other conquest was
this complete.


He fed only a part
of it into her ass, and gave her a minute to fool herself into believing that
she had taken it all. As he began to work it slowly in and out, she was
starting to think that this wasn’t so bad after all, maybe relaxing a bit and
trying to ride with it. When she went slack and lowered her head, he knew it
was time to spring his little surprise.


With a sudden
stab, he rammed the full length into her, balls deep. He didn’t give her any
time to adjust to the shock. Instead he began hammering it in rough and fast,
giving her the full length with every thrust of his hips. 


She was feeling it
now, there was no doubt about that, writhing around on it like a hooked worm
and bawling under that hood. She was making him harder than ever, throbbing and
ready to explode, but he had stamina and self-control. He planned to make this
one last as long as he could; if only because he knew she was praying that it
would be over soon. If he caught himself getting too close to the edge, he
would pause for a while, stay in good and deep so that she would know he wasn’t
finished with her yet, maybe rock his hips a bit to remind her while he wiped
off the sweat and took another sip of Scotch. Then, rested and refreshed, he
would grab a double handful of that blistered ass and start again. 
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There were already
several cars parked in the lot when Regis climbed out of the back of the limo.
A cluster of men had gathered together by the main door, shifting their feet
and chatting with the attitude of those who are waiting to be told what to do
next. 


“What’s going on
here?” he asked gruffly. He recognized most of the men from board meetings.
They looked at him, then at each other, as though choosing a spokesman.


One of them
cleared his throat. “We all got your memo, Sir.”


“I didn’t send any
memos!” he barked. He had been called away from dinner by a cryptic message
that sounded urgent enough to get him on his jet flying into this backwater,
and he was in no mood for bad jokes.


Another car had
pulled in behind the limo. The stranger who emerged from it had silently fallen
into step behind Mr. Regis. 


“I sent the memo,”
he said.


Regis turned and
looked him up and down. “And you are?”


“Bart Langley from
Magma Industries. Your company is one of our parts suppliers, and has been for
ten years now.”


“I am quite
familiar with your company,” Regis said impatiently.


“It has come to my
attention that this plant has been producing substandard parts for some time
now, misrepresenting them, and selling them at full price. There is collusion
to hide that fact between the manager of this plant and one of our Vice
Presidents.”


His words set off
a ripple of low murmurs among the assembled men. 


“That’s a serious
charge,” said Regis. “I assume that you have evidence?”


“I do. Your plant
manager has been central to a number of unlawful and unethical activities that
are costing your company financially and endangering its reputation. The
documents that prove it have been compiled in his secretary’s office upstairs.
She has been most helpful to me in my investigations. If you gentlemen would
care to follow me upstairs, I can show them to you. It may also interest you to
know that Mr. Baron is up in the conference room with our Vice President right
now closing a deal that will cost both of our companies dearly.”


Regis narrowed his
eyes. “It’s good to know that Magma has such a loyal and ethical employee on
their payroll, but I’m just cynical enough to question your motives.”


A slow smile
spread over Langley’s face. “I could say that an honest man shouldn’t look away
when he sees corruption, even among his friends. The truth is that I am next in
line for a Vice Presidency, and exposing this plot will guarantee my swift
promotion.”


Regis barked with
laughter. “That I will believe.”











Chapter Twenty  


July Sixteen


2:30 A.M.



 

Sitting on his
barstool, Baron watched Justin as he hunched over his victim like some depraved
demon, slamming into the poor girl over and over until her over stimulated
nervous system collapsed with exhaustion and she became as limp and
unresponsive as a rag doll. His fingers were like claws as they gripped her
shoulders to draw her back against him and prevent the stool from being toppled
by the violence of his plunging cock. Baron felt an emotion that was entirely
new to him- shame.


It had been one
thing to take advantage of the Albertson girl’s thoughtless crime and force her
to play a few of his dirty games. The bitch deserved that much and no real harm
had ever come of it. This time he was taking things to a new level. He was
prostituting her, handing her over to a true sadist for a session of real
torture and brutal rape. The man had no regard for her safety, only his own
pleasure. She was only meat to him. If she died, he would only consider it an
annoying inconvenience.


Baron knew her
intimately though. Their long association had bred a grudging appreciation in
him for her efficiency and hard work, almost an affection. It hurt him to see
her used with such brutality. He knew that he could have rescued her earlier
with a few words, and only greed prevented him.


He was resolved to
make it up to her somehow. Maybe a long paid vacation would help smooth things
over, or a raise in her weekly wage.


Justin gasped and
thrust himself deep as he spent himself at last. Leaning over the girl to drip
sweat on her back and deliver a farewell smack to her ass as he withdrew his
glistening cock with a shudder.


“Damn! That was
good!” he exclaimed, ripping off the condom and tossing it onto the cart. “I’ll
be ready for sloppy seconds in no time. Have you got a shower around here? I
reek.”


“There’s one in my
office. Go ahead and use it. The towels are clean. What’s mine is yours.” Baron
smirked a bit at the last words, thinking ironically that he had spoken an
unfortunate truth. Even his soul was for sale now.


Justin didn’t even
bother to dress. There was no one in the building except the three of them
anyway, and he didn’t want to put clean clothing on over all that sweaty skin.
He padded out of the room naked and staggering a bit with weariness and
alcohol.


The girl bending
over the stool was quiet at last, breathing noisily through the nose hole in
her hood. She was no doubt exhausted, yet still tense as she waited anxiously
for whatever new tortures her unseen tormenters might decide to inflict.


They were alone
together now. There was no harm in taking off that damned hood for a while. She
could breathe better without that damn gag. The hood was darkening with
moisture around her mouth, and she had to be near drowning on her own drool.


He rummaged
through the cabinet under the sink and found a bottle of hand lotion before he
approached the bent figure. He was careful removing the clips from her labia,
but she still twitch a bit with the sudden bite of fresh pain as blood flowed
into the area again. He squirted some of the cool lotion on to her welted
cheeks, wincing as he examined her condition close up. He had never taken a
thrashing to this extreme before. He spread the lotion gently. 


Moving to the
front of the stool, he squatted down facing her and unzipped the front of the
hood, drawing the ball out of her mouth carefully. He was right. It was covered
with spit. Her lips were inflamed looking as she worked her aching jaw and took
a deep grateful breath. 


He wanted to see
her face, maybe have a few words with her. He needed to know how well she was
bearing up, perhaps even offer an apology for putting her through all of this,
and explain to her how important it was to both of them.


He unzipped the
back of the hood and slipped it off. Sweat had darkened her hair and plastered
it over her face, but he knew immediately that something was different about
it. It was too short, and the texture and color was all wrong.


With a growing
premonition of disaster, he brushed the curtain of hair away, revealing a tear
stained face. It was a face he recognized, but not the one he had expected to
see.


She blinked up at
him with a growing confusion.


“Andrew?”


He cradled her
face in his hands tenderly, knowing in that terrible moment that it was all
about to come crashing down around him...


“Amyleth?”


The stunned
husband and wife were still staring at each other when the board of directors
came into the room.



 

Miko was driving
one handed. Her other hand was casually plumbing the hot depths inside Sammy’s
pants. The girl was scrunched down on the shotgun side of the car with her legs
apart and her zipper undone to invite the exploring fingers. Her eyes were
closed and her mouth was open. 


Miko loved the
Packard almost as much as her bike, and knew how to coax the best performance
out of the elegant old beast. It was a night for disguises, and Miko loved
dressing up and playing roles. Tonight she felt like Kato at the wheel of The
Black Beauty. 


Anyway, her chauffeur’s
uniform was extra spiffy tonight. Corrie had polished up the brass buttons and
oiled the Sam Browne belt before returning it to her. The chicky was a bit of a
fuss-ass. Hell- the crazy bitch couldn’t hang a picture without using a
contractor’s transit. But sometimes her attention to detail wasn’t a bad thing.


Even if she had
stretched out the tunic with her big Anglo tits.


In the back seat,
Sophie fished the martini shaker out of the ice bucket and filled two glasses,
handing one over to Corrie.


“What will happen
to Amyleth now?” asked Corrie.


Sophie shrugged
and speared an olive out of the jar with a fingernail. “She will divorce the
bastard probably, or pretend to forgive him and make his life hell from now on.
It’s time she came out of the closet and moved on anyway. Maybe she will find a
sympathetic girlfriend among her circle of corporate wives. Most of their
husbands are cheating after all. Some of those wives are sure to be considering
revenge and open to a little walk on the wild side. Amyleth certainly was.”


She ruffled
Corrie’s hair. “That’s so like you, to worry about the bastard’s wife when it’s
your own future you need to think about. Baron is going to be out of there. No
doubt about that. The company will probably do a thorough house cleaning; so
there will be vacancies, field promotions. Your official record is clean now.
Baron won’t see any profit in dragging your little unauthorized loans into this
case, especially if it means confessing to blackmail and rape. No prosecutor
would bother with a small fry when he has such a big fish in his net already.
When all is said and done, you may wind up with a better job title, or at least
a new and improved boss. Your future is long overdue for a bit of retooling.”


She dropped a hand
on Corrie’s thigh and squeezed it. “That just leaves the question about what
you will find to do with your spare time.” 











Epilogue  


September Twenty Five



 

The clock over the
bar at Malone’s says it’s six, a bit too early for the usual night crowd. A few
commuters were in earlier, waiting out the rush hour traffic, but they were
just looking for a quick cold one to unwind with on the way home. They are all
gone now. The two girls groping in the corner booth only have eyes for each
other. Except for them and the bartender, I have the place to myself.


When the door
opens I have to squint against the setting sun blasting through. It makes a
silhouette out of the woman standing there, a framed portrait of indecision.


The way she is
dressed, she belongs on the other side of town, where there is a hybrid in
every driveway, and fondue in every pot. She isn’t lost, at least not in the
geographical sense. She knows where she is. She just doesn’t know if she
belongs here.


I feel an eerie
echo of the night I stood in that same spot while Miko invited me into a new
world.


I have seen
newcomers here before. The ones who are merely slumming arrive in giggling
groups and stay only until we freak them out with the most creatively offensive
acts that we can manage. It has become a sort of sport among us- mind fucking
the tourists.


The serious
seekers come alone.


She scans the
room, taking in me and the bartender and the graffiti covered walls. The couple
grappling in the corner makes her turn away. She isn’t disgusted, just
embarrassed for them. It’s me that her eyes come back to. I scare her a little
dressed in all that hard leather and steel, looking her up and down the way a
man would, mentally opening the package and doing rude things to the goodies
inside. But that’s what she really wants and we both know it. 


With my foot, I
push the chair opposite me away from the table. The legs squeak on the floor,
drawing her attention. I gesture toward it, inviting her to join me. 


She stands and
fidgets in front of me- a shy girl. I’ll fix that.


“Someone told me I
might make new friends here.”


I snort. “If you
wanted friends you would have joined a church. This is the place where bad
girls come to meet other bad girls.”


She sits down
across from me stiffly, ready to run.


“My name is
Tiffy,” she says.


“Are you a bad
girl, Tiffy?” 


I put my hand over
hers. It’s cold and trembling. She needs reassurance. Sophie teases me about
picking up strays, but I have a warm spot for them. 


“I’m a little
nervous,” she giggles. Her hand turns in mine and closes over it, welcoming the
comfort of the connection.


“It’s all right,”
I tell her, “Everyone has a first time.” 


A shudder passes
through her, and her eyes drop instinctively. She is looking for someone to
submit to, as if I haven’t already guessed. I give her hand a little squeeze to
let her know that I care and understand. 


I will save the
verbal abuse for later, when I have her trussed up at home, after she confesses
all of her sins and begs for penance and absolution.


“They call me
Mistress Coraline.” 

















 

Satan’s Sisters, Book II











Chapter One



 

The light comes on and I hear someone behind me
chambering a round. I don’t need to be told to freeze.


“Turn around slowly,” she says.


When I do, I’m
staring down the barrel of a shotgun. She has it tucked under her arm with the
stock braced against the back of her wheel chair. If the gun goes off, the
recoil will send the chair flying backwards to slam against the wall, a comic
effect I won’t be able to appreciate.


She’s holding a twelve gauge. The
barrel looks about as short as the law allows. From the set of her jaw, I’m
guessing that she is spiteful enough to have it loaded with double naught. She
isn’t aiming it. She doesn’t need to. If she decides to touch the trigger, I
won’t just die. I will come apart.


“Who are you?” she demands.


I’m Hung Low—that’s the handle the
Sisters of Satan gave me. My real name is Miko Macarthy. My dad is Scottish-Italian.
My mom is Filipino-Japanese. They met while he was on R&R from ‘Nam. I
speak English with a Castilian singsong and Japanese with a brogue. I gesture a
lot while I speak. I guess you could say I’m a typical American kid.


Mom gave me almond eyes and lustrous
black hair that grows long and thick down my back. I could sell off my braid
for a battleship hawser. If you’re starting to imagine some frail Japanese
flower—erase that. I have Daddy’s bones. I teach aerobics. Nobody fucks with
me.


At least—it’s been that way up till
now.


I’ve been riding with the Sisters ever
since I decided to drop out of college and come out of the closet. It was no
big change, really, just a decision to stop trying to be something I couldn’t.
Maybe it was when my boyfriend Jack proposed, and I realized that saying yes
would mean spending the rest of my nights staring at the ceiling and pretending
that Sharon Stone was between my legs instead of some smelly guy.


Maybe it was when I realized that a
degree in comparative linguistics was worth zip out there in the real world.


Maybe I just got tired of being called
a “cunning linguist”.


Maybe it was when Mom and Dad told me
that they had decided they didn’t have to stay together for the sake of the
children anymore. I couldn’t honestly say that it was any surprise to me. The
angry whispers that had drifted through their bedroom door when my sister was
still home had grown in volume after she married. I had been wrapping a pillow
around my ears at night, muffling the sound enough to make sleep possible. I
didn’t want to stay with Mom and hear her rag on Dad, and Pop’s new squeeze
made it clear that I sure as hell wasn’t welcome in their little love nest.
When they split—I split.


So one night I was getting quietly
drunk in some rathole bar downtown when the Sisters of Satan came in. They were
blasted as usual, and being obnoxious just to see the solid citizens blanch and
turn away. I looked them over, wondering if they were as butch as they seemed.
They were pretty intimidating in all that leather and steel, pierced, tattooed,
and stoned out of their skulls. Still, a couple of them looked as though they
might be cute if you cleaned them up a little. They weren’t much of a gang, as
gangs go.


Sheena was de facto leader. She was a
leggy red head who used to be a stripper, but now sang for a local rock band.
Honeytwat was her bitch, a sweet little number who seemed out of her depth
among all those greasy Huns, until I got to know her and found out she had done
some hard time for assault. Furpie was bi-polar, bi-sexual, and, like me,
bi-racial. In her case she was black and Vietnamese. Gypsy was a space cadet
who kept everyone supplied with grass and did tarot readings on the side. Bonny
was just plain mean. 


It was Bonny who saw me watching and
snarled across the room.


“Whateryalookinat?”


When a biker challenges you, the best
response is a mumbled apology and a hasty retreat, but I was drunk and
depressed and feeling suicidal enough to flip her the bird. 


She should have squashed me like a
bug, but my chutzpah surprised her and she laughed instead. An hour later, I
was buying beers all around. Two hours later, I was in bed with Sheena and
Honeytwat. I was pretty much hanging with the gang off and on after that.


Mom said I was in bad company, and
only bad would come of it. I said fuck that—her life was no American success
story. We had a big fight, and after that I pretty much lost touch with the
whole family.


I never moved into the gerbil warren
they called a clubhouse, but we rode together in the evenings. I got a bike of
my own. I started wearing more leather. I had a snake tattooed around my arm.
The transformation from co-ed to stud bull dyke took about a month. Gypsy said
that it really wasn’t necessary to open the closet door with an axe, but she
understood. Sometimes you get tired of hiding in the dark. 


I enjoyed looking as butch as I felt.
I would slouch down the street in full kit—leather jacket, biker boots, chaps,
keys jangling from the chain on my trucker’s wallet. There’s nothing scarier
than a dyke with an attitude. I got a secret thrill from watching young mothers
take a firm grip on their daughters’ hands and scurry across the street when I
approached. Sometimes they threw a quick glance over their shoulders, and the
tight, disarming smiles they flashed at me would reveal a secret longing.


Back in my Connie Co-ed days, I got
more approval and less grief from the straight world, but advertising pays. The
sweet femmes who needed my kind of rough trade liked my package. Then I met
Sophie, and Sophie liked the girl inside—huge difference. 


I didn’t get exclusive with anyone
until Sophie came along. The rest of the gang had nothing to offer really. They
worked enough to qualify for unemployment. Their hobbies included getting high
and picking fights. Their conversations centered around bikes, beer, and
balling.


But Sophie had been places and done
things. She was educated and well read. She thought about stuff that mattered.
The first time we bunked together, she warned me not to get serious on her. I
should have listened. I was half in love when she hooked up with a
congresswoman and was off to D.C. with a hug and a wave.


For a while, I nursed fantasies of
going up to Washington and crashing one of those famous black tie parties. I
would roar up the marble steps and through the French doors on my Harley,
wearing my baddest colors, and slide to a halt right in front of Sophie and Ms.
Legislator. I would roll a joint one handed, put it between Sophie’s lips and
light it for her; then share the smoke around a kiss before roaring away.


I never did it—of course. Outing a
congresswoman wouldn’t have done anything for La Causa, and I still wanted
Sophie’s respect. Anyhow—revenge is petty. All I did was send Sophie a cheerful
little postcard and remind her that she always had a friend. I really had no
reason to feel hurt at all. When I was still feeling wounded after a couple of
weeks, I said fuck it. I took a week off from the aerobics gig, packed a tent
into my saddlebags, and hit the road.


I know—licking your wounds in the cave
is a guy thing. I was supposed to turn to my Sisters and let them share my
pain. Fuck that—Hung Low grieves alone. A road trip beats the alternatives,
like binge drinking, or climbing a steeple with a seven millimeter magnum and a
nine power sniper scope.


I took the two lane, leaning over the
handlebars to let the slipstream toy with my braid and wipe my tears away. I
pushed her hard, savoring that frantic heartbeat between my legs. 


If you head due north from most
cities, out past the strip malls and used car lots, beyond the trailer courts,
industrial parks, and abandoned farms, you come to the ratlands. The ratlands
go by many names, but they are all the same. This one is called Bear Lake, but
there aren’t any bears there, and the lake is a mudhole too small for water
sports. The soil is too poor for farming and the factory closed after the war.
It’s a shabby place. No one sets out to live there, and the people who end up
in Bear Lake know that they probably aren’t going anywhere better. They like to
be left alone, and extend that courtesy to strangers. I love the place.


Any road off the main highway becomes
a cow path after a couple of miles. No urban adventurer wants to get his SUV
all scratched and muddy on those trails, but they are no problem for a bike. I
have explored these back roads until I know them well enough not to get
seriously lost. It’s the place beyond the end of everything. I go there when I
need to be by myself.



 

***



 

She isn’t as old as I first
thought—maybe fifty-five, and the bulk of her arms and shoulders suggests
strength. Whatever it was that left her legs wasted and skeletal under her lap
robe had no effect on her general health. I remember the grab bars in her
bathroom and imagine her moving from wheelchair to bathtub with the grace of a
gymnast on a vaulting horse. 


Deformity has always repelled me. I
look away when I see crutches or wheelchairs. Blind beggars hear my footsteps
quicken as I pass, and the change that clatters into the cup is a blackmail
payment to my conscience.



 

So the gaunt shanks that I see before
me make my stomach roil. I can only imagine the atrophied muscle and pale skin
hidden by the robe.


She is a handsome woman, though her
nose is a bit long, and her gray eyes too narrow and flinty. Her long
mouse-colored hair is wound up and pinned back, emphasizing her high cheek
bones, strong jaw, and pointed chin. 


“What are you doing in my house?” she
asks.


I’m at a loss for words. She wouldn’t
believe the truth. I consider telling her that I’m a rapist, but it’s only in
the movies that people stare down the barrel of a shotgun and say flippant
things.



 

***



 

I studied them through binoculars,
sitting on the ground with my back against an old beech. Its bark was as smooth
and grey as an elephant’s leg.


Like many old beeches, this one had
gone hollow inside. A mother squirrel had moved in. She kept poking her nose
out of the hole to tell me how much she didn’t want me there. From the
chittering and rustling going on inside the tree, I had already guessed that
she had a family to protect. When I got tired of her lip, I dug a bag of
peanuts out of my saddlebags and ate a few. Then I leaned back against the tree
and put a peanut on top of my head. The squirrel shut up while she weighed risk
against greed, and I was free of distraction while I steadied my elbows on my
knees and watched the house.


My tent was pitched just over the
hill. I had set up camp the night before, thinking that I was alone in the
depths of the forest. Morning revealed a fenced meadow, and a house hidden in
the valley below.


Real houses were a rarity in this part
of the country. Out here, five miles from the main road, it was a real
curiosity. Most of the locals parked their doublewides closer to town. I
thought it was abandoned at first, until I saw the light in the upstairs
window.


It was a stone monster, three stories
high. The doors were recessed under arches. The mullioned windows barred with
ornamental iron. I counted three chimneys and four second-floor balconies. The
stone had been quarried from the limestone cliff behind the house. There were
veins of iron running through the rock. From my point of view, it seemed that
the cliff had given birth to the house, and the rust stained rock still bled.
Formidable though it looked, I thought it would be a soft target.


I like to break and enter. Call it a
vice.


I take only one item from each place I
visit, a souvenir, nothing of great monetary value, nothing dear. I prefer
something the owner has touched or worn; a drinking cup, a used lipstick,
panties, a personal vibrator. It’s a sort of benign stalking, I suppose, a way
of counting coup, more delicious when I know the victim first. Nibble, nibble,
little mouse. I know locks; I know alarm systems; and nobody’s home when I go
in- usually.


Okay—it’s the adrenaline rush, the
childhood hide and seek thrill. I have to get in and make my selection and get
out fast before I get caught. 


Like now.


Nibble, nibble, little mouse . . .


The woman in the wheelchair has a
phone in her hand, and I’m trying to console myself with the thought that
getting busted beats the marble slab and the toe tag.


Who’s that nibbling at my house?


Her eyes never leave me, even to dial.
The gun doesn’t waver either.


“Sam,” she says into the phone, “are
you on your way home, Dear?” 


Her dialect is pure New England,
Boston, I’m thinking. Her final “R” is as soft as a sigh. Her vowels come out of
her nose. Grandpa made a fortune on whalebone corsets before moving west,
that’s my guess. 


“Were you able to find the sherbet I
like? Excellent! Do hurry home, dear. I have a surprise for you.”


Why does it frighten me to see her so
calm?











Chapter Two



 

I know who Sam is. I have read the
names on the mailbox where their driveway meets the road—Tabitha and Samantha
Tanner. Tabitha must be the one in the wheelchair. 


I have seen Sam as well, watching her
as she worked the hydraulic tailgate on the van to load Tabitha, wheelchair and
all, aboard. She was younger than Tabitha, but too mature to be a daughter—a
sister perhaps. Through my binoculars, I could see that she was large, not fat,
big boned and wide shouldered. Under her slacks were racehorse thighs and a
butt as hard and tight as a bowling ball. Thinking about bowling made me think
about fingers in holes. That made me think about Sophie.


It wasn’t love at first sight. Sophie
and I have both been there-done that. We know that sudden crushes are dangerous.
They put crazy ideas into a girl’s head, and blind her to the warning signs.
They say lesbians bring a U- Haul to the second date. It’s true. Many of us
fall quick and hard. We are too swift to trust a sister soul, and
pathologically reluctant to let go, even after our friends can all see that the
game has gone into sudden death overtime.


I still remember the first time I saw
her. I was at a party that Sheena’s band was throwing to celebrate the end of a
successful Midwestern tour. Everyone was pretty plowed, so even the designated
bouncer was slow to react when some clown threw down the gauntlet over an
imagined slight. He had smashed a bottle on the edge of the bar, intending to
use the jagged neck as a weapon. It never works the way it does in the movies.
He had pretty much destroyed the whole bottle, and gashed himself besides. The
cut was small, but gushing blood the way glass cuts do. The sight of his own
blood just made him crazier, and he was winding up to put a serious hurt on
somebody.


Just then, Sophie walked in off the
street and stepped behind him. She placed two fingers on each side of his neck,
just below his ears, and pressed hard. He started to turn, wondering what kind
of crap was going down here. He never made it. Sophie just turned with him,
holding on, and in a couple of seconds he slumped to the floor like a sleepy
kid. Sophie leaned over and checked his pulse. By that time, the bouncer was
there, and she asked him to find a quiet place for the brave warrior to rest. I
was there too, crowding in to get a better look at her.


She was tall and fair, moving with the
languid grace of a cat. Her intelligent eyes looked out at the world with
perpetual amusement. I would later learn that she was a sort of divine
trickster, fond of practical jokes with Zen punch lines.


“Nice tan,” I said, because commenting
on her quick action right away would have been uncool.


“Thanks,” she said. She looked me up
and down and grinned. “Nice leather.”


Fact is, she was wearing more leather
than I was. I was dressed for biking though, and her leathers were more of a
fetish thing. It takes a really secure top to parade in public with a full kit,
but that was just what she was doing. I looked back, our eyes met, and we
didn’t have to negotiate much after that. We both knew the same hunger, and we
both liked what we saw. 


“What was that?” I stabbed a thumb in
the direction of sleeping beauty, who was snoring peacefully on a couch,
“Vulcan nerve pinch?”


She laughed. “Nothing that fancy. I
just shut off the blood supply to his brain for a few seconds. He might have a
headache later.”


She looked into my eyes and riffled
the pages of my mind. I swear I felt her mental fingers on my skull, as though
she were doing psychic phrenology. I have since learned that she does it to everyone.
Gypsy felt it too, the first time they met. She must have liked what she read,
because her smile brightened and she said; “Thank you, I will have a beer.”


I hadn’t asked yet, but she knew I was
about to. I got her a beer. We talked. Later we screwed. Eventually we shared
an apartment. I fell in love.


It was an incredibly stupid thing to
do. The more I learned about Sophie, the more I knew that no one would ever lay
claim to her. The night we met she had just stepped off a boat from Australia,
where she went to surf and stayed to go “walkabout”. For her, that was just one
more thing to be tasted, a resume enhancer. She had already done everything
from cattle roping to teaching dowagers to Tango. I couldn’t place her dialect.
Her background was more diverse than mine, and she had sampled cultures all
over the world.


Her favorite hobby, I soon learned,
was sex. She liked it rough. She preferred women, and she liked to be on top.
She could wrap a bullwhip around a balloon without breaking it and reduce a
bottom to blubbering hysteria without touching her. It was more than technical
skill. She was Mistress of those intangibles—presence, imagination, and
empathy. Greedy little bottoms were lined up to beg for her attention. She
taught me a lot of what she knew, and I had all the action I could handle just
assisting. 


It would be corny to say that we were
soul mates, every lover believes that, but we were simpatico. Many women,
especially those living on the sexual frontier, see themselves as victims of
oppression. Sophie and I never bought that notion. We always did as we pleased,
without guilt or inhibition. Life for us was one big hedonistic celebration.


The whole dyke package, the left wing
politics, new age religion, and herbal tea thing, never seemed to work for us.
We liked our coffee strong, our scotch neat, and our girls’ ass up and begging.
As Sophie put it, we were Libertarians and libertines.


And we were hot together. It didn’t
matter that we both wanted to be on top, we worked that out the first night.


We wrestled for it, naked and oiled,
on a rubber mat. We only wore jockstrap style dildo harnesses. The rules were
simple. Loser gets fucked. We went at it snarling, like mating leopards. Sophie
took two out of three, but I let her win the last one.


Back to Sam. I watched her secure the
chair in the van and drive away. Her walk was a disappointment; she strode like
a marine. I like my ladies soft and yielding. That is—except for Sophie.


The squirrel came down the tree with
cautious little hops, ready to fly if I moved. I felt the little paws tickling
my hair as the prize was seized. Then I heard her scuttle back to her squeaking
brood. I put another peanut on my head and waited for darkness to fall.


Seeing them leave together earlier in
the day, I assumed that they always went out together. When the garage door
rolled up in the evening, and the van emerged, I thought it contained two
women. I didn’t think that a crippled woman would stay home alone in dangerous
times like these. I didn’t think that she would be cold blooded enough to let
me prowl her house unchallenged while she loaded up the family shotgun.


Shit—I didn’t think.


The cattle fence was no problem. It
was down in many places. When the van’s headlights could no longer be seen, I
kicked my cycle awake and rolled up to the back door.


It was unlocked—a disappointment. I
had my tool kit in my jeans, and there is no thrill to compare with teasing a
deadbolt open. (Well, maybe one.) I wasn’t really surprised though. Lots of
country folks leave their doors open. 


I found a museum inside. The place
hadn’t been re-decorated since Victoria was on the throne. Everywhere I looked
were tiffany lampshades, tassels, antimacassars, doilies. The fireplace in the
library was big enough to be a crematorium. The portrait of some musty ancestor
glowered down from the mantel. From the cut of his clothes, I guessed that he
was Grandpa, the corset king.


The elevator should have tipped me
off. The car was up by the stairway landing, instead of downstairs, where it
would be if the cripple had gone out. I was too busy admiring the spiral
stairway to notice.


The bathrooms were bizarre. There were
grab bars everywhere, so I could assume that Tabitha’s condition was permanent.
The shower was huge, and there was a plastic chair inside it. There was
porcelain and stainless steel everywhere: toilets, sinks, bidets, douche
nozzles. These ladies had a thing for hygiene.


I was upstairs, going through the
nightstand drawers, when the wheelchair rolled silently into the room behind
me.



 

***



 

Sam is back. She has taken her time,
putting groceries away and puttering around the kitchen before coming upstairs.
Now she stands in the doorway with a bowl of sherbet in each hand, looking from
the shotgun to me.


“What’s happened here?” she asks, more
surprised than alarmed.


“It would appear that I have captured
a burglar,” says Tabitha dryly.


Sam sets the bowls down carefully.
“Have you called the police?” She has a precise way of biting off words that is
intimidating and rather sexy. If we met in a bar, I would be plying her with
double Manhattans by now, and discreetly checking out her marital status and
sexual orientation.


The shotgun is steady. Isn’t her arm
tired? “I was waiting for you to get home first,” says Tabitha. “I thought we
might discuss what we should do with her.”


I don’t like being left out. “You
could let me go,” I offer hopefully. “You will never see me again.”


“It seems a shame to turn her over to
the police,” Sam says. “She will just end up with some three hundred pound axe
murderess for a roommate.” I have a strange feeling that they are performing
for my benefit, speaking rehearsed lines for the sake of form. I keep waiting
for them to dissolve into laughter, slap me on the back, and share the joke. 











Chapter Three



 

Sam is studying me. The pink tip of
her tongue wets her lips, not furtively, the way it would if she were nervous.
It’s more of a sensual thing. She is looking at me the way she should be
looking at her bowl of sherbet. There should have been a warning posted on the
door: “Trespassers will be violated.”


Sam asks: “Does she have any weapons?”


“I haven’t asked,” says Tabitha. They
are still talking about me as though I’m not there.


Sam nods in my direction. “Take off
your jacket.”


It’s a small thing she’s asking for,
but I don’t like taking orders. I peel off my jacket and throw it at Sam’s
face. The barrel of the shotgun rises a little, and I fear for a second that
Tabitha thinks I’m using the jacket to distract them while I charge for the
door. Sam is calmer. She snags my jacket out of the air one handed and smiles
gently. My temper has amused her.


Sam goes through my pockets and finds
the keys to my Harley. I should have left them in the ignition, in case I had
to haul ass, but I took them out from habit.


“A motorcycle?” Sam sees the logo
stamped on the key.


“Out back,” I shrug. I want to be on
that bike in the worst way, but I’m being cool. The Sisters of Satan show no
fear.


“How interesting!” says Sam. “Now the
shirt.”


I hesitate. My tee shirt is size extra
large, and hangs to my knees like a dress. I’m not afraid to let them see my
tits, but there is something else I would rather not reveal. 


“Did you hear me?” there is a warning
in Sam’s voice.


I shuck the shirt.


“There is something in her pants,”
Tabitha cautions.


Sam doesn’t get to it right away. She
is checking out my boobs. They aren’t big, but they are real perky. She
approves. Then her eyes move down to the bulge.


“That’s not a gun, is it?” It’s a
rhetorical question. She recognizes the shape.


“No.” I’m not volunteering anything.


“Let’s see it.”


I glare back at her. I knew it would
come to this when she entered the room. It takes one to know one, and my radar
works fine. Would they shoot me for refusing to strip? Am I ready to find out?


With a sigh, I kick off my boots and
drop the trousers.


Strike one.


Okay, I’ve got a dick. It’s not real,
of course, but it looks as real as latex can. I started wearing it to advertise
my butchness; any femme that saw me would know my scene was fucking. Trouble
was, I fell in love with the damn thing. Now I wear it even when I’m not
cruising. You might say I’m always packing. 


“She does have a concealed weapon,”
Sam jokes.


I blush scarlet. “Can I dress now?”


“Take off your socks,” says Sam. “You
look ridiculous.”


Strike two


I sit on the floor to take them off.
When I am naked, Sam crosses the room in two strides and kicks my clothes into
the corner, out of my reach. Then she hauls me to my feet by my braid.


She’s much taller than I am, exuding a
rawboned strength that’s scary. She’s dressed too, and I’m buck naked, except
for the jockstrap harness my dick is poking out of. It occurs to me that I
could use her for a shield somehow. Tabitha won’t fire with Sam so close to me.
Sam knows it too, of course. The shotgun has become a bluff I won’t call. Sam
has proven herself braver than I. 


Strike three.


Sam looks deep into my eyes. Hers are
cold and amused—blue ice. I have to pee.


“Open your mouth.” Her forearms are
bare and muscular, covered with white down. Her nails are unpainted and trimmed
close. They are strong hands.


She makes a show of looking inside my
mouth. I let her count my fillings with a finger that seems more interested in
my rather full lower lip. She’s daring me to bite. I’m thinking about it.
Watching my mental struggle is turning her on. Maybe I’m a coward for not
taking off one of her fingers and spitting it in her face. Maybe I’m waiting
for what’s next.


A full orifice examination, that’s the
polite euphemism down at the cop shop. She grins at my compliance and gives my
braid another little twist to rub my nose in it. She’s got my number—damn her!
The sweat is dripping down my armpits and my leather jock is damp. We can both
smell my heat. She’s going to get rough and force me to like it.


And I will like being forced. 


She slips a thumb into my mouth,
holding my jaw, depressing my tongue. I close my mouth around it and suck. Why
pretend? I’ll party, even do a little rough stuff, if that’s her scene. If I
can charm Satan’s Sisters, I can win Sam over too.


In the morning, I’m thinking, Sam will
make breakfast for three, and the shotgun will be back in Grandpa’s gun
cabinet. All I need to do is practice a little diplomacy and turn on the sex.


One hand releases my jaw and strokes
down my throat, encircling it briefly as though measuring me for a collar. The
other hand slides down my back and into my crack and cups my cheeks. She leans
forward to sniff my hair and whisper in my ear.


“Bend over.”


I know the posture she wants. I drape
myself over the bed and spread my legs. Her hands snake around me to twist my
nipples. I feel her snatch grinding away against my butt. Abandoning my
breasts, her fingers trail across my ribs and down my flanks. She’s assessing
me like horseflesh, checking my muscle tone, the texture of my skin. Later she
may get around to seeing how I respond to the crop.


I stiffen when she eases the jock
strap over my hips, as though I anticipate pain from the operation. The weight
of my dick is suddenly gone, symbolically amputated. I didn’t really feel naked
until now.


“You won’t mind if I borrow this for
awhile,” Sam purrs. She steps into it and adjusts the straps to fit her hips.
I’m the one who came souvenir hunting. She’s the one with the trophy. 


Then I feel her hands again, stroking
up and down my slit, opening the seam and finding it slick inside. She trails a
finger up the crack of my ass, making me shiver. Now and then, a finger dips
into one hole or the other, teasing me. She’s good. If I didn’t want it before;
I want it now.


“Nice ass,” says Sam.


I’m facing the wall, ashamed. “Thank
you,” I mutter sarcastically. 


She rewards my lip with a hearty smack
on the ass. I yelp and start to straighten up, but her hand falls on the back
of my neck and pushes my face against the bed while she studies the rising handprint.
Apparently the result pleases her, because she decorates the other cheek too.


Then she finds better work for her
hands. I’d swoon if she didn’t have one arm cradling my hips, her fingers
dancing feather soft against my clit. Her other hand is in my cunt, two
fingers, three. I moan and ball the bedspread in my fists.


“You’re easy,” she mocks.


I know a bit of fear is a turn on.
I’ve seen the worried looks on the faces of sweet little tricks when they see
the size of my dick. I’ve seen it change to dismay when they find out where I
plan to put it. I savor the moment when their heat rises under my cunning
touch, until their eyes close and they whisper assent. A little pain makes the
pleasure sweeter, and they cum hard while I feed it to them deep and slow.


But I always felt it was better to
give than receive. Now I’m the one bent over, and Sam is the one prying my lips
apart to fuck me with my own dick. I’m too far gone to care. My breath is
wheezing through my nose, and I’m chirping every time she slams home.


It’s over. I’m sprawled on the bed
like a homicide victim inside a chalk outline. I slowly open my eyes to see
Tabitha. She has the shotgun across her lap, and she is finishing her sherbet.
No doubt she enjoyed the show. I wonder if I can make it past her to the door
before she drops the bowl and aims the gun, or if it’s even necessary to try.
It’s academic anyway. I’m too wasted to move.


Sam comes out of the bathroom. She has
washed her hands and combed her hair. She’s a proper lady again.


“If you don’t want to turn her over to
the police,” says Tabitha. “Then you have to choose between letting her loose
and shooting her.”


“Just give me a minute to grab my
stuff,” I mumble from the bed. “I’ll be gone in a flash.”


“I wouldn’t dream of letting a felon
loose on an unsuspecting world,” says Sam. I’m not alarmed. I’m sure that she
is giving me a line of bull just to see me squirm. Tabby raises the shotgun.
She is actually going along with this gag.


“You have overlooked a third choice,”
says Sam. “We can keep her.” 


I start to move, alarmed by the sudden
thought that there are worse things in life than a shotgun lobotomy, but Sam
lands on my chest hard enough to drive all of the air out of my lungs. I never
see the hypo that she jabs into my ass, and I’m out in less time than it takes
to tell.



 

When I wake up, I’m lying on a
concrete floor. I’m thirsty beyond belief. It’s not just cotton mouth from the
drugs; I’m dehydrated. I have dim memories of Sam reappearing with a fresh dose
every time I started to show signs of life. My ass feels like a pincushion.


I look around. I’m in a coal bin that
has been converted into a laundry. Plywood covers the old coal chute. Across
the room, a washing machine is chugging merrily away. There is a pile of stored
junk in the corner, steamer trunks, scrap lumber, rusty bed springs from an old
cot.


I’m still naked. There is a heavy
chain padlocked around my waist. The other end of the chain is locked around a
post that supports the beam holding up the center of the house. I’ve been lying
on the chain long enough to leave red depressions in my waist. The floor is
warm, but it has leached that heat from my body, leaving me chilled and aching.
I struggle to a sitting position and find that there is enough slack in the
chain to let me slide it up and down the post. I can sit, stand, or pace in
circles. I can’t reach the laundry faucets to get water, or anything that might
help me escape. I can reach the floor drain that the washing machine empties
into, and I blush while I empty my bladder down the same hole.


It only takes me a minute to explore
the limits of my captivity, but I make a few more laps around the post anyway.
The exercise seems to clear the brain fog a little and panic is making me
restless. I spend some time jerking on the chain with both hands, just to make
sure that Sam hasn’t overlooked a weak link. I examine the locks, and decide
that they would yield quickly to the proper tool. I grin to myself when I
consider the wisdom of asking Sam for a hacksaw when I see her again.


It’s a steel jack post that I am
chained to. I could saw away at it with the chain for a year and do no more
than polish it. I might wear out the chain eventually, but not before it was
noticed and replaced.


It’s a safe bet that Sam hasn’t
decided to hold me for ransom. I sit on the floor and hug myself, stroking my
shoulders to generate heat. If hypothermia could kill me down here, I would be
dead already, but the chill is enough to leave me miserable and remind me that
I’m not wearing a stitch.


Focus, dammit!


Problem: I have been kidnapped by two
lonely looneybirds. Motive: Sex, I suppose, but Sam has already proven to be
full of surprises. Maybe she needs an organ donor, or a human sacrifice for
coven next week. If her intentions were honorable, she could have simply
invited me to stay. She already knows that I’m a sure thing in the bedroom.
Motive? I shiver.


Most likely scenario: Rescue isn’t
coming. No one knows I’m here. Sam is smart, and she isn’t going to leave me
any openings that she sees first. She knows how the law treats kidnappers, so I
don’t see much hope of persuading her to let me go. The chain around my waist
is a declaration. A line has been crossed. We are playing for keeps now. I
escape or end up in a shallow, unmarked grave. The only question is whether or
not I can stay alive long enough to find a chink in the wall.


After a long time, Sam comes down the
stairs with a glass of ice water in her hands. She watches me watch her drink
it. I’m not going to beg. I sit on the floor with my hands in my lap. I try to
look nonchalant, as though being here doesn’t bother me all that much, but I’m
coiled to move. If she hauls out another hypo, it will be her ass that gets
jabbed this time. The ice rattles against her teeth as she drains the glass. I’m
thirsty like you wouldn’t believe.


She refills the glass from the sink on
the other side of the room and sets it on the laundry table. “Put your hands
out in front of you,” she says. 


“Fuck you!” I say. 


She just grins at that, as though she
is enjoying the prospect of a real catfight. She is the one with all of the
weapons. I win by staying alive here. Every new day will be a little victory.
If I continue to be of interest to her, she will want me to enjoy reasonably
good health. When tedium sets in, my ass is in real jeopardy. I have to be the
ultimate Sammy. (That’s an acronym for Smart-Ass Masochist, if you haven’t
heard.) I have to pretend to be broken to her will, but slowly, because she has
to be enjoying the game, and I have to buy time until I figure a way to burgle
my way out of here. 


I have to do that without getting
broken for real.


“Thirsty?” There is cruel mockery in
her voice. It’s her opening bid. I play stubborn. She plays slow death. If she
isn’t bluffing, life is about to become very unpleasant. 


“Does Amnesty International know I’m
here?” I inquire sweetly. It’s a ploy for time; because I don’t want to take up
the challenge just yet; because I want to become a real person to Sam, not some
anonymous female body she can discard; because—dammit! it’s lonesome down here.


And loneliness is, of course, one of
her weapons.


Her answering smile is brittle. There
is a tone that women use to speak sweetly to someone they hate. She uses it
now, biting off her words. I become aware that her teeth are sharp and perfect.


“Let’s not bullshit each other. No one
knows where you are. I suspect no one cares. The world will little note nor
long remember your disappearance. You can obey me and live, or mouth off and
die. I can bring down the shotgun and make it quick if you like. The room
cleans up easily.” She makes the offer casually, as though offing me is no more
of a chore than changing the sheets on her sister’s bed. 


“What is the price of staying alive?”
I ask.


“You follow orders. You please me
sexually. You suffer for my amusement. You don’t complain, you don’t resist,
and you don’t try to leave.” 


I smile bitterly and study my toes.
It’s easier to be brave when I don’t have to look into those hungry eyes.
“What’s in it for me?”


“You keep on breathing.”


I don’t say anything for a while. She
taps her foot a couple of times, then barks hard enough to make me flinch as I
huddle there.


“Put your hands in front of you!”


“Fuck you.” I make my voice very calm.
Its name, rank, and serial number from this soldier. I sit on my hands. 


“Think it over,” she says.


She turns to leave and I call after
her. “This is not consensual!”


“Not yet,” she says. The door slams.
The light goes off. I drink my tears.


Now I understand why solitary
confinement is so dreadful. My drug hangover passes. With my head clear, I am
able to appreciate the hopelessness of my situation. 


Time is on her side. Hunger and thirst
will weaken me physically and rob me of the will to resist. The only thing I
have going for me is Sam’s appetites. She can’t play with my corpse, but she
can bring me to the edge of death and back. Nursing Tabby has probably taught
her about biology and health maintenance. I already know that she has access to
some pretty potent meds. She is fully prepared, I suspect, to take me to the
limit.


It’s a lethal game of chicken we are
playing, and I am the one who has the most to lose.


It’s clammy in the basement. My
fingers and toes are icicles. Fits of shivering come and go. I pace around my
maypole, until I realize that working up a sweat will hasten dehydration. After
a while, my tongue turns to shoe leather and I get listless. I masturbate to
relieve boredom, dipping into the well of my pussy to gather nectar and sucking
it from my fingers. 


It’s not that being here excites me.
Rape and abduction fantasies can be fun, but the real thing is pretty horrible.



I remember a friend I had. He fought
in desert storm. As a child, he delighted in war games. The reality was almost
too much for him to take. He told me that the bullets buzzed like humming birds
as they passed overhead, and preceded the sound of the shots. Now I understand
that all the fun and games I enjoyed with my little tricks were no preparation
for this wrenching shock. I do not trust my top. I have no reason to believe
that I will be shown mercy. There is no “safe” word to bring my torture to an
end.


I don’t even want to think about what
turns Sam on. Her idea of foreplay is terror enough for me.


By the time I think about drinking my
own piss, it’s too late. After awhile, my pussy goes dry as well. I sip blood
from my cracked lips, cannibalizing myself for moisture.


Much later, Sam comes down the stairs
and stands looking at me. “Are you ready to behave?” 


“If you don’t give me water, I will be
dead soon.” It’s hard to speak. I don’t have the energy to make my mouth work
properly.


“True,” she says. “If you don’t obey
me, you won’t last much longer.”


I know I look like shit. If the sight
of me in this condition doesn’t inspire mercy; she has none to spare. I
expected this. I have known for several hours now (Maybe days, I’ve been
passing out a lot.) that she has won. I have been hoping only to survive long
enough to declare her victory.


I put my hands out. Flesh is frail.
“I’m yours.”


She slaps a pair of padded nylon shackles
on my wrists and a collar on my throat. She connects a link from wrists to
neck. I’m about ten times as helpless as I was before. I can’t strike out or
cover myself anymore. I don’t resist, but I don’t do anything to make it easier
for her. 


The cold water is a shock.


She sprays me with a garden hose as I
gasp and writhe away from the icy jet, summoning strength I didn’t think I had.
Sam laughs like a madwoman.


Then I realize that it’s water! I
pursue the jet open mouthed, like a child catching snowflakes on her tongue.
Sam teases me by playing the stream back and forth, dousing my breasts and
loins while I writhe and gasp.


“Careful,” Sam admonishes, “you’ll
make yourself sick!” I am heedless, and my withered stomach rejects the first
greedy gulp. After that, I am more cautious, and snatch quick sips when the
hose is near my face. I wallow like a pig in mud, shameless. My skin is a
sponge. 


I lap from the floor while Sam screws
a douche nozzle on the end of the hose and adjusts the water pressure so that it
is a slow dribble. She puts a leash on my collar and drags me around the pole
till I’m squatted over the floor drain. I retch and choke until I manage to get
my knees under me to shuffle where she leads.


“Face on the floor!” she barks. “Ass
high!” 


She doesn’t have to tell me to keep my
knees apart. I know that she wants me that way. When one kowtows, maximum
vulnerability is expected.


The douche is more thorough than it
needs to be. She scrubs me with her fingers and fucks me with the nozzle. I get
turned on. I can’t help myself.


My ass is next, of course, and she
floods me until I feel my belly starting to swell. 


“Not yet!” she warns. My guts are
gurgling. “Not until I say!”


I’m babbling for release when she
grabs my collar and jerks me upright, yanking the hose out of my ass.


“Do it!” 


I do it. It’s mostly water. How long
has it been since I ate? 


I’m still dribbling when she bends me over for more. When she
has had enough of this particular humiliation, she reams me good with a bar of
soap and rinses me off. I remember how enthusiastic she was about fucking me
earlier, and I suspect that I have just been cleaned for action. She towels me
dry, rubbing until my skin is tingling and nearly warm. I swallow my gratitude.
She isn’t going to win that way.


I lie in a heap on the floor, hardly aware of her bustling
about, until two bowls clatter to the floor in front of my face. One contains a
heap of reddish brown stuff that smells like dog food fresh from the can. The
other bowl is brimming with water.


“Thank you,” I mumble insincerely.


She slams out without a word, but leaves the light on. She
wants me to see what I’m eating.


I am alone long enough for hunger to overcome revulsion.
Tentative nibbles become bites. I scoop globs of the stuff into my mouth with the
hands tethered before me, and lick my fingers. Saving a bite for later is an
exercise of my self-discipline. There is no way for me to know when I will be
fed again, after all. I fail the test. “Later” comes ahead of schedule. I lap
the bowl clean. 


Suddenly, she is back, startling me from the doze I have
slipped into. She carries tools and a paper sack. She sets about her work
wordlessly, and I watch silently from the floor, hoping foolishly that I will
be somehow safe if I don’t draw any attention to myself.


She hangs a pulley from a joist overhead and threads a rope
through it. She secures a winch to the workbench across the room and ties the
end of the rope to it. She works the winch to draw slack out of the rope and
test the operation. Satisfied, she turns to look at me.


This is a woman who has spent most of her adult life learning
how to manhandle the weight of her sister’s body. I remember how efficiently
she operated the hydraulic lift on the van. The mechanics of bondage are not so
different from the logistics of nursing, except that the patient is
uncooperative.


She stoops to tie the rope to the chain between my wrists
before unhooking the link between my wrists and collar. I flex my arms. My
elbows have grown stiff. The winch clacks as the rope goes taught, raising me
to my feet and beyond. When I’m teetering on my tiptoes, she secures the other
end of the cable and takes the chain off of my waist.


“You live by my consent,” she rasps. “When you absorb that
lesson, you will learn your place.”


“People will be looking for me,” I say.


She shakes her head. “Denial is the first response to loss. A
clever girl like you must know that. I have you. I don’t intend to let you go.
Don’t try making me fall in love with you, or moving me to pity, or ambushing
me during a moment of passion.” Her voice rises in anger. “Stop trying to stare
me down, young lady, unless you enjoy fasting!”


I drop my eyes and try to arrange my features into a less
insolent expression. Being a bad ass only works when they can’t squash you for
real. Here and now, it’s not a good idea. She just glares at me for a few
minutes, until she is satisfied that I am making a sincere effort to mind. I
hear her breath coming short, and realize that she isn’t just a dangerous
psycho, she’s cranky too.


When she speaks, her voice is under tight rein. She is not
going to let herself get out of control, because she thinks that controlling
herself will give her the edge when it comes to handling me. The theory is that
the top should grow calmer as the bottom approaches hysteria. The problem is
that Sam lacks the emotional equipment. I am the one who is floating in the
still pool of my own mind. 


“As I was saying, you will soon discover that there is no time
when you are not confined by chains and locks, and I have no intention of
providing you with a weapon, or leaving you alone with a telephone.”


She cups my chin with her thumb and forefinger, then runs her
thumb over my lower lip. “I took the liberty of striking camp for you,” she
says casually.


This makes me look up at her again, but this time she likes
what she sees in my eyes, and chuckles at it. “You were counting on that
campsite to get you rescued, weren’t you? You thought that some hunter or
backpacker would see your abandoned belongings and report them. Some of your
gear might be identified. Forget that dream. I didn’t leave a gum wrapper
behind. The next hard rain will wash the ashes from your campfire into the
ground. Your bread crumb trail has been eaten by the squirrels.”


I look down again, denying her the pleasure of my despair.
Shit! This looks bad. She presses the advantage.


“I intend to break you. At some time in the near future, you
will pretend to be under my spell, so that you can gain my confidence and
exploit my weakness. It isn’t going to work. I will help you to get past that
point. I will know when I finally see the real thing.”


I swallow hard. The battle line has been drawn. There will be
no quarter. So be it. If surrendering now won’t help, I might as well go down
fighting.


“If you let me go now,” I say reasonably, “I will ask them to
go easy on you at the sentencing.”


That gets me slapped, hard, forehand and back. I try to roll
with it, but still taste blood.


“You’re just a stray!” she snarls. “Nobody cares!”


She makes several trips up and down the stairs with parcels
from the express office- sacks from the hardware and pharmacy. She’s been a
busy little shopper. In an hour the top of the laundry table is covered with
plastic wrap and styrofoam popcorn and things I don’t want to look at. She
can’t be planning to use it all on me. Neither one of us could possibly live
that long.


The mail order stuff is standard S&M gear. The other
packages contain household items that have sinister possibilities in the wrong
hands.


She lights a candle and backs me across the room with it. She
glares at me for a moment, then decides that I have too much mobility. She
turns back to the pile of toys on the work table and balances the candle there
before selecting a pair of ankle cuffs that match the cuffs on my wrists. I do
a little dance while she straps them on me, until she smacks my hip with a hard
palm to make me be still. I don’t have the guts to kick at her, and the time
for determined resistance has already come and gone. I stand while she locks my
ankles together.


When she picks up the candle this time, I can only close my
eyes and squirm while she dribbles hot wax all over my tits. At least it’s a
paraffin candle. Beeswax would burn. This is only unpleasant. The candle is
red. I wonder if the choice is accidental. Maybe she likes to see this color on
me. After a few minutes, my tits look as though they are covered with congealed
blood.


I could blow out the candle, of course, but she would only
light it again, and punish me for my resistance. I’m already learning to
behave. I look at the winch above me, watching my hands turn purple, and
breathe slowly through my nose.


She blows out the candle and leaves her lips puckered for the
kiss she takes from me. It makes me hot in spite of myself. It’s a hard kiss. I
feel her teeth against mine, and open my mouth for her tongue. Lust and terror
are a potent mix. Her hunger for my body is eloquent, and she chuckles as I
respond to it.


“I kissed you so that you will have something to remember,” she
says.


Before I can ask her what the hell she meant by that, she
scrapes a gob of soft wax from my nipple and rolls it into a ball that she
stuffs into my ear. When both ears are stopped, she slips a hood over my head.
Padding covers my eyes and ears. I’m deaf and blind. My pigtail fits neatly
through a hole in the rear. I am surprised when she doesn’t gag me. Then I
realize that she wants to hear me scream while she whips me. 


I can’t see what she is using. She has plenty of choices laid
out on the table. Maybe she tries them all. It hurts like hell. The first cut
has me hissing through clenched teeth. It hits square across both cheeks, gains
speed wrapping around, and draws a line of fire where it snaps against my
hipbone.


I freeze with shock at the intensity of the pain. I’m not
exactly a virgin when it comes to corporeal punishment. I have taken it and
dished it out, but always in the context of love play. We always started gently
and increased the intensity after the endorphin pump kicked in. We never used
anything as savage as the snake that is striking me. I’m still trying to draw
breath for a scream when she hits me again, this time across the belly, just
above my fleece.


I try to count, hoping that she has a specific number in mind,
the traditional dozen maybe. After two dozen, I decide that it doesn’t really
matter what the top number is, if I haven’t been told. I concentrate instead on
keeping my feet on the floor. I don’t need to add bleeding wrists to my list of
injuries.


I can’t see the damage she is doing either. Imagination is
worse than reality—I hope. I tell myself it’s only sweat running down my legs.
I dance for the bitch, no way I can hold still for it. Every way I turn, I
offer something. The whip seeks out the places I’m trying hardest to protect.
It distracts me by biting my nipples. When I hunch forward and strain against
the rope, striving uselessly to cover my front, the return stroke finds the ass
I have bent to offer. If I lift my feet to protect my ass, the bowstring of my
belly becomes a target. I give up all of these antics finally and settle down
to standing still for it. Stoicism is my only hope. She may grow bored by my
dulled response.


Eventually she stops. I hang limp until she lets me down. When
my knees are on the floor she clamps my head between two hard hands and raises
my face. Pubic hair tickles my lips and I smell pussy. I know what she wants. I
probe around with my tongue until I find the sweet spot. The sooner she is
satisfied, the sooner she will leave me alone. The pressure on my skull
increases as I feel her shudder. Her hips buck so violently that I have trouble
maintaining contact. Breathing is out of the question. It’s not the end though.
She bends me over and tethers my hair to something low, changing my cuffs from
front to back and hooking my cuffs to the back of my collar with a short chain
so that I can’t cover my ass. Crouched there, I get an old fashioned ass
paddling before I feel fingers working into my butthole, greasing me. I brace
myself for the dick that follows, and try not to clench when it drives in. It’s
supposed to hurt and humiliate, but after awhile I loosen up and start to enjoy
it. She is steady and relentless, methodically fucking me raw.


I pretend that it is Sophie behind me, that I am giving myself
freely to the woman I adore. The standard advice of all rape victims is to
relax and enjoy what cannot be avoided. Attitude is everything—so goes the
myth.


This is different. There is no love in it. Sam doesn’t reach
under me to gentle me or get me off. She doesn’t take me with careful strokes
that allow my body to adjust to the length and girth. She doesn’t stop when the
friction of the dildo against her clit causes her to cum, and I don’t get to
cum at all.


I am a writhing, panting vessel when she suddenly pulls out and
leaves the room. The slamming of the door is muffled by my earplugs. I slump to
the floor.


She leaves me alone for a time, until I begin to hope that she
has tired of her sport. Perhaps she has gone to bed. Surely she must sleep
sometime. I have barely managed to slip into a fitful doze when she is back
again, rolling me over on to my belly, spreading my cheeks, and packing grease
up my ass.


I protest, whining about how swollen I am. I offer to tongue
her instead. She knows that I won’t be able to hear her reply, so she smacks my
ass with a leather paddle (maybe it’s rubber, the way it stings), and I yelp in
surprise. Message received—she hasn’t asked for my opinion.


Her fingers twist inside me, finding all the hot points where
sore muscle and bruised membranes remember the rude way that they have already
been abused. This time it isn’t going to be any fun for me at all. 


I cry when she skewers me again, taking me with rough side to
side thrusts, pulling all the way out and slamming home, over and over.


I do give her head eventually, but only after she has reamed me
good, driving in hard enough to nudge me forward a little with each push, until
my head is bumping the wall. I turn my head so that my nose doesn’t grind
against the concrete floor and whimper.


I do a fine job of lapping her slit, and I don’t hesitate to
tongue her ass when she lifts her hips to present it. I am just happy to have
the pain stop for awhile. I try to make it so good for her that she will be
sated and leave me alone. She bucks and flails so violently that it is all I
can do to stay on target, and I think smothering me with her crotch gets her
off more than riding my tongue.


It’s all wasted effort. She straddles me after she cums,
catching her breath, but only for a moment. Then she is rolling me over,
slapping my thighs apart with that damned paddle, and spreading my cheeks to
spear my ass again. She is ravenous and insatiable.


In my silence and darkness, I only know sensations. When left
alone, I sleep, only to be roused by rude fingers tweaking my nipple, or
slithering between my cheeks with more lube.


I know the drill. Sensory deprivation and dependency,
exhaustion, pain, and fear. It’s the formula for programming a human robot. It
works on everybody. Before long, I’m sobbing with gratitude every time a cup of
soup is pressed to my lips, and bending meekly while she ties me down by the
hair, pillowing my face on the floor while she decides which tools to use.


From time to time, she uncoils the hose and forces it into my
orifices. She pumps gallons of water into me to flush me clean. The nozzle she
uses is at least as thick as my dick. Sometimes she straddles me, and I feel
warm water streaming over me along with the cold. I know it’s piss. She likes
to whip me with wet towels, like a high school bully. I begin to wonder if I
have any skin left.


I spend my days bound in ways that make me very available. For
hours, I hang in slings or straddle sawhorses, or bend over benches, waiting
for Sam to come and hurt me. My ass is in a constant state of distress. She
uses leather straps and thick rubber shoe soles, willow switches. She’s reaming
both holes regularly, but she favors my ass. I can’t identify some of the
items, substances, whatever, that she’s poking up there. She likes fucking me,
the power thing I suppose. It’s better for her when it’s bad for me. Sometimes
she wears the vibrating model. She likes hot lube and deep penetration. I know
my ass will never be normal again.


As much as possible, I deny her the satisfaction of hearing me
scream. I invoke curses on her, her sister, all of their ancestors, and all of
the offspring they never had. I curse them in Spanish, Japanese, and Tagalog. I
am creative and enthusiastic. She is unimpressed by my indignation, so I try
apology. I tell her that I have seen the light and I will be the best little
girl ever. I offer to please her in ways that are specific and obscene. I shout
into the darkness. I shriek and sob.


It’s all useless monologue. If she says anything at all, I am
unable to hear it. The unending pain is her reply. Promises earn no mercy.
Begging makes her more cruel.


I spend hours spread-eagled face up. My ass scorching the
concrete under us, while she straddles my face. There is a constant rash on my
chin from munching beaver and tonguing holes.


Usually, while I lick, something thick is planted deep in my
butt hole, keeping me open for later use, no doubt. She locks it in with some
sort of chastity belt. I have to suck the dick before and after she fucks me.
At least she washes it before she puts it in my mouth.


I eat dog food from a bowl and scraps from her hand. I’m always
naked, always cold.


I try to make her think that her methods are more effective
than they really are. I hope that praising her power and beauty will fool her.
If I say “Thank you, Samantha” and “More please, Samantha!” she may believe
that I have fallen under her spell. A swollen head might make her overconfident
and careless.


Is it really an act? I know all about Stockholm Syndrome, the
delusion that afflicts weak willed hostages. They identify with their captors.
Helplessness forces them to see the kidnappers as all-powerful and all knowing.
They need to believe that they are in capable hands. They have to invest trust
and affection somewhere. Sam is the one who brings the food and makes the pain
go away. I want her to kiss me again and tell me that I am forgiven. It would
be so easy to let go and become her devoted dog.



 

I am spread-eagled face up on the bedsprings. I can’t see them,
but I can feel each coil indenting my skin. It’s better than a bed of nails,
but only slightly. Heavy gauge wire has been wrapped around my wrists and
ankles, elbows and knees, waist and throat, twisted down tight. Clips bite into
my nipples. Another pair nip at my labia. The shafts in my puss and ass are too
cold and hard to be latex. Wires tickle my thighs. This is going to be bad.


I can’t see what Sam is up to, but I sense her moving around
me, making adjustments, setting something up. The first thing I feel is just a
flutter in my loins, so faint it could simply be a phantom of anxiety. An odd
riffling sensation runs through my pubic hair as follicles are aroused. I think
for an insane moment that the mother squirrel has found me here and is browsing
through the bush for another nut.


Then the impulse is boosted and becomes unmistakable, surging
into me, making me jerk against my bindings. Even through my muffled ears, I
hear Sam caw with laughter. My cunt spasms, clenching the shafts in involuntary
orgasm. It is brief and unsatisfying, like a sneeze.


As the current hits me again, I scream and arch my back. The
cruel wires cut into my flesh. I imagine myself sizzling.


The torture stops suddenly, and the breath that has been frozen
in my chest wheezes out in a scream. I am bathed in sweat. Water is a good
conductor. I have time to reflect that no current has been applied to my
nipples, the clips there are only meant to be a minor additional pain. Sam is
aware of the danger to my heart at least. I won’t be allowed to die today.


Then it hits me again, and I think of nothing at all.


Sophie is there. I hear her in my head. She is angry.


“Get up!”


“I can’t!” I scream angrily.


The squirrel sits up on her haunches, her tail is flicking
question marks. She must wonder why I am talking to ghosts.


“Fight this bitch!” Sophie says. “You know your only hope is to
get loose and show her what a Sister is made of.”


“But it hurts!” I scream back.


I want to apologize for not seeing her off at the airport, for
pretending that my heart wasn’t breaking when I spoke my casual goodbye, but my
throat is raw from screaming and I can’t find the words.


During a pause in the torture, I feel Sam’s thighs brush my
cheeks and stick out my tongue. She kneels on my shoulders, using me to protect
her knees from the hard springs. Her weight makes them bite into me all the
more, but I am grateful for the break. She won’t use the electricity when there
is a danger to her. I’m safe as long as I lick.


She bends over me and runs her tongue over my clit, teasing it
until it grows erect, heedless of my inhibiting terror. She isn’t trying to
bring me off, just making me moist so that I will feel the next jolt more
keenly.


It ends too soon. The lightening seeks me in the darkness and
strikes again.


“Run!” I shout at the squirrel. “Tell Sophie where I am.”



 

I spend that night with my hands cuffed before me. My ankles
are shackled as well. Every nerve still sings. I lay on the basement floor and
pray for sleep. I try not to think about Sophie. I fill my mind with impossible
plans of revenge instead. 


They keep me sane.











Part Two

















 

Chapter Four



 

I walk into the supermarket and see the faces on the
bulletin board by the shopping carts. 


I come here often, two or three times a week, and
always scan the notices as I pass. They are predictable ads for home childcare
or hot deals (runs good-one owner!), nothing to surprise or disquiet.


Today there are faces.


At first I only notice one, a boy with bright eyes
and a dimpled smile, last seen leaving for school. I feel obliged to study the
face and read the copy below. He might be living down the street from me,
quietly enduring life with the abusive crack addict dad that stole him from his
mother.


Then I see more faces, peeking from behind sale
fliers. Most are children, and many are pawns in custody wars. Some have simply
run away, but others have vanished. The unlucky ones will probably never be
seen again, unless sport divers discover them anchored to a block in a
reservoir, or some grinning Labrador retrieves a skull.


I stare. They stare back—so many faces! There is room
for nothing else, notice covers notice, but down at the bottom, yellow and
dog-eared, nearly buried under more recent posters, I see a face I know.


Some thoughtless vandal has defaced it, blacking a
tooth and adding a moustache, but I recognize the name. 


Miko Lin Macarthy.


I am sitting up suddenly, biting off a cry, shivering
and sweating, staring into the blackness. The chain snubs taught, reminding me.


It’s nothing, really, just another nightmare.


I find my bowls and lick them hopefully.



 

The hood works a subtle magic.


Sam’s intent is to keep me dependent, I suppose, and
induce chronic anxiety. The muffled sounds that filter through my ear baffles
are probably just the sounds of everyday activity from the house above, but
they arrive warped by my imagination, and could just as easily herald the
approach of some horror through the silence and darkness of my shrunken world.


Sam requires no great stealth to come unannounced. I
think that I can smell her sometimes, or sense her heat very near, or detect
her aura through the operation of some internal bat radar. Then I tell myself
that only my overactive imagination puts her here, towering above me, or over
there, perched on the laundry table like a buzzard. I calm myself. She isn’t
skulking around just to gloat, basking in my terror as I languish on the floor
or feel my way around the pole with timid blind girl steps. No one could be
that obsessive.


Yet, when I expect it least, a fingertip will brush
my lips. I always open obediently, though I never know what visitor I am
welcoming. A chocolate covered strawberry might be placed on my tongue, or a
wedge of apple, or a slice of raw onion. I might feel her pubic hairs tickling
my nose an instant before her hands clutch the back of my head and draw me in.
I might suddenly find myself choking on seven inches of latex cock. 


Deprived of images, the brain supplies its’ own.
Imagination distorts memory, and Sam becomes an ogre in my mind’s eye—taller,
stronger, and more dreadful than the reality. I believe sometimes that Sophie
has dropped in for a visit, and is stalking slow circles around me, moving with
that languid grace I know and love. She is shaking her head with disapproval as
she studies the animal I have become.


I think that I am Sampson, his hair grown long,
psyching up to pull the whole evil temple down on our heads.


I diddle with myself a lot. It’s the only recreation
I have, and sooner or later my idle brain always comes back to sex. I am
furtive about it. I don’t know when I am really alone, and I suspect that this
luxury is probably prohibited too. I don’t want to risk finding out.


Not that punishment needs to be earned. The whip
surprises me often. I curl up like a sow bug to protect my most tender parts.
Often there is only a single stroke, just enough to keep me in suspense, and I
huddle waiting for the beating that never comes. Other times, a foot on my neck
will pin me to the floor and startle me awake, while the lash becomes a swift,
merciless rain. 



 

Samantha has tired of coming down to the cellar every
time that she wants to play with her toy. Maybe she has equipped the rest of
the house so that she can keep me secure in every part of the building. A sex
slave is never told much. I find out what she has in mind when she clatters down
the stairs and unchains my waist from the post. Deaf, blind, and fettered,
stumbling and whimpering, I am steered upstairs by my pigtail.


Maybe the simple truth is that I stink. Cold water
hose downs have been a poor substitute for real hygiene. Our first stop is one
of those overgrown bathrooms, where my wrists are chained to a grab bar before
Sam whisks the hood away and pries the wax out of my ears. The onrush of sight
and sound is overwhelming at first. Sam is only a swirling blur of color. I have
been blind so long that I have forgotten the skill of sight. I recognize the
cold white tile of the shower stall built for two, even before the water hits
me.


Glorious hot water! Let me sing its praise! Even
though it burns on my tenderized ass, it works its magic on chilled flesh and
aching muscles. Sam washes me like a car, with strong soap and a rough brush.
She unties my braid and scrubs up my itching scalp. She even brushes my teeth.
I get a manicure and pedicure too, right down to the quick. No claws on this
kitty.


The douche has become such a routine part of the
morning hose down that I have come to expect it, and it isn’t neglected. Both
holes are thoroughly flushed, and the way she works two soapy fingers into my
ass tells me that it is going to be another one of those days.


When I am clean, I think that we are finished in the
shower room, but she takes the plastic chair that Tabby usually sits in and
shoves it against my legs. Then she ties my ankles to the legs. She slips a
choke collar over my head and connects it to the curtain rod before releasing
one wrist. I think about wrestling with her, but true to her promise, she has
eliminated that option. If I swing at her, she has only to sweep my legs with
her foot to unbalance me and watch me strangle. I let her connect my wrists to
the arms of the chair. When she tells me to sit, I sit. She uses rope to finish
binding me to the chair, connecting my knees and elbows, waist and neck.
Satisfied, she tips the chair over and lowers it to the floor. My face is
centered under the spigot. She turns the water back on, just a trickle
dribbling on my forehead and stinging my eyes. She adjusts the temperature so
that it isn’t quite hot enough to scald. 


She leaves the
bathroom then. After a while, I hear the CD player start to play Wagner at full
volume. Water starts to puddle around the base of my skull, and I realize that
she has closed the drain. I turn my head and see that the shower base is at
least a foot deep. I’m in trouble. 


An hour later, she comes back. She is dressed except
for her shoes and stockings. The opera is muted now by the water covering my
ears. I look at the ceiling, feeling the water make its slow tickling climb up
my cheeks. Sam draws up another chair to sit and watch. She runs her bare feet
over my belly and turns the tap on full. The buoyancy of the water helps me to
raise my head and gain a last precious quarter inch of elevation.


I take a deep breath as the water closes over my
mouth and nose. When my lungs are burning and air is seeping out of my clenched
lips, I become aware that the thunder of flowing water has ceased, replaced by
the gurgling of the drain. I blow bubbles out of my nose, and I am surprised by
the miracle of air when my empty lungs gasp reflexively. 


“I am the one who decides whether you live or die,”
she says, when the water has receded enough for me to hear. “Never forget
that.”


When the tub is empty she goes out to change the
music on the stereo. She chooses Handel this time—the Water Music.


The cold water tap squeaks when she turns it on.



 

I am staring at a pair of bare feet. They are
beautifully shaped, and lack the deformities that most feet acquire after a
lifetime of standing and walking in badly fitted shoes. The skin covering them
is fine-grained porcelain. It’s a wet dream for a foot fetishist. Above those
feet, I see a lap robe, and know that I am face to foot with Tabitha.


I am bound to an ottoman. Sam moved me from the
shower to the library with a brisk efficiency that never left me an opening for
escape. The ottoman seems to have been built just for me, otherwise the legs
wouldn’t be bolted to the floor, and the upholstery wouldn’t be sprouting
restraints. I am one with it, joined at waist, elbows, and knees. My cuffed
hands extend prayerfully before me. My cuffed ankles allow me just enough slack
to scratch my itching sole with the toe of my other foot, but my knees are
separated. 


The wheel chair is parked in front of me. Tabby has a
view of my face and back, with the twin peaks of my butt disappearing over the
horizon. If she wants to watch, she should wheel herself across the room, where
Sam is preparing to paint her canvas crimson.


I wonder why Tabby is here. While I was blindfolded,
I never knew if Sam was alone when she came to attend me downstairs, but the
stairway made it likely. Maybe Tabby has been feeling neglected, or she wants
to check on my condition, or she wants to be a part of the festivities. 


Whatever. After an eternity of clammy darkness in the
cellar, I am ready to welcome any change, especially if it brings me closer to
the front door. 


Even if it means listening to the whistling buzz of
Sam’s practice swings behind me. 


She laughs as I twist my head around to look over my
shoulder. Willow—that’s what I’ve been feeling the last few days. I remember
the mournful giant Grandpa must have planted by the pond, I admired it through
my field glasses once, never suspecting that the gnarled branches would supply
my tormentor with bouquets of green shoots. I flinch at the whicker of
displaced air as she deliberately misses the first one just to laugh at the way
it makes me clench. I know how it curls and cuts, how the tip sinks its fangs.


The next one doesn’t miss. I bite my lip. Pride is my
only weapon these days, that and stubbornness. She wants to hear me scream. She
wants tears. That’s her payoff. I intend to give her as little as I can. She
hits me again—harder this time. 


If she wanted a crybaby, she should have kidnapped
Honeytwat. That chicky cries when Lassie comes home. That’s what I’m telling myself,
even while I begin to whimper and knit my brows. Maybe if she just slowed down!
I know I could take it—if she just didn’t lay them down so fast! 


When I scream, Tabby braces her hands against the
arms of her chair and scoots forward. The wheel chair has an electric motor to
power her around. I can feel her breath, hot against the back of my head as she
hovers over me. Enjoy the show, bitch! I scream again, putting all of my anger
in it. 


“Fuck you! Fuck you both!”


Sam just laughs. Her weapon is a tattered stub. She
tosses it away and flexes another in her hands before she starts in again. 


“I’ll be fucking you,” she promises calmly, “but not
until you beg me.”


I do, of course. Maybe pride is a double-edged
weapon. Maybe her real pleasure comes from breaking me. She has my apologies
and promises eventually—and my tears. I think it’s sweeter to her that I give
begrudgingly. I am so naked without my armor.


My begging doesn’t end the thrashing, at least not
right away. If I could appease her so easily, I would be able to trick myself
into believing that I have some control over my situation. Sam doesn’t want
that. She wants me to know, absolutely, that she will be the one who decides
when I have had enough.


After awhile I am all screamed out, and the pain doesn’t
seem so awful any more, though my ass is probably suffering serious damage by
now. I catch on to the fact that anything I say will be irrelevant, immaterial,
and most likely held against me. I stop begging her to bone me and settle down
to flinching and hissing while I glare at those perfect feet in front of me.


Tabby is watching my face. At last I am beginning to
understand why she has positioned herself at my head. Watching the welts
blossom on my bottom would have great appeal for your basic sadistic voyeur,
but Tabby crawled out of a different pit. Her trip is seeing my eyes go wide
with shock when the first blow whistles in. She wants to see me struggle to
check my cries behind clenched teeth and pursed lips. She wants to attend the
birth of my first tears, and slips a stealthy hand under her lap robe to
celebrate the happy event.


Eventually, she does grow tired of my distress. At
the edge of awareness, I sense her circling slowly, gliding by us like a
whisper. I feel her breath catch when she passes behind me and sees Sam’s
handiwork for the first time. 


A serious performer never acknowledges her audience.
Sam’s arm continues its measured sweep. I yip and twitch on cue. The show goes
on.


And on.


When Tabby has come full circle, she rolls to a stop
and parks herself at my head again. I abruptly realize that the hail of fire
has stopped falling. The rhythmic whistle has ceased, and the only sound in the
room is Sam’s ragged panting and my sobs.


“Beg me!” says Sam.


I haven’t forgotten my line. “Please fuck me up the
ass!” Tears have blurred my voice. I hope that she can understand me. If she
has to ask me to repeat, I will no doubt be very sorry.


“You’re pathetic!” she sighs. “Listen to her warble,
Tabitha. I thought bikers were tough.” 


She’s trying to provoke me. I’m not touching that
bait. I just settle down to having a good cry.


Sam stands there for a time, catching her breath and
admiring the view. The way she is gulping air, I suspect that she has been
fingering herself left handed while the right hand has been busy hurting me. I
matter so little here! My sobbing strikes a new chord, self-pity.


Sam stalks out and returns with a broom and dustpan
to sweep up the splinters and shreds of bark. It’s the buds that damage most,
pinpoints of fire, like a knotted whip. “See how much work you make for me?”
she scolds. 


For a moment, I am actually sorry. Victims assume the
blame of their tormentors. If I am suffering like this, I must have done
something terrible to deserve it. So there is no sarcasm in my voice when I
say, “I’m sorry!” 


The broom pauses in its sweeping,


“Mistress!” I add quickly.


I haven’t been told to call her that, but I guess I
should know that it goes with the territory. She doesn’t want me to forget
who’s in charge.


It satisfies. The broom sweeps on and I go back to
breathing.


The room is clean. Behind me, Sam snaps on a pair of
rubber gloves and opens a jar. I concentrate on relaxing. The lube is cold. She
packs it in with two fingers, twisting, scissoring, opening me. I’m so sore! My
sphincter is protesting the strain of being forced open yet again. The
membranes feel abraded. Still, I open myself for her, she has plenty of ways to
make me behave, and tightening up will only make it worse.


It’s a plug she has opened me for, a big one. I feel
it wedging me apart, and brace myself for the pain. I know that it will be
almost more than I can take. Then it’s in, and I sigh and go limp. I already
know her habits. She wants to take a little break, and the plug is there to
keep me uncomfortable while I wait. For a while, at least, I can stop sweating
and jerking and fighting the straps.


“Time for me to slip into something more
comfortable,” she purrs, running her cold fingers across my ass. I feel her
fingernails scratching. The pressure is light, but it quickens fresh pain.
“Don’t go away.”


Ha ha.


As she leaves the room, I see a flutter of movement
from above, and Tabby’s hand appears, holding a tissue. She dries my eyes and
cups the tissue over my nose. I snort into it and nod appreciatively. This
simple act of kindness unhinges me, and I am seized by a sudden fit of
trembling. 


Perhaps Tabby is having a conscience crisis. It’s a
straw to grasp. I raise my head, attempting to study her face for a clue, but I
can’t see anything higher than her knees. 


“I’m afraid that my sistah is mad as a mahch hayah,”
says Tabby abruptly.


It takes me a moment to translate her dialect. “March
hare” is what she said. I feel hope for the first time since waking in the
cellar. Maybe Tabby is more reasonable than her sister. She might be as much a
victim of Sam’s caprice as I am.


“Please let me go!” I whisper urgently. “I will go
away and never bother you again. You see how she treats me. I’m sorry that I
broke into your house, and I know you probably won’t believe me if I tell you
that I was just snooping, but I’ve paid the price ten times over!”


She is silent for a long time, and I squirm against
my bindings. How soon will Sam be back? We have a few minutes at most. “If I
turn you loose,” she answers at last, “I will be here alone to face Samantha’s
anger. I depend on her for so much, I wouldn’t be able to manage if she left
me.”


There is a whine in her voice. I have misjudged her.
She isn’t vindictive at all, and has played along to appease Sam. I almost feel
sorry for her.


“You could make it look like an escape.” I’m not
about to let it go. This could be my only chance to be free, and I will exploit
any advantage. “You must know what it is to feel helpless and afraid.”


“More than most,” she says.


A little voice in the back of my mind is trying to
dampen my elation, reminding me that blood is thicker than water, and I am
encouraging an act of betrayal. I ignore it. Tabby’s moral sense must recoil at
the brutality she has witnessed. She can’t be as depraved as her sister.


“I’m in what some call the autumn years,” her voice
gets a faraway sound. This is not a good time for this. I’m still throwing
glances at the doorway, waiting for Sam to glide in and catch us huddling, but
I listen politely. I’m asking her to trust me with her sister’s future. She
needs a minute to think about it. 


“You know how it is in autumn,” she says. “The days
grow short. You stare out the darkened window and see an old ghost staring
back. Sam is always there for me. Sometimes she grows impatient with the
obligation. It is hard for her to stay focused.”


What she is telling me is that Sam has gone too long
without indulging her own needs, and the self-denial has made her a little
nuts. Since she doesn’t get out much, she has decided to have a little Japanese
dish at home. Nothing personal.


“I won’t take your sister away from you,” I say
quickly, hoping that a whisper can carry my sincerity. “I just want to leave
here alive!”


“I do know where she keeps her keys.” Tabby’s voice
has dropped to a whisper as well. My heart leaps.


“Having a nice chat?” Sam’s voice is behind me. Damn
her! How did she slip in without letting us sense her?


“Lovely!” All trace of
Tabby’s black confusion evaporates. “Our little trollop here was just telling
me how much she wanted to go home. I do believe she thought I could be
persuaded to help her get there.” 


Busted.


Sam moves into the range of my vision. Her feet and
legs are bare, and I suspect that she is bare above. I can see as high as the
dick swinging between her muscular thighs. She has a fresh bouquet of willow
wands in her hand, and I realize that she wouldn’t be armed if she didn’t
expect to have an excuse for beating me again. I have fallen for the old good
cop- bad cop gag. Cops use it for a reason. I’ve been set up just for fun. 


“Don’t look so sad!” Sam is cooing to me, as though
I’m a sulky infant. “I’ll give you lots and lots of nice deep fucking before I
whip you again.”


I start crying again. I can’t help it. The whole
thing is just so unfair! Tabby let me think that I had found a sympathetic ear,
but all along, she was just playing with me. If I am going to get out of here,
I have to do it without any help.


Sam swabs the tears from my face with the dildo,
spanking my cheeks with it to tease me before ordering me to open wide. I think
about resisting. I’m already condemned. What more can she do to me? Call me a
coward. I open wide and suck my own tears from the hard rubber shaft.


She positions herself on her knees between my thighs
and eases the plug out. I hang my head, defeated.


The dildo harness is soft leather, but it abrades my
scorched buns like sandpaper when she slides into my ass all the way to the
hilt. I gasp as my sore hole yields to the pressure and opens. 


As her thrusts rock me, I remember how the base of
the dildo pressed against my clit when I was the one wearing it. The
satisfaction of raping me is more than psychological. She will come hard
eventually, but not until she has kept that monster churning inside me for a
long time. I can tighten against the dildo, increasing the friction for both of
us, and get her off faster, but that will make the act more painful for me, and
I have no guarantee that one climax will satisfy her. So I relax, as much as my
swollen hole can be relaxed, and let her slam away. I find myself becoming
aroused in spite of my hatred for these women. Sex is sex. Love has nothing to
do with what I feel.


Sam cums eventually, and rests only a moment before
selecting her first willow branch. My hole is still clenching and flexing when
the first whistling cut comes down.


Far away, I hear Tabby cheering her on, laughing,
encouraging her to aim for the inside of my thighs, applauding the cruelest
cuts, baying for my blood.


I feel something, a slow trickle of moisture tickling
down the back of my thigh. I try to tell myself that it’s sweat, lube, or cum,
but I know better.


The lotion she spreads on my ass is antiseptic, I
suppose. Every line of broken skin announces its location. It’s liquid fire,
but I welcome it, knowing that the whipping is over for now.


I am far off in a world of pain when I become aware
that she is freeing my wrists from the ottoman and cuffing them behind me. I
could use the moment to fight her and attempt to break free, but the straps
around my waist and knees still have me wedded to the stool. I would have no
leverage, and Sam could easily twist my arm up between my shoulders to make me
behave. The point is moot. I don’t have the strength anymore. I hold still
while my hands are secured, and Sam frees me from the stool. I open my eyes,
which were screwed tightly shut during the beating, and see that Tabby has
discarded her lap robe.


I stare at her legs with a sort of horrible
fascination. She is nude, and her knees are bigger than the atrophied muscles
of her thighs and calves. As I watch, she puts her hands under her knees and
lifts them, one at a time, to drape them over the arms of her wheelchair. She
slides her ass forward, presenting her hairy crotch for my attention.


“It sickens you, doesn’t it,” says Tabby. “Those dead
limbs, that frog flesh. You thought of me as a helpless cripple. That’s why you
were so easily fooled by my little joke. Samantha has just been breaking you in
for me. You’re the only one here who is helpless. It will be easier for you if
you abandon all hope. We plan to have a lot of fun with you. Starting now.”


I stare at her crotch with a sort of morbid
fascination. I can see moisture gather in the ugly scar of her sex. It’s
weeping with anticipation.


Behind me, Sam growls, “You know what to do.”


I shuffle forward on my knees, wary of the punishment
that will come if I hesitate.


I kneel between those white spider legs to lick. She
smells of mothballs and disinfectant. Her skin is clammy. I want to throw up.
She strokes my head and croons. Whatever it was that crippled her, it had no
effect on her sexual functions. She cums soon and hard, holding me by the hair
to grind me into her pelvis. 


“Again!” she snarls. “Do my ass, too!”


I know that I will be servicing four holes now,
instead of two. Tabby and Sam will get off several times a day.


I will be lucky to get off at all.


As I lick, I feel Sam settle herself behind me and
spread my cheeks. Tabitha tightens her grip on my skull and muffles my cries
with her crotch as the dildo jabs into me again.



 

Much later, I kneel at Sam’s feet. My feet are joined
with a short chain and my wrists are locked to my collar again. I have my face,
elbows, and knees resting on the floor. My ass is high and my knees are spread.
I feel like an open wound from waist to knees. My asshole throbs and gapes.
Lube oozes from it. 


Sam has put on a robe and is relaxing in a chair
above me. She is using my ass for a footstool, running her bare toes over my
welts from time to time to let me know how much she is enjoying the view. She is
watching television. What a cute domestic scene this is, just two sisters and
their slave girl having a quiet evening at home in front of the tube. I can’t
see the screen with my face against the carpet, but I hear familiar voices
coming from the set, ads I know by heart, sitcoms; all the cheerful pabulum the
networks serve up to keep the masses satisfied. I listen carefully when the
news comes on. There are reports of a plane crash in Dallas, a health care
bill, scandal in Washington. My name isn’t mentioned. My disappearance has gone
unnoticed. The world goes on.


When bedtime comes, Sam drags me back downstairs and
chains me to my post. This time my hands are cuffed behind me and my tether
padlocked to the cuffs. She doesn’t replace the hood. She believes that my
spell of sensory deprivation has tamed me, or she prefers the sight of my
frightened eyes to the anonymous mask of my hood. Whatever her reasons, I have
been allowed to see and hear again, and I may eventually exploit the advantage.


She leaves the light on when she slams out. I
discover that I can pace a larger circle around the post, though I still can’t
reach anything that will get me into trouble—or out of it, depending on one’s
point of view. The bad news is that I can’t use my arm for a pillow anymore. I
can’t play with myself either. It’s a subtle torture, and Sam is probably
thinking about that as she snuggles into her big soft bed upstairs.


I explore the tatters of my ass tentatively, wincing
when I find broken skin. She will come back in a few days, or a few hours,
perhaps only to bring me food and water or to use the washing machine, but more
likely to torment me with the pliers she has left conspicuously displayed on
the laundry table.



 

***



 

I have been promoted, in a manner of speaking, from
captured animal to abused pet. It means that I am fed more often and isolated
less. It also means that I have more to do.


Sam was managing the house quite well without me
before I came, and I am more like a hobby than a burden. There are many tasks that
she would never trust me with, and she isn’t careless enough to let me work
unsupervised. Nevertheless, she finds busy work for me, jobs designed to humble
me and teach me that my time and energy have no value. Many are jobs that
probably don’t need to be done at all.


One evening I am placed in the center of a pile of
shoes. My hands are chained to my waist in front, leaving me just enough slack
to work. My ankles are locked tight together, so that I can’t even stand up,
let alone run. I am given shoe polish and a rag. Sam has way too many shoes for
a woman who hardly ever goes out. I polish them all. 


She inspects my work, of course, and inevitably finds
fault with my efforts. I put my face on the floor and hold still for my
whipping before I start all over again.


On another night, I am handed toenail clippers and an
emery board and ordered to give them pedicures. These tools have zero potential
to become weapons. Sophie once told me that a nail file can kill if it is
thrust into the little hollow above the collarbone. The stick I hold is too
blunt for that. All I can do is kneel meekly and trim away. I do my best, but
Sam is impossible to please. 


I am careful to keep my eyes down when Sam is
watching, but I sneak quick glances at my surroundings whenever I can. There
are at least two phones in the house. The keys to the van are kept on a hook in
the front hall closet. The keys to my shackles, unfortunately, are kept in
Sam’s pocket. The house has three exits, and Sam has been foresighted enough to
install double locks, so no one leaves without a key or a crowbar, but I
discover where the spare house keys are hidden as well.


All of this is useless information for a girl who is
either chained in the cellar or constantly watched, but I file it away in my
brain.


I spend a lot of time just huddled in the corner of
one room or another, chained to one of the handy tie down rings that Sam has
thoughtfully installed everywhere. Whenever Sam gets bored with making me
whimper and cringe, she simply casts me aside like a discarded rag doll.


When Tabby played her nasty little practical joke on
me, she let me think that she was weak and helpless. As I observe their
everyday activities, however, I begin to see that Tabby is the one with the
real power in the household. She is the one who makes the money decisions, and
I often see Sam defer to her judgment. She has allowed Sam to keep a pet as an
indulgence. Sam would probably sulk and argue if Tabby ever decided that I
needed to be “put to sleep”, but she would do it just the same.


For awhile, it amuses Tabby to see the cruel games
that Sam plays with me. All she requires of me is the occasional tongue ride.
She requires even less of Sam. She is a strong and capable woman, and sitting
in a wheelchair doesn’t keep her from taking care of her own needs most of the
time. The elevator gets her up and down, and she can whiz around from room to
room faster than I could walk even if I weren’t weighted with chains. The grab
bars in the bathroom help her manage her private functions. She even cooks, and
only needs Sam in the kitchen to reach items from high shelves.


Later, Tabby improvises a little game to provide us
both with “a bit of healthy exercise”. Maybe it is for her, but for me it is
only another painful humiliation. I kneel beside her as she works at her heavy
duty sewing machine, pausing now and then to lean over me and take careful
measurements. When the work is finished, I have a sort of hobble-harness to
wear, a diabolical device made of nylon straps. 


One pair of straps is secured around my arms above
the elbows. Another pair joins my thighs above the knees. A line runs from my
collar to join all of these. There is enough slack to allow me to crawl on all
fours, but not enough to stand. I have to lift my head to keep my nose off the
floor, but this puts a strain on the strap that runs between my breasts and
connects to the waist harness and crotch strap. Lowering my head is no better.
A line from the back of my collar connects to the belt at the rear. There is a
row of brass buttons lining the inside of the crotch strap to abrade my clit
and irritate my puss. The plug she forces into my ass is long and thick. My
sphincter grasps the narrowed waistline of the shaft, but another two inches of
it extend outside the stretched opening, and the base of that is fastened to
the crotch strap so that it becomes a lever that rocks the shaft inside me with
every move I make.


When she has me wrapped in this web, all connections
adjusted for her satisfaction and my discomfort, Tabby produces a leather strap
and strikes the ass that my strictures force me to raise and offer.


“Crawl!”


At first, I think that what she demands is
impossible. Then I realize that locomotion is possible if I move my right knee
and elbow together, then the left. I measure my progress in inches, hunching
and stretching like a caterpillar.


With the whip to guide me, I am directed to an empty
ballroom with a hardwood floor. This is where the sport begins in earnest.


The electric motor that powers her craft whines as she
chases me around the room. Bound as I am, I can only shuffle awkwardly as I
race to avoid the strap. Laughing, she runs circles around me, raining blows on
my back and bottom. It is like being pursued by an angry wasp that stings
repeatedly.


There is no goal line. When my head bumps the wall, I
turn and race off in another direction, any direction, so long as it takes me
away from that hungry flail.


Soon my knees and elbows are raw from friction burns,
and my crotch feels like I am riding barbed wire. The shaft in my ass is an
eager lover, twisting into me each time another savage bite makes me jerk
forward. I am sodomizing myself.


Exhausted, I curl into a ball and try to protect my
most tender places while Tabby parks herself above me and swings.


“What’s the matter, bitch? Can’t you outrun a poor
old cripple?”


I jerk and scream until I am too hysterical to notice
that she finally tires of the game and leaves me locked in the empty room for
her sister to collect later.


The next day we do it again.



 

***



 

Both women are incredibly fussy about their
belongings. I am sometimes put to work waxing furniture or dusting. They watch
me carefully while I work, afraid that I might miss a spot or, heaven forbid,
break something. I don’t think they are worried that I will slip one of their
precious knickknacks into my pocket, but maybe they are. Women who would
kidnap and torture me for fun can’t be expected to display much rationality. I
wish they cared about me the way they care about the antiques.


I battle a crushing depression, and struggle against
a tendency to become passive and apathetic. Psychologists say that just wearing
a smile can make us feel happier, but I can’t try that. I have to pretend to be
a zombie. If Sam and Tabby hear me singing to lift my mood, they will know that
my spirit survives.


Showing them how tough I can be doesn’t gain me
anything, it just keep’s their guard up. I have to play the part of the humble
little geisha. I let them see my fear, but I hide my rage. Sophie said that
when you play a role long enough you become the role. I can’t let that happen.
If I can trick them into thinking that I have been broken, they might lower
their guard for a minute. My mask can’t slip until I am ready to tear it off.
After that, there won’t be any second chances.


So I only speak when I am spoken to, and I respond
slowly, as though forming the words requires great efforts of concentration. My
dazed expression becomes habitual. I follow when they take my leash and lead me
about the house. If my chains allow it, and permission has been given, I
stumble stupidly along. Other times I crawl. I always pace at heel, like any
well trained dog.


Sam’s rare kisses leave me greedy for more. I’m
starved for affection, and even the attentions of these hateful women are better
than the isolation of the cellar. I go two whole days without suffering any
abuse, just sitting quietly in my corner or eating from my bowl on the dining
room floor while they take their supper. I slip into a sort of contentment,
seeing the household routines go on around me, and begin to get cozy notions
about becoming a part of the family.


Then Tabby and Sam go shopping, and leave me locked
in the cellar with my arms stretched high enough to put me up on my toes and a
huge plug shoved up my ass. When they come back, my calf muscles are in agony
and my wrists are raw, but that doesn’t keep Sam from whipping me before she
lets me down.


I think that Sam is trying to keep me off balance, or
maybe it’s just that she is the unbalanced one. Her actions are completely
unpredictable, sometimes coldly rational, or wildly erratic, tender or savage.
When the basement door opens in the mornings, I never know which Sam to expect,
and I get in the habit of pretending to be asleep until she gives me a sign.
Self control is the only power I have. 


So I am not terribly surprised when she plunks me
down in a chair one morning and braids my hair for me. When I first see the
hairbrush in her hand, I think that she plans to whack me with it, but I relax
when I see that she also has rubber bands and a comb. She isn’t going to hurt
me, at least not right away. I sit quietly while she combs out my hair and
parts it down the middle.


“Why?” I ask abruptly. I’m not speaking impulsively.
I have been nerving myself up for this, waiting for one of her more lucid
moments to initiate conversation. I have to make her see me as a person, so
that it will be harder for her to abuse me with a clear conscience. I am
careful not to let any whining creep into my voice. That might set her off again.



The brush pauses, then moves on. “Everyone asks that
question sooner or later,” she says softly. “Why me? Why did this garbage fall
out of the sky and land on my head? There are so many who deserve it more.” She
sets the brush down and divides the hair on the left side of my head into three
hanks for braiding. “You broke into the wrong house, that’s all. From my point
of view, you’re a gift.”


She is telling me that being kidnapped is just bad
luck, like a plane crash. Bullshit! The devil has agents.


“You don’t have to be mean to me,” I offer carefully.
“I would have stayed with you if that was what you wanted. You didn’t have to
chain me up and force me.” I rattle my chains for emphasis. “Maybe life has
been hard for you. Tell me about it and help me to understand.”


I tense a little, afraid that I have gone too far,
and steal a sideways glance at her. She seems thoughtful as she finishes my
braid and wraps it with a rubber band to keep it from unraveling. I hear her
chuckle softly as she moves to my right and begins weaving another braid.


“It isn’t your love I want,” she says. 


I know that, of course. It’s my fear she feeds on. I can
only guess about her past. She has sacrificed much to tend to her sister, but
the giving that might have made her a better person has somehow twisted her
instead, making her bitter and reclusive. She has never known love, only duty.
The burden of caring for Tabby has kindled resentment, which she has directed
at others. Her thoughtful silence encourages me.


“It has been difficult for you, hasn’t it? All those years
of spending your youth to look after Tabitha were never rewarded. Everyone kept
talking about how brave she was to deal with her handicap. You must have felt
invisible sometimes.” I’m trying to find the right note here, to tweak Sam’s self-pity
without making Tabby the scapegoat. I already know the perils of playing these
two against each other.


She snaps another rubber band around the tail of the second
braid. I feel like a child, being groomed like this. Maybe she is fulfilling a
need here, playing with her real live doll. Perhaps she has vented her anger
and is softening, reconciling some old issues and getting a grip at last.


“When Mother died,” she says, “our Grandfather brought us
here, away from the cruelty of other children, the smug pity of strangers. He
taught us to be strong. This house became a fortress against the world. We
seldom go out. There is little we need from others, certainly not their stares
and whispers.”


She’s full of crap. It’s more likely the homophobic old
bastard discovered his little jewels were looneydykes and exiled them from
polite society.


She sighs. “Of course Tabitha’s condition eclipsed me
entirely. When the queen is on parade in her sedan chair, the litter bearers
are never noticed.” A bitter note creeps into her voice. 


Like Tabby, Sam feels wronged by life. I wonder what kind of
misogynistic misanthrope the old fart had to be, to teach his daughters so much
hate. “It doesn’t have to be that way,” I suggest. “The world is full of good
people who would accept you both as you are. You could find friendship out
there, even love. It’s not too late.”


That does it. Her face goes hard. We both know that there is
no turning back. She unsnaps my collar from the chain that connected me to the
seat and yanks me to my feet. I have touched a nerve somewhere. Maybe she has
detected the insincerity in my voice. Mom was right. Scabs don’t heal if you
pick at them.


I whimper and take shuffling steps with my chained feet as
she drags me over to a low rail and hooks me to it with a short chain. My
wrists are already fastened to my collar in front, and I look prayerful bending
there.


Prayer seems like a good idea right now. Her cold rage
poisons the air. I have played my trump and lost.


“Did you think that you could make me your friend by
pretending to sympathize with me?” she snarls.


I shouldn’t speak. It’s a rhetorical question, and any
answer I give will only get me into deeper trouble, but my ass is grass
already, and I have nothing to lose if I mouth off. “Was it your Granddaddy who
taught you to be such a brass plated bitch?” I ask sweetly.


I can feel her getting red behind me as she kicks my ankles
apart. I have already noticed the dick, my dick, swinging between her thighs. I
go limp, knowing from bitter experience what she has in mind. She will fuck me
first, with all the violence and energy she can summon. She likes to plan her
day out loud while she sodomizes me. I have already learned that she let me
have my hearing back because it gives her a new way to torture me. I was better
off when I didn’t know what was coming.


“Did you think that I would come to my senses suddenly and realize
that I have become a monster?”


It’s a war of taunts. We are both drawing blood. “I bet he took a
belt to your ass when he found out you were queer.” I throw it at her.


She hisses. I feel it, that thick, greedy rubber snake, nuzzling my
ass, finding the mark, grinding in.


“Did you think I would burst into tears of remorse and turn myself
in to the police?” she asks.


I’m goading her. I don’t care anymore. Maybe I can get her pissed
off enough to make it quick. Courage is what you find when everything else is
gone. “He never hit Tabby though, I’ll bet!”


Only my mouth is a rebel, at the other end I am opening wide like a
good little captive and swallowing every rude inch. The first jolting thrust
takes my breath away, and I yield—point, game, and match. There was never any
doubt that I would. Baiting her is just so much bravado. No blindfold please, I
want to make faces at the executioner.


She takes a braid in each hand. I thought that she braided my hair
because pigtails made me look like a schoolgirl, the despoiled innocence thing.
I’m so naive sometimes. She just wanted reins.


I raise my head to ease the pressure as my neck chain goes taut and
she pulls me back against the impalement. She goes for depth. Her breath is hot
on my neck as she whispers in my ear.


“Did you really think that you are my first toy?”


She chuckles, feeling the drag on the dildo as I suddenly go small and
tight.



 

***



 

I don’t let them see my disgust when I am taken to Tabby’s bed,
where she waits with her bony ass propped up on pillows and her bare legs
splayed impossibly wide. I wiggle my butt for Sam’s benefit when I crawl up on
to the bed, giving her a good look at the stripes and bruises she continually
renews. I have to put on a good show for them. My life depends on it. So I bow
reverently between those scrawny thighs to worship the holy cunt, and I let my
face display how honored I feel to be allowed a taste of her nectar. I dive
right in and feed on her as though I have been quivering with anticipation of
this moment.


Tabby is no fool. She knows that the lower half of her body is
something out of a freak show, but I help her to pretend, just for a while,
that she is beautiful and desired. 


If I serve her with my hands chained to the front of my collar, I am
careful not to wipe her juices from my face while she is watching. Instead, I
make a great show of licking my chops, as though she is so delicious that I
don’t want to waste a drop. I even pout a little when I am led away.


It buys me a little comfort. Sometimes she asks Sam to leave me
chained in the bedroom for the night instead of taking me downstairs. She
snores, but the carpet is deep and soft, better than concrete any day. It’s a
small luxury. 


Tabby spends hours each day parked in front of a computer. From her
conversations with Sam, I figure that she is a moderately successful hack
writer. I struggle to keep my face straight when I first see her at her desk,
leaning forward and squinting while she pecks out romances with two fingers. I
scan her desktop, and swallow my disappointment when I see that there is no
phone connection. The idea of broadcasting an S.O.S. on line has great appeal,
not that she would ever leave me alone with her toy.


Sometimes the kneehole of Tabby’s desk becomes my cage for an
afternoon. The wheelchair bars the exit as Tabby works. I work too, burrowing
between those fleshless thighs to find the hairy folds and lap until she tells
me to stop; then resting on my heels until she tells me to start again. I
serve, and obey, and wait for my time to act.


It comes unexpectedly.


I am standing beside the desk, waiting for Sam to take me
downstairs, where I will spend the evening enjoying a generous serving of
flagellation and sodomy; when I finally have a chance to swipe my keepsake. 


Sam has yet to arrive, and Tabby is momentarily distracted by her
search for a suitable synonym. Since my hands are cuffed behind me, I have to
back up to the desk in order to snag my prize and palm it.


It’s nothing, really, just a paper clip.


Sam never sees it, though she whips my ass around the basement and
reams me for hours. She doesn’t even notice the way my fist stays clenched
while she padlocks the chain around my cuffs to tether me to the post before
going upstairs for the night.


This is easier than I hoped for. Thanks to Sam’s diet plan, I am
skinny enough to thread my elbows over my ass, sit, and put my knees against my
chest to slide the cuffs over my feet. With my hands in front of me, I can see
what I’m doing.


The hardest part is bending the paper clip into the right shape. I
do it by wedging the wire between the chain links and twisting. Handcuff locks
are easy, even when you have to work by feel. The same configuration works on
my leg shackles.


I stand studying the deadbolt on the door for a full minute before I
realize that the problem is not the lock, but the door itself. I laugh softly
when I discover that the hinges are on the inside. I pull the pins with Sam’s
pliers, the same ones that she has been using to twist my nipples. It takes all
of my strength to get the last one, because the door is starting to sag and
bind against it. When it lets go, I fall over backwards and barely reach up in
time to catch the door before it brains me.


I make a little noise, but I’m in the basement. Tabby and Sam are
snoring on the second floor.


I race up the stairs with a pounding heart. If they see me now, I
could be shot trying to escape. I certainly don’t intend to let them take me
alive.


I need a weapon.


Every time Sam brought me upstairs, I took advantage of the chance
to look around the place. There are rooms she never took me to. The kitchen, of
course, was too well stocked with knives. She wasn’t about to bring a desperate
woman there. There were other rooms that were seldom used for any reason, but I
had glimpsed stuffed animals once through a half open door. Stuffed animals
meant that Grandpa, or someone in the family, had been a hunter. It was a den,
I reasoned, and what’s a den without a gun rack?


Looking for it, I turn an unfamiliar corner, and nearly cry out when
I see a naked girl at the end of the hall. Then, when she freezes too, I
realize that the bruised wraith before me is my own reflection in a full length
mirror. I stare at the hollow eyes and the sunken cheeks, the collarbones too
prominent, the limbs that are mostly elbow and knee. For a moment, I think that
I have died, and only my deluded ghost is prowling the house to seek revenge. I
turn away from the image. Don’t be such a dumb cunt, I tell myself. Death
couldn’t hurt this much.


The old cat burglar instincts still work. How much noise does a
barefoot girl make, especially one who weighs so little? The key ring from the
high hook in the foyer closet is fat, I am careful not to let the keys jingle
as I move about the house. All doors are open to me now. The shotgun is in the
rack in the den, right under the moose head. With my salvation so near, I am
clumsy with haste, and have to calm myself with deep breaths the way Sophie
taught me. When my hands stop shaking, I start sorting through the key ring
until I find a fit for the ammo drawer below. The drawer squeaks a little when
I open it, and I freeze. Then I realize that freedom is literally in my hands.
I load the shotgun with trembling fingers and make sure the safety is off. Then
I just stand there holding it for a few minutes while the good news sinks in. I
take a breath and straighten up from the cowering crouch that has become my
chronic posture. I don’t have to be afraid of them anymore.


I want clean clothes and a bath. I want an extra large pizza with
the works. I want a beer and a pot of coffee. I want to find Sophie and pledge
my undying love.


I want revenge.


First things first. I find my motorcycle parked in the garage under
a tarp, no doubt Sam was planning to dispose of it when she disposed of me. The
extra clothing I packed in the saddlebags is still there. I keep the shotgun
very handy while I dress, looking back into the house and listening for alarms.
I dress in a hurry. It’s cold in the garage. I can see my breath in the
moonlight. It was summer when I first entered this house. How long have I been
kept here?


All I have to do now is open the garage door and roar away. I go
back into the house and find a phone instead. I take it into the closet, close
the door, and keep the gun pointed at the door. 


I’m not about to call 911. The law takes a dim view of biker dyke
cat burglars. Any story two proper spinsters tell is more likely to be
believed. They would get all the justice money can buy. When it was over, they
would get the book deals and the interviews. I would get ten to twenty.


I call the clubhouse instead. It’s the middle of the night. They
have probably closed Malone’s Grill by now. I’m in luck. They have paid the
phone bill this month. Hail Marys are pouring out of me while it rings.


Furpie answers. When I tell her who it is she shouts at someone to
turn the music down. 


I don’t bother with the truth. It will take too long, and I don’t
want the Sisters to waste a lot of time beating the drum and painting their
faces for war. I tell her I’m at an outasight party and the whole gang is
invited. 


She’s too dumb to be skeptical. I give her directions and have her
read them back to me. I tell her the bar is well stocked and the bartender is a
fox. That should bring them on the run.


“Hung!” she says, “where have you been? Sophie has been calling, and
nobody could find you.”


Sophie! I swallow the catch in my voice. “Just hurry, okay?”


I unlock the front door and settle into a rocking chair to wait.
Upstairs, a toilet flushes. My jailers don’t know yet that the canary is
flitting about down here. 


I know revenge is petty, but what I’m planning is a sort of rough
justice. The house is quiet now. I can hear the clock ticking. It will take the
gang an hour to get here. Then the party will begin. I sit by the fire with the
shotgun in my lap, rocking slowly and imagining the fun to come.


Furpie will swing from the chandelier and yodel like Tarzan. Bonny
will head for the bar and mix up a pitcher of Margaritas. Sheena will practice
knife throws into Grandpa’s portrait while Gypsy redecorates with spray paint.


Tabby will sit on the floor to watch the festivities. With her hands
cuffed behind her, she won’t be able to do much more than flop around and cuss.


Sam will have center stage—hooded and chained and spectacularly
welted. Honeytwat will ride her face like a hobbyhorse. I’m getting wet
thinking about it.


Grandpa should have warned them. A fortress can also be a prison.


I hear thunder in the distance, a chorus of Harleys running wide
open. There is nothing scarier than a dyke with an attitude. 


I’m tired, so tired. It’s all I can do to keep my grip on the
shotgun. Outside, the thunder is louder. The first sounds of stirring begin
upstairs. It will change to panic in another minute. Too late you evil bitches!
I grin drowsily. I watch the shotgun barrel dip as the room fades to black.


Just before I crash, one last question flits through my mind.


I wonder where Sam is keeping my dick?











Chapter Five



 

“I’m not what I appear to be, Sophie.”


I was just taking a sip when Mandy said this, and
nearly sprayed coffee all over my kitchen, stifling a snigger. A good top is
always in control, however. I managed to swallow most of it and clear my
windpipe with a polite cough. My amusement was expressed only by an ironic
smile as I replied, “That goes without saying.”


She appeared to be a prim little woman, wearing a
white blouse buttoned to the throat and one of those silly little string
neckties that made me think of Wyatt Earp. (From her dialect, I guessed that
she was from the Northern Rockies, Montana maybe. My friend Hung Low could have
probably told me which county, just by listening to a few words.) Below that
she wore a gray skirt and blazer. Her shoes were sensible, made for walking and
standing. She looked like a small town librarian, or a secretary hired for her
office skills by some middle manager who intended to keep his marriage vows. 


She didn’t smile. The remark was meant to be the
prologue to some confession I probably didn’t want to hear. She dipped her tea
bag thoughtfully. (What is it with dykes and tea these days? They all drink it;
not an honest pekoe either, but stuff made with roots and flowers and Korean
herbs.) She was sitting stiffly, partly because she was such a prig, but also
because her ass was tender. She wouldn’t forget me for a week at least.


7The night before had been rather unforgettable for
both of us. The memory of it inspired my smile. That was when this proper young
lady had finally been able to get in touch with her inner slut. It had been a
liberating experience for her and good filthy fun for me. I flashed back to the
way she looked as she crawled slowly across my dining room floor, her fetters
clicking softly on the hardwood floor as she navigated the throw rug
archipelago. There were shining manacles on her wrists and ankles, with enough
chain between to allow her to scuttle along. There was a rubber bit clenched in
her teeth, and she yipped softly whenever my whip found a sensitive spot. From
behind, I had a view of her hash marked butt and the swaying horsetail
sprouting from her ass plug.


She was a game little filly, her dismay at the sight
of my dungeon didn’t prevent her from bending meekly into the open yoke of the
pillory, though she whimpered a little when I slipped the padlock through the
hasp and snapped it shut.


I have worked with nervous beginners before. I knew
how to stroke her until she relaxed and began to purr. I knew how to coax the
flower open and fill it with dew. I recognized the moment when the blows of the
paddle ceased to terrify. By the time I progressed to the cane, she was begging
for it, wagging her tail, daring me to do my worst.


She had seen the rubber monster swinging between my
thighs, couldn’t take her eyes off of it. I let her anticipation grow, rubbing
it over the railroad tracks on her ass to tease her, then slashing her again to
hear her petulant howl. The cane is even more bitter when it surprises, cutting
off ecstasy. My hands and tongue restored the mood again and again, until
pleasure and pain confused her and became equally welcome.


She was sobbing when I slapped her face with the
dildo and allowed her the privilege of sucking it first. I knew that her tears
were inspired by emotions more complicated than mere distress. She was letting
go of burdens she had carried unaware. I fed it to her deep, until she began to
make retching noises in the back of her throat.


My dick never goes soft. I rode her puss for a long
time, then let her lick it clean while I leaned across her back to ease the
tail out. She knew what I had in mind. When I moved behind her again, she
arched her back to offer me her ass. I reamed her until she went weak in the
knees.


I took her right to the cliff edge of hysteria and
let her take a good look down, holding her tightly the whole time to keep her
from falling in. I carried her to my bed and held her in my arms afterwards,
drying her tears and forgiving her for every wrong she had ever done. She fell
asleep with her thumb in her mouth.


Now she was composed, all traces of last night’s
sweat and tears had vanished down my shower drain. Earlier this morning, I had
burned a joint while I watched her open up her make-up case and paint her
public mask. 


“I was sent to find you,” she said. “I’m here to
offer you a job.” My little submissive miss had disappeared. A bureaucratic
clone had replaced her.


“I have a job,” I told her. True, just a part time
bookkeeping gig that Hung Low finagled for me down at the health club, but it
was honest work.


“My employer asked me to find a woman of your talents
and inclinations. She wanted someone who could show enthusiasm and imagination,
someone discreet.”


“I’m not a pro,” I said. I was feeling a little
miffed. When she walked into Malone’s Grill the night before, ignoring the
come-ons from half the girls in the room, and made a beeline for me; I thought
that it was my incredible animal magnetism. Now I was finding out that the
whole thing had been just an audition.


She shook her head. “We aren’t interested in hiring a
pro. They tend to be jaded and mercenary. This is to be a labor of love.”


I grinned, “Your boss is somebody famous. That’s why
she had to send you out procuring.” I knew that someone had been checking me
out. A man who didn’t quite smell like law had been asking questions around the
neighborhood. Until now, I thought some jealous husband had hired a private
dick to find out where wifey really was on bridge night. (Over my knee
perhaps?)


She colored a little at my bluntness, but nodded.
“Naturally we wish to avoid any sort of scandal.” She saw that I was hesitating
and turned on the sales routine.


“We are prepared to offer you a house of your own, a
generous salary, and perks. Your services would be needed perhaps one or two
nights a week. This would be by appointment. You wouldn’t be on call. You would
have only one client.”


I grinned at the little slut hiding behind that
clever disguise. “What about you? Wouldn’t you be dropping by for a quickie now
and then?”


She rewarded me with another blush. “I respect my
employer’s wishes and her privacy. We would expect you to do the same.”


I have intuitive flashes. I was having one then.
Mandy the little helper hadn’t just been slumming in the line of duty. She
didn’t submit herself to a topgirl just to have a delicious little anecdote
that she could share with her friends when they get tipsy and try to shock each
other.


She was submissive to the core, deep in the closet,
and probably had a major crush on Ms. VIP.
(Who was this mystery lady anyway? Where did she get the arrogance to think
that she could just order up a top the way she called out for pizza?
Perversely, I was intrigued. How delicious to get my hands on such a consummate
Smart Ass Masochist!)


But Mandy was obviously a pitiable case. She had
delivered herself unto my evil hands just to see if I do good work. She was
like the palace slave who tastes the queen’s wine. This was more like obsession
than devotion. If the boss hadn’t seen where this kid was coming from, she was
an insensitive bitch. If she had, and sent poor Mandy off to shop for a
courtesan anyway, then she was just a plain bitch. Whichever one it was, I knew
that I would be only too eager to give Ms. VIP
exactly what she deserved—no charge.


Not
being a pro, I didn’t know if I felt mercenary enough to share this most
extreme sort of love play with someone who was, sight unseen, already on my
shit list. “Think it over,” said Mandy. “You don’t have to decide today.”


When I didn’t answer that, Mandy dropped her business
card on the table, rinsed her cup in the sink, and left. 


I enjoyed her exit. The careful way she placed one
foot directly in front of the other to make her hips sway for me. She looked
back. (I knew that she would.) There was a puzzled expression on her face.
Bottoms always risk falling for any top who takes them out to Edge City and
back. It was divided loyalty, I suspect, that caused her to turn swiftly away.


I remembered the night before, how she arched her
spine and pushed back to take the full length. I had touched her where she had
never been touched before—pun intended. She closed the door softly on the way
out.


It wasn’t the money, or even the chance to do
somebody famous, maybe curiosity, or boredom. Whatever—I rang her a week later,
and the next morning I was jet bound for D.C. 



 

***



 

This is a job for Sister Martinet. She is the only
woman who can do it right. I adjust my wimple and cowl, getting into character,
feeling that sanctimonious rush of certainty in one’s own rightness. Katherine
Arnold has sinned. It is my duty to hear her confession and observe her
penance. She will find redemption tonight and be reborn in a state of grace.


One of the perks of being a topgirl is that every
night can be Halloween. I know my victim. She attended a strict parochial
school, and learned to fear authority even as she learned to love power. She
will listen carefully to everything I say tonight. She would not dare to
contradict me. 











Chapter Six



 

I am armed with an aluminum yardstick, purchased at
the local hardware and shortened to improve its balance. It has more impact
than a paddle, but lacks the bite of a cane.


My client knows it well. 


Under my habit, I wear lace up boots with square
stacked heels, a strap-on dildo and nothing else. The strap-on buckles around
my waist and thighs, leaving my crotch exposed. We wouldn’t want anything to
get in the way of Ms. Congresswoman’s tongue. 



 

“Can I have Mandy get you something?” asked
Representative Katherine Arnold.


Mandy stood by fidgeting, as though nervous about the
prospect of leaving her employer alone with such a dangerous woman. I had
already noticed the way her eyes flickered over toward Katherine whenever she
thought herself unobserved, and heard the subtle change in her tone of voice
when she spoke to the Congresswoman. The object of her affection appeared
oblivious.


“Scotch on the rocks, thanks.” I really didn’t need a
drink so early in the day, but I wanted Mandy out of the way. We had things to
discuss that would probably freak her out a little.


“Coffee,” said Katherine. She had no attention to
spare for Mandy. She was too busy taking my measure. When Mandy was gone, she
cleared her throat and spoke to me.


“Mandy explained to you that this matter requires
extreme discretion?”


I chuckled. “I’m discreet. I can be extreme too, when
the situation calls for it.”


She wasn’t sure how to take that, and frowned a
little. “Are you politically involved, Ms. Brewster?”


I flashed an impudent grin. “Sophie,” I said. She
could get around to calling me Mistress later. “You want to know if I might be
a cleverly planted spy for the opposition party? You did come looking for me,
remember. I wouldn’t be likely to tell you if I were anyway. For the record, my
politics fall somewhere to the right of the anarchists. I plan to start a party
of my own, just as soon as I come up with a slogan that isn’t a complete
oxymoron.”


She smiled finally—a nice smile. I was beginning to
understand why the voters had elected a woman of so little age and experience.
“I didn’t expect to like you,” she confessed. “I thought that you would be cold
and crude, certainly less attractive.” 


I was sitting on the other side of her desk, looking
past her to browse her bookshelf, impressed by what I saw. History, philosophy,
and economics books filled the shelves, and they had a well-used appearance.
Otherwise, the office was Spartan, lacking ostentation. It was smaller than I
had expected. Here, at the center of power and influence, was an office that
would have shamed a mid- level bureaucrat. The desk was plain gray steel. The
blotter resting on the laminate top was covered with doodles, scribbled notes,
and yellow legal pads. Her PC was no more intimidating than the stuff available
in any discount store. 


Since Representative Arnold had taken the liberty of
investigating me, I had felt it only fair that I check her out. My task was
easier; so much of her life was a matter of public record. She was middle of
the road politically, born to wealth, but unspoiled by it. Raised Catholic, but
now an Orthodox Agnostic. I had seen a photo of her beside her parents, the
dour and distant father, the mother too lost in her own despair to salvage any
love for her daughter. I had learned much and guessed the rest. I told you that
I am intuitive. Essential pieces of her childhood had been deleted by fate. She
would never be whole without them. I understood now why she had missed the
signals Mandy broadcast whenever the two of them were near. How could Ms. VIP be expected to recognize Mandy’s needs, when
she had so little understanding of her own?


Her childless marriage had ended quickly with an
amicable divorce. Like many closet lesbians, she had expected marriage to
reform her. The ex was gentleman enough to leave her reputation intact.


Arnold was a name that no shame had ever been
connected with and she wanted to keep it that way.


I had obliged her that morning by dressing
conservatively. It wouldn’t do to call on a U.S. Representative in full leather
kit, but I think that she had been half expecting it. It bothered me a little
that she sat down without asking permission after rising to shake my hand. No well-trained
sub would be so impudent, but training is what I do after all. I will teach her
to mind her manners.


Mandy, on the other hand, had been properly
deferential. When she picked me up at the airport, she had greeted me with a
little bow, and had spoken only when spoken to. Her eyes never met mine. I had
felt her envy anyway. I was about to share with Representative Arnold all of
the intimacies that Mandy would have preferred for herself. I wondered if this
mouse would ever find the balls to declare her love. Duty and desire were at
war inside her.


“I am a bit surprised myself,” I said. “Your photos
don’t do you justice.” This wasn’t flattery. A top has no need to flatter. She
would be groveling under a barrage of verbal abuse soon enough, if I had my
way.


Truth was, she had the aristocratic beauty that comes
from good genes, excellent diet, and skilled dental care. Her colleagues on the
floor would no doubt find it hard to imagine this well-bred beauty groveling
under my whip, though the fancy might make some of them stiffen or grow damp.


“You are wondering, perhaps, why a woman in my
position requires your services,” she said.


“Not at all.” I made a tent of the fingers resting in
my lap, a studied gesture that signaled my authority. “People in positions of
power often need to balance their personality by experiencing submission.”


She smiled again, looking like a college freshman
instead of the forty something she was. Dimples appeared on her cheeks, making
her seem sweet and innocent. “Do you speak from personal experience?”


I knew what she was asking, and it was an impudent
question, one she would pay for later. She was a Smart Ass for sure,
practically begging me to correct her. “I can’t lead others to places where I
haven’t been myself,” I said.


I have learned from the best, directly, on my knees,
at their feet. The rings in my nipples weren’t placed there in a piercing
parlor, they were thrust home in a clammy cellar by a grinning bitch while I
sweated and screamed in my bindings. 


I smiled back as I spoke. My casual admission gave me
added potency. It told her that I had been to places she had only dreamed
about.


She licked her lips—nervousness or lust? I flared my
nostrils to catch her scent, noticing the sudden dew on her brow. She coughed
and straightened papers unnecessarily on her desk. She was ripe for it. I knew
that leather chair was damp under her ass. “I have a contract for your services
here,” she lifted one corner of the papers shyly, as though afraid that I would
refuse them.


I reached across the desk to take them from her hand,
amused by its tremor. I was fairly sure that this “contract” hadn’t been drawn up
by the legal department. Ms. Representative had written it herself, late at
night, with the blinds drawn and the door locked. I wondered if she had found
one-handed typing difficult.


I let her squirm while I read it. She was feeling
like a schoolgirl caught passing notes in class, waiting for her most private
thoughts to be exposed.


Mandy came in carrying a tray and set coffee, laced
with love, in front of Katherine, and scotch, spiked with envy, in front of me.


“Leave us,” I said, not looking up from my reading. I
was aware of her looking to Katherine for confirmation. Katherine nodded.


It
was carefully worded. No one could read anything into it that would indicate
the nature of the service I would provide. She might have been hiring a massage
therapist or a personal trainer. Most of it had to do with liability. The meat
and potatoes of it was that she was setting me up with a playpen, cash, and
perks. She would play at her own risk, but I would promise never to tell
anybody what we did together. We were trusting each other about most of it, of
course. If we ever came down to enforcing the contract, it would mean that her
cover was already blown. We weren’t about to take each other to small claims
court.


The contract had a six-month lifetime. When it expired,
we could renew, renegotiate, or get the hell out. She was to see me every
Wednesday evening between six and midnight. What I did with the rest of my time
was my own business.


“You missed a few things,” I said dryly.


She raised an eyebrow. She seldom heard that tone of
voice. It was time for her to get used to it. “You have protected yourself
legally,” I explained, “but you have forgotten that this kind of play can put
you in physical danger. You said nothing about your turn ons, or your fears. I
don’t see anything in here about limits. Don’t you even have a safe word?” The
way she was blushing, I knew she didn’t. 


I
had seen this before, of course. The world is full of people who have
entertained the same jack-off fantasy for so long that they assume everyone
else knows the scenario too. They think that the top is going to make it just
like their dream, speak the same lines, make the same gestures, stop when they
cum. The lady thought I was psychic. Lucky for her that I was—at least a
little.


But she was still in for a surprise. I was going to
give her what she wanted all right, though the reality would be nothing like
her fantasies. I was also going to give her what she really needed.


That was the pivotal moment in our relationship. She
could have played big shot, blustering and bluffing, instead of lowering her
eyes and murmuring: 


“I’m sorry, Mistress. Do you want me to change it?” 


That’s when I knew it was going to be all right.


“There is no need to do a re-write,” I said. “We will
just reach a verbal understanding.” I wondered if it was safe to speak freely
in her office. There might be any number of people eavesdropping—KGB, FBI, CIA, any voyeur who wanted to sneak a look at the
seat of power. I would settle for a look at Katherine’s seat. I decided that
internal security was her problem. 


“Have you had sex with other women?” I asked.


I was rewarded with an honest blush. Get used to
it, honey, I thought. She would be giving up a lot of secrets before I was
finished with her.


“A
few times,” she confessed. “I was never very comfortable about it. I wasn’t
brought up that way. Who is?” She shrugged and laughed nervously. “Men just
never…” she fumbled for a way to put it.


“Didn’t ring your bell,” I offered helpfully.


She nodded.


“Ever been whipped?”


She flinched a little at the thought. “No,” she
admitted. “The idea terrifies me. I’m afraid of being cut. I talked a lover
into spanking me once. It was a rather sad experience. She stopped the first
time I made a sound of distress. She even apologized.”


“You’re curious though,” I said.


“Obviously,” she shuddered. “A generation ago, people
like me were sent to mental institutions.”


People like us, I thought. “All right,” I cut
her off. We could play true confessions later. “You are inexperienced at this
game, so I’ll take it slow. I’m sensitive to your fears, and I know you don’t
want to be compromised, but before six months has ended, you can expect to have
your horizons broadened considerably. Expect to be naked in front of me. Expect
pain, but always in a sexual context and never more than you can bear. You will
present yourself to me clean inside and out. You won’t be late. I won’t keep
you past the Cinderella hour, and I won’t leave any permanent marks. Any
bruises should fade in a day or two. There won’t be anything that a modest
skirt won’t cover. Every inch of your body will be available to me. You will
satisfy me sexually. Expect full penetration.”


She had been hugging herself and shuddering through
this speech. She looked up suddenly. “You mean…”


I grinned wolfishly. “I’m going to fuck every hole in
your body, sweetheart.”


She was silent for a long time, no doubt weighing the
physical and psychic dangers of her fantasy coming true. Lust won. It always
does. She nodded. “Very well.”


I slapped the desktop, startling her. “Wrong answer.
Try again.” I used a level tone that carried more menace than a shout would
have.


“Sorry!” She was suddenly completely in character.
“Yes, Mistress.” The line was spoken without irony. 


I finished my drink and stood to leave. At the door,
I paused and looked back, seeing her, not as a self-assured woman, but as the
child she had once been.


“Your safe word is ‘mercy’. Don’t forget it, and
don’t use it unless you are in real trouble. If I hear it too soon or too
often, the contract is void.”


“Yes, Mistress.”



 

In the uncertain light of votive candles, she waits.
She is naked, as her Mistress demands. I know that her clothing is hanging
neatly in the ready room locker, an inch of space between the hangers. She
crawls to the center of the floor and kneels, clapping her hands to the back of
her neck and spreading her knees. She glances up briefly, to see which of my
incarnations confronts her, and flinches as she recognizes the black robe. None
of my personae are more cruel or demanding. 


“Bless me Sister, for I have sinned.”



 

Our negotiations completed, Mandy was summoned to
drive me to the new love nest. I am indifferent to my dwellings, since they
have always been temporary. This one had the essentials, a big, well equipped
bath, an isolated setting, and a deep basement.


“Representative Arnold is terrified that she will be
exposed,” Mandy said as she led me on my tour. I laughed and told her that I
intended to expose Ms. Representative every week. I knew what Mandy meant, of
course. A certain advisor to the President had just been forced to resign over
a foot fetishism scandal. His real sin, however, was that the toes he was
sucking were not his wife’s. She forgave him—the public didn’t.


Mandy was not amused. “I would do anything to protect
Katherine.” She delivered this threat so earnestly that I almost laughed,
expecting her to flash a gun like a Hollywood heroine. 


“Her reputation is safe with me,” I assured Mandy,
“but her ass is in real jeopardy.” Mandy rewarded me with a blush. I had
already noticed that she was using the Representative’s first name. Was Ms.
Arnold really too dense to see that she didn’t need to hire her playmate? Of
course, S&M isn’t about sex. It’s about balancing the power. The girl who
took orders from her all day could hardly be expected to take her in hand when
the lights were out. I thought about teasing Mandy a little, maybe trying to
get her in the sack. How long since she enjoyed a night of long slow
lovemaking? 


In her mind, our one night together wouldn’t count.
That was in the line of duty. Loyalty to Katherine would be a big deal with
her, not to be compromised by a casual fuck. If I seduced her, guilt might send
her off to fellate a gas pipe or something. Nothing life does to us is as cruel
as the things we do to ourselves. 


“So what does she like?” I asked abruptly.


Mandy’s head snapped around. She had been drifting
toward the exit, trying to get away without seeming impolite. She could have
simply handed me the key and dropped me off at the door. She was expecting
something, re-assurance perhaps, that I wouldn’t take away the love which was
never hers to lose.


“What? Who?”


“Don’t play dumb with me.” I let my irritation show.
“Ms. VIP. I have to know a bit
about her if I intend to do my job right. What rings her bell?”


“Walks in the country,” said Mandy. “Autumn mornings
and winter nights, coffee with two sugars and no cream.”


These are a few of my favorite things. I took Mandy’s
chin in my hand, closing her mouth. “This is Mistress Sophie you’re talking to,”
I reminded her. “You know what I mean. What gives her a wet slit?”


Mandy stiffened, and her face became a mask of
reproach. Anyone else might have backed off, but I kept my hand on her chin,
just easing my grip enough to let her speak. 


“I wouldn’t know,” she said. She was trying for a
tone of offended dignity. What I heard was regret. Unrequited love is the worst
kind. “I didn’t even know that she liked women until she sent me to find you.” 


Okay.
I was the bad girl now; the interloper who would take obscene liberties with
Mandy’s dearly beloved. She could tell herself that Katherine’s happiness made
her happy, but thoughts of the things I was doing to Katherine’s naked body
would have her climbing walls.


Tough titty. It had been a long trip and I was wasted.
“Run along, Mandy,” I sighed. “I’ll take good care of her for you.”


I had a week to prepare my lair. The house was
already furnished with the bare essentials. Katherine had provided me with a
moving allowance that was far too generous for a gal who often spends months
living out of an airline carry-on bag, and makes do at times with the shirt on
her back and a scant understanding of the local language. I picked up a few
items that I needed at the Goodwill store and spent the bulk of my cash on
electronics, lumber, tools, and hardware. The cellar was quickly transformed
into a suitable dungeon. I installed surveillance cameras in several places,
and beefed up the security system. I bought a black market thirty eight to keep
under my pillow. Washington is a rough town. A girl can’t be too careful,
especially when she is dealing with government types. They are the worst sort
of lowlifes.


That night I dreamed that I heard Hung Low sobbing
like a frightened child. I ran through a dark forest in search of her, stopping
at a huge hollow tree. 


“Where are you?” I cried frantically.


Her voice came from inside the tree. “The squirrels
stole all my peanuts and I can’t find my way home!”


I laughed at the dream in the morning, but remembered
it all day.



 

***



 

Her tongue is tiring. I hover over her like a great
bat, my black robe open to invite her attentions, a curtain for her shame as
she laps, and laps. I gasp and sway. There are some tops who feel that letting
the bottom see them cum is a display of weakness. Slaves should never be
allowed to grow smug with the knowledge that they have the power to make you
lose control. I cum too hard to hide it, gripping her head in my hands and
bending her back until she must support herself with her hands to avoid
toppling over. I ride her face, feeling the soft worm of her tongue burrow deep
into the furrow. 


I step back a little to let her catch her breath, and
she rests her damp forehead against my thigh, hugging my leg like the
frightened child she has become. A tender moment, it is all wrong for the
evening I have planned.


I grab a handful of her hair and jerk her head back,
staring down into her face, seeing the juices smeared across her cheeks, the
irritated rash beginning to develop on her chin, the sudden alarm in her eyes. 


“Again!” I growl. “Get it right this time!”



 

***



 

When Mandy delivered Katherine to my door on
Wednesday night, I noted the time and buzzed them in. It was six on the dot by
my watch. Katherine was taking the game seriously enough to be punctual. Then again,
Mandy was her driver and handler, perhaps she had insured prompt delivery to
cheat me of an excuse to punish. They stood skittishly in the foyer for a
moment, expecting me to appear.


I let them wait a bit, observing them through the
security camera hidden in the overhead light fixture, before I came downstairs
and joined them. I looked Katherine up and down, until she dropped her eyes
with a blush. “You may return for her at midnight.” I was addressing Mandy, but
kept my eyes on Katherine as I spoke. 


When Mandy didn’t move, I shifted my gaze to her, and
saw the obstinate set of her jaw. Okay, message received. She wasn’t taking
orders from anyone except her beloved. Katherine didn’t get it, the dense
bitch. She thought Mandy was simply concerned about her safety.


“It’s all right, Mandy,” she said quietly, “Run
along.” Mandy gave me a final warning with her eyes before she left.


When we were alone at last, Katherine began to fidget
under my stern glare. She had been anticipating a gentler introduction to
submission, I suspected; a slow seduction that would build trust and advance
slowly to spare her any needless anxiety.


Fuck that. I intended to give her full value. She had
never really talked to me about what she wanted or how far she expected me to
take her. I suppose it may have been shyness and inexperience, but I preferred
to assume that I had been given carte blanche. Her fantasies were no doubt
boundless. She didn’t know yet how well she could bear the reality.


“Go in there,” I pointed to a door on her left. “Put
all of your clothing and jewelry in the locker and padlock it. I will come for
you when I am ready.”


I was, in fact, ready, except for a change of
costume. I wanted time to observe my victim without the uniform and trappings
of her office. I wanted to see what she would do while she waited naked in a
bare room for someone to come and abuse her.


When she closed the door, the latch clicked behind
her. I saw the knob turn experimentally, confirming her suspicion that she was
locked in. I imagined her on the other side, fighting panic as she realized how
irrevocable this small step had been. I hurried upstairs.


When I turned on the video monitor, I could see that
she was still looking around. The proximity switch on the camera had switched
on when she entered. A tape turned lazily in the recorder. She would have been
horrified, I was sure, to know that her humiliation was being filmed, but I had
no intention of showing the tape to anyone, least of all her. I was recording
the event for my own amusement and study. She might betray subtle clues to her
character that I would miss in the heat of my own passion. Later, I could
review our session and learn from it.


I had deliberately left the waiting room bare. Once
it had been a large walk in closet for some big wig who threw Washington
parties and needed the space for coats. Now it was my little anteroom to hell.
There were just four walls, a floor and ceiling, and a gray metal gym locker
with its door open; nothing to distract Katherine from the business at hand. I
always like to watch my slaves strip, and see how they dress for a date with a
dominatrix. Most don’t wear panties, or else they wear some outlandish garter
belt-corset thing under their civvies. Katherine was still dressed for a day of
doing Uncle Sam’s business. She wore a simple but expensive suit, a white
blouse, pantyhose. She hesitated, looking around the room until I feared that
she would discover the camera, then peeled out of her things with a determined
haste.


I noticed the careful way she folded and arranged
everything in the locker. Was she a neat freak? Was she anticipating punishment
for sloppiness? Was she stalling? Stalling, I decided, when she stood staring
at her clothing, saying goodbye before she slammed the door and took a deep
breath to hold while she threaded the padlock through the door latch. It was a
simple, mechanical act, one that she had performed so often during her
childhood days in the Catholic school that it should be habit, but it took her
three tries to close the padlock.


Looking down from my video aerie, I watched her back
away from the locker, hugging herself and shivering with sudden chill. The
hardwood floor was cold under her feet, and I had deliberately left the room under
heated, but I knew that her tremors were too deep to be explained by mere heat
loss. 


It was time for Ms. Representative to leave the
office behind, and that meant deceleration time. She would meditate on the
dangers of an overactive libido, feel foolish and frightened by turns, and prepare
a careful spiel explaining why the whole thing had been a mistake. I would know
when she was ready to put all that nonsense aside.


She paced. She leaned against the wall. She squatted
in the corner. She stared long and hard at the light fixture, giving me a
delicious study of the controlled terror in her eyes. I thought she had seen
the camera, but she was only damning the brightness of the light. The better to
see you, my dear.


She stood in the center of the room, head bowed. She
put her hands behind her back and clasped them. I leaned forward expectantly,
watching her get into character. When she dropped slowly to her knees, I stood
up and stretched lazily before strolling down the stairs. 


I remembered how it had been for me when I was in her
situation, waiting for the distant thunder of heels on the stairway, feeling my
sphincter clench and my mouth go terribly dry, utterly naked and alone. If Ms.
Representative lost bladder control, I would understand—but not forgive.



 

Katherine kneels on a prie-dieu. Her wrists are
cuffed together at the front of her collar in a prayerful attitude. Her knees
are strapped down to the padded kneeler, wide apart leaving the tender parts
exposed. I can see the dew beginning to rise between her legs. Her ass is
covered with gooseflesh.


My robe was a hindrance. I have cast it aside. I wear
only the cowl and wimple above, the shoes and strap on below. I am absurd as
nightmares often are, but Katherine isn’t laughing. Her eyes are tightly shut.
She is whimpering behind pursed lips. I know that pride will not allow her to
give voice to her pain yet, but I will hear screams soon.


The pattern of lines on her body is erotically
mesmerizing. The tictactoe game I playfully etched between her shoulders when I
began has been buried under a red confusion. Line upon line, neck to waist, she
is ridged with weals. Her butt cheeks are clenching with anticipation. She
knows that I am saving them for later.


Shredded bark and splintered willow wands litter the
floor. There are plenty more where they came from, soaking in a pail of brine
in the corner. I love to hear them whistle. I take careful aim at her ass and
start swinging.



 

I stood looking down at Katherine. Her grainy image
on the video monitor had appeared heavier and less vital. The reality, the
sweat trickling under her arms, the tremor in her fingertips, the faint scent
of clean pussy, delivered a higher charge. I have never become jaded. Every
time I gaze down at a naked girl who is awaiting orders, I feel the same rush
of power. It’s an addictive drug.


“Stand up.”


She rose stiffly. Kneeling didn’t come naturally to
her, and time had rusted the joints a little. The parts that showed looked
fine, however. She tried to hide that with an instinctive September morn pose,
an arm across the breasts and a hand on the mound. I ended that foolishness by
slapping her hands away. 


“Recite for me the first ten amendments of The
Constitution.”


Her initial response was to throw me a startled and
irritated glance. She had been expecting commands of a more sexual nature. She
thought I was kidding. 


Then she took in the long skirt and the high button
shoes, the wire rimmed spectacles perched on the end of my nose, the way my
hair was drawn tight to my skull and wrapped in a bun, the rattan cane that prodded
the inside of her thighs. 


“Keep those knees apart when you stand,” I said. 


She shifted, spreading her knees as the cane
prompted. I saw her tongue dart nervously over her lips.


She still thought that she was in control, though,
and smirked. “Dress up? Is that the game?”


I struck her thigh with the cane, a mere flick of my
wrist, aimed just below her fleece, where the skin was thin and tender. She
gasped and put her hand on it to rub the hurt away. I rapped her knuckles.


“Put your hands to your sides and keep them there
until I tell you to move!” I snapped.


She obeyed, but threw in a titter. “Come on, lighten
up! You’re starting to scare me!”


That was my intention. I stayed in character. A top
never has to explain, and it was much too early for re-assurance. She was still
a long way from panic. I hit the opposite thigh, slightly harder.


“You will speak when you are spoken to,” I said
sternly. “You will address me as Miss Sophie.”


She whimpered and knit her brows, but her hands
stayed put. She was learning obedience. She was learning to pay attention. She
was learning fear. The blow had still been light, yet a double line appeared on
her thigh, white at first, then red. I watched her eyes widen as she studied
the mark. No doubt she was imagining the damage I could do if I cared to exert
myself. I could turn her into a screaming, writhing ball of agony without
raising a sweat.


There was a leather loop through the handle of the
cane. I draped it over my finger and let it dangle, swinging like a pendulum
between us. “I’m waiting to hear you name the first ten amendments to The
Constitution.”


I made her task more difficult by using my free hand
to begin a tactile examination of her body, tracing the line of her jaw and
trailing feather light fingertips across her slender throat.


She began confidently. “Let’s see, freedom of the
press...”


I weighed a breast in my hand. They were real. Good,
I hate silicon. I made a note of the way her eyelids fluttered when I tweaked
her nipples, which sprang appreciatively erect. Like many women, she had a
nervous system that maintained a direct line from her nipples to her puss. My
collection of clips and clamps wouldn’t be wasted on her. 


“The right to bear arms, um, freedom of religion?”


She was starting to sweat. Her eyes kept shifting to
the cane. Her belly had never carried a child. It was flat and firm. There was
no tan line below. She had a tanning bed, I decided, or a private beach
somewhere. The undergrowth was neatly pruned. The slit within was damp.


Her voice faltered. “Continue!” I said sharply.


She gasped out the words around a brief giggle.


“Freedom from self-incrimination . . . Oh! that’s the
fifth!”


I took a grip on the handle of the cane, to brake its
swing and raise it to port arms. Katherine hunched her shoulders and closed her
eyes, expecting a blow.


“Next week,” I informed her, “you will know the first five-
verbatim. Your knowledge of civics is disgraceful for someone in your position.
Can you give me any reason for pardoning this fault?”


“No Miss Sophie.” It appeared that fear had a salutary effect on her
manners, if not her memory.


“Turn around.”


The way she turned, I knew that she was expecting me to start waling
on her now. She could wait for that, I wanted a little time to get acquainted.
“Bend over.”


Her ass tensed, making her butt muscles bunch up. I had a moment to
appreciate her finely shaped back as it tapered down toward two sweet dimples
where the sacral muscles meet the glutes. Then she bent over, and her cheeks
opened like a flower.


I left her like that, posed and waiting, while I slipped on a pair
of surgical gloves.


I explored her, rudely, as though she were a new pair of shoes that
I was examining for flaws before purchase. I ignored her little histrionics.
The dew was on the grass, so to speak, and she wasn’t fooling anyone.


“Are you clean?”


She took time to moan before answering. I was working two fingers
into her puss, distracting her. “I...I showered just before I came...” Then she
gave a little start and added, “Miss Sophie!”


An overnight express package had arrived at her home address this
morning—enema equipment. I had left it to her to figure out who it was from and
what it was for. Her evening appointment had to be foremost in her mind, even
while she opened the morning mail. I didn’t expect her to think that it was
merely a practical joke or someone’s idea of political commentary.


She was being vague. I wanted something more specific. I tucked the
cane under an armpit to free my other hand so that I could touch the puckered
little hole above. I tapped it meaningfully. “Are you clean?”


She blushed to the roots of her hair, and drenched the hand that was
working her. She was giving herself away with this response. Not that she was
surprising me any. Most subs understand that sex will be inflicted on them in
humiliating ways. They expect and crave it. So what is more humiliating than
bending and spreading so a top can spear you where it’s tightest? This was what
she wanted, even if she refused to admit it to herself.


Her voice was almost too soft to hear as she answered. “Yes, Miss
Sophie.”


I needed a towel for my hand. I kept working her with it, letting
her heat up, while I extended the other hand between her legs to touch her
mouth. “Wet it.” 


She closed her eyes and opened her mouth. I poked in a finger and
ran it around her tongue. She closed her lips over it and sucked. I pulled it
out and put it back in with a partner. She made a sound, deep in her throat,
like a purr. The fountain between her legs was gushing.


I took my fingers out of her mouth and puss, leaving her panting as
she struggled to regain her composure and deal with the way she had just
disgraced herself. I took a tube of lube out of my pocket, pushed the nozzle
into her tight little hole and squeezed. She gasped at the coldness of it, and
I saw her anus pucker and flex. I capped the tube and laid it aside while I
inserted a finger to push the grease deeper. I could feel her, tight and smooth
inside, through the thin latex of my glove, her heartbeat fluttering, a bird in
my hand. I slipped the other hand back down to her puss—a hand in the bush. It
was tighter now, with her ass filled. I squeezed two fingers inside. I wiggled
the fingers of this hand, feeling the movement through the membranes separating
her holes. 


She tightened against me at first, a frightened reflex. Then I felt
her loosen and began to work the ass finger in and out, fucking her with it.


“You’re much too tight,” I observed. “That will never do. I plan to
give this hole a real workout in the months ahead. I’ll be poking you with
everything I have in my toy box, so you had better learn how to relax and enjoy
it.”


This speech was for her benefit, of course, and she bent her knees
to give me deeper access while she humped the hand that was working her puss. I
had plucked a sympathetic chord. 


I added a second finger into her ass and twisted, hearing her murmur
her acceptance. I probed deep.


She was nearing orgasm when I pulled both hands out and slapped her
ass, leaving a damp handprint.


“It’s time for us to go downstairs.”



 

Katherine is soaring. 


Her confession has been heard. (It’s petty stuff, anger, white lies,
and masturbation.) My willow wands have prompted her inspirited prayers. Now
she is doing penance. Her head and hands are captive in a pillory. She can only
see the blank wall before her. It allows her to separate herself from the
indignities her body is accepting. Behind her, I have been devising diabolical
surprises, whispering caresses, the sudden pinch of nipple clips, humming
vibrators, stinging whips, molten wax and ice. She has been applauding my
efforts with all of the appropriate responses. 


Tonight I have taken her farther than ever before. She has felt my
perforated wooden paddle smacking her ass again and again, driving her forward
as I chased her twice around the room before halting her at the base of the
pillory. She has shrieked and danced as the cane slashed her bottom and thighs,
raising ridges that stood vivid in a field of lesser weals. I have broken the
promise I made earlier. These marks will last at least a week. She has gasped
in agony as weights were chained to her nipple clips and dropped. My attentions
have been unrelenting, my pace has been frantic.


So it is only by contrast that she feels an indolent sensuality as I
slide my strap on slow and deep into her ass. 


She greets the violation with a sigh, as though relieved that it has
finally come, settling herself upon it with a shifting of her hips that entices
me. Yet she stiffens and gasps when my thrusting begins. There is a sort of unholy
communion between us, joined so intimately. I observe her struggle as she
strives to go slack and welcome this rude guest, while her rising excitement
urges her to tighten against it. Even her reflexes must surrender.


The only sound in the room is her desperate panting, in synch with
the steady piston pumping into her. I make it leisurely. I make it deep. I make
it last.


She is arching her back, bending her knees, rising on her toes,
shining with sweat, and glowing with heat. She hasn’t spoken for a long time,
and I’m not sure that she still remembers her safe word. She wouldn’t consider
using it now, anyway. At the deepest levels, S&M is more like religious
experience than sex, and Katherine is in the middle of a divine revelation.


Right where I want her.



 

I took it easy on her the first time, starting with a hand spanking
over my knee, then progressing to a leather paddle. I taught her the basic
positions that she would have to assume for her corrections. She was very
flexible for a mature woman, the result of her adolescent ballet training, I
suppose. She had no problem bending over and grabbing her ankles, no physical
problem anyway. 


Her mother had been one of those women whose love had gone dry. The
riding lessons and ballet had been offered as a sort of substitute for
affection, something to fill the void. She hadn’t told me this. It was
something she probably had yet to admit to herself. My intuition told me that
her life had been so sadly lacking in love that she had come to crave attention
of any sort. The approval of her constituents helped, but she still needed a
woman’s touch.


I would do—for now.


I draped her over the back of a chair while I worked her ass with a
leather belt. I didn’t bind her in any way. I told her that it was a test of
her self-control. I wanted her to find out for herself just how much she could
tolerate. I knew that she was less likely to panic if she could cling to the
knowledge that she had the power to end this relationship with a word. 


I laid into her hard, with swift, relentless slashes that had her
shaking and sobbing as she held the chair seat with sweating, white knuckled
hands. I was waiting for her to stand up and shout curses at me, or apologize
for wasting my time and offer me plane fare home with something extra for my
trouble.


Whenever I sensed that she was near that point, I would tuck the
belt under my arm pit and run my hands over her glowing flesh, cooing
encouragement to her, telling her what a brave and beautiful creature she was.
When she began to undulate like a stroked cat, I would step back and test her
limits again.


She surprised us both. She only lowered her head until her hair was
brushing the seat and arched her back to present herself more fully. I accepted
this gift by swinging harder. The cellar walls rang with impacts and cries, and
I watched, fascinated, as her bottom turned a gorgeous shade of red.



 

So red.


She is sobbing now, too far gone to be ashamed of her tears, but
still aware enough to throw a frightened glance toward me when I leave her
locked in the pillory and survey the implements hanging on the wall. Her
scarlet cheeks clench and relax. The valley is slick with grease. The opening
winking from within looks sore and well used.


She didn’t think that I would resume my savage punishment of her
bottom after sodomizing her. Our perverse coupling should have been the climax.
I have already taken her to the top and over. She whimpers a little protest as
I take down the strap she has come to know and hate these many months.


“You didn’t think that I was through with you, did you?” I mock. I
pause, waiting for her to beg for “mercy”. She has never used the word before,
but I have never carried a session this far. When she holds her tongue, I give
her the rest of the bad news.


“We’re just getting started.”


I curl the first one around the inside of her thigh, seeking
unmarked skin. She screams her tribute to my skill.



 

***



 

Psyching out Katherine became a career for me. It wasn’t enough to
simply put her through basic training, not for me anyway. Imagination demands
something more. I needed to fuck with her soul too, but in a constructive way.


She probably began to worry that I suffered from a multiple
personality disorder. Every week she was greeted by a different guise. It was
Miss Sophie who showed up from time to time to hear the Bill of Rights
enumerated, until Katherine could recite the list verbatim.


It was Sadie who turned Katherine into a dog, leashing her and
feeding her from bowls, humiliating her with games of fetch and tug of war,
putting her in touch with her animal nature. 


It was Sappho who used Katherine without mercy, raping her limp and
demanding head until Katherine’s face was rug burned, then returning the favor
with an eager tongue and skilled fingers.


I was trying on masks, seeing which ones would surprise and delight,
which ones could frighten. I was looking for cracks in the shell.


One day, just before a vote was taken on an important bill,
Katherine looked up and saw me sitting in the visitor’s gallery. I resisted a
strong temptation to smile and wave, and maintained a stony serenity, lady
justice was here to observe.


Katherine resisted temptation that day as well, and voted her
conscience against the will of lobbies and PACs. I was proud of her, and
rewarded her later.


When a junket was organized to discuss education, I realized that it
was an excuse for a lot of congressmen to party in Barbados at public expense.
I spoke to Katherine about it at length. My whip was persuasive, but not as
much as my hand stroking her while I explained that preserving freedom was less
important than pleasing pressure groups.


The next morning she went home to attend a gathering of high school
administrators instead. Mandy made sure that the press was there to cover the
only Representative who was dependable enough to stay where the real work was.
Looking confused, Mandy thanked me for my assistance in this matter. She
couldn’t understand my interest, and didn’t know whether to be grateful or
suspicious. Public policy shouldn’t be dictated by a dominatrix, even one with
the highest of motives.


All this was amusing, of course, but I saw my task as a sort of
guerrilla therapy. Katherine had some baggage she needed to dump—preferably in
the nearest dumpster. I noticed, for example, that there were no pictures of
her family in her office, not even a school photo of Cousin Emily on her desk.
She seldom touched anyone, and rarely, if ever, smiled. She was completely
unaware of the torch Mandy carried, and I suspected that she had never really
been in love herself. The door was locked, so to speak.


I found a key.


It happened while I was reviewing my file on Katherine, looking for
clues to her character. I found a group photo of Katherine’s seventh grade
class. Katherine was easy to spot, a tall, grave little tomboy awash in the
hormonal tide, beautiful even then. 


The teacher, a young nun with a nearly pretty face spoiled by a dour
mouth and a hint of cruelty in her eyes, stood beside Katherine with her hand
on the girl’s shoulder. All of the children in the shot were looking at the
camera, except Katherine, who had been caught in the act of glancing sideways
at the nun beside her. I frowned. What was wrong with this picture?


I had to remember my own school days to figure it out. When children
are in a group, teachers always keep the biggest troublemakers close by. Was
the hand on Katherine’s shoulder a friendly touch, or a reminder to a chronic
offender?


It was all in the file, overlooked till now. An otherwise brilliant
academic career had been marred by one dreadful year. The list of Katherine’s
transgressions was long, and the only evidence of her crimes was usually the
word of her accuser. She had been damned without a proper hearing, and
sentenced at the discretion of her teacher.


The entire flap over child abuse has virtually banished corporeal
punishment from the public schools in these allegedly enlightened times, but
thirty years ago, in a parochial school...


Katherine, I suspected, had been singled out and repeatedly punished
for things she hadn’t done. I imagined the sobbing girl facing the blackboard,
lifting her green jumper to display her welted bottom for the class behind her;
while they sat with folded hands, too terrified to giggle and too fascinated to
look away. A formative experience for a submissive in the making.


How many yardsticks had this frustrated sadist worn out on
Katherine’s body? She probably knew all of the places where it really hurt, the
knuckles and palms, the back of the thighs just above the knees. What delight
she must have taken in the tears of fear and pain that she could inspire.
Especially with a sweet little victim who was helpless to protest, and probably
deserved it anyway.


I looked again at the class picture, saw that the look in
Katherine’s eyes wasn’t fear, and slapped my forehead. The key to everything
was right there all along. Had Katherine misbehaved to steal the Sister’s
attention, knowing the fearful price? Had she suffered agonies of guilt for her
obsession? Had the punishment become an end in itself, because of the hand that
wielded it?


I never knew, but I was fairly sure that when Katherine’s classmates
began their first giggling veneration of Priapus, she was learning to worship a
goddess instead.


So Sister Martinet was born.



 

Katherine has been riding the pleasure pain roller coaster for
several hours now. Adrenaline, endorphins, and sex hormones have been pumping
freely, putting her into a fine stupor. I know the signs, the deep, slow
breathing, the heavy lids, the dulled responses. I’ve been there-done that, as
they say. 


She is feeling devoted and grateful now, receptive to new imprints
and suggestions. I could draw confessions and promises from her easily, or make
her believe absurdities. 


It’s epiphany time.


She is bound to a St. Andrew’s cross, face out, with her backside
done to a turn. Now I am going to work on her front. 


I have already left a delicate red lace pattern on her breasts and
belly, using a light cat on the tender spots, where real damage is possible,
but thrashing freely where I know she can take it. She has hissed and yipped
while the cross creaked with her instinctive struggles. I forced her to look
deep into my eyes while her breasts were whipped, and saw the panic there as
she found herself enduring the unendurable. I have done a fine job, nothing has
been spared, but nothing is overdone. There are raised ridges of bruised flesh
where the strokes lapped, but no skin is broken. She now believes that anything
is possible, and is both terrified and fascinated by the possibilities.


I am letting her rest now, enjoying a quiet moment with her while I
empty the plastic bag on the floor between us. Her breasts are bristling with
bright plastic clothespins, concentric rings outlining the bulls eyes of her
nipples, which I saved for last. The remainder of the little jaws bite her
inner thighs, two rows advancing toward her labia. They hurt going on. They
will hurt more coming off.



 

I was writing a postcard to Hung Low when the doorbell rang.


I had stopped writing the long letters after the first month, when
my explanations and apologies went unanswered. My messages had become less
personal and more platonic. I had been scrawling “Having a wonderful time!” and
that sort of tripe on postcards. (This one was a photo of the Washington
Monument. She would appreciate the subliminal phallic humor.)


I couldn’t believe that she was holding a grudge. Our parting had
been amicable, and I did what I could to let her know that I wasn’t rejecting
her. How could I explain to her that I was leaving to protect myself? The whole
love trip is always great in the beginning, before the petty annoyances and
shattered illusions take their toll. I sensed how easy it would be to fall into
those beautiful brown eyes and keep on falling. She’s young, I told myself. Her
first true love shouldn’t be a fly by night. It was better, I thought, to call
the whole thing off before the stakes got too high. Yet months away from her
had only sharpened the memories.


I had called the “Sisters” clubhouse a week earlier and discovered
that no one there had seen her since the week after I left. 


“She’s split,” Sheena told me. “Didn’t even collect her back pay
down at the health club.”


Nightmares had been troubling me for weeks, images of dungeons and
spinning wheels, childhood horrors, witches and deformed ogres. I felt somehow
that Hung was in danger, but I had nothing to go on except intuition, and no
place in mind to begin a search. Wouldn’t it be just bitchin’ to track her down
and discover that she had only been trying to avoid me all along?


I still wrote, even though it might have been more profitable to
stuff the notes in bottles and sail them down the Potomac. I couldn’t get that
little Kabuki doll out of my head.


I was haunted that morning by a vivid dream of the night before. I
saw motorcycles growling through the darkness, heard screams and shattering
glass. I saw Sheena emerging from a massive stone building. I had a sense that
something dreadful had happened inside, terror upon terror, but finished at
last. Hung Low was draped over her shoulders, clinging to her neck like a
sleepy child, looking thin and completely wasted. Sheena looked up, saw me, and
grinned. “She ain’t heavy. She’s a Sister.” 


For some reason, I felt enormous gratitude and relief, and knew that
Hung would be all right now. The thought crossed my mind that it might be her
at the door, but I dismissed it. The vibes were all wrong.


I had no friends in D.C. Mandy was too jealous to get along with. So
when I checked my video monitor to look at my callers I was expecting Jehovah’s
Witnesses, or a couple of cute Girl Scouts. (I would send the Girl Scouts off
with a donation; “chicken” isn’t my dish. The true believers might be invited
in for a little game of ‘mindfuck’, however.) 


I was surprised to see three men standing outside. I opened the door
a crack.


“Good Morning,” said the little one with the briefcase. “Are you Ms.
Sophie Brewster?”


My first thought was that they were cops, but the suits were too
good. I thought about it before answering. The big ones looked like professional
muscle, but they might just have been bodyguards. The little one seemed
familiar, like someone I might have seen on “Meet the Nation” or one of those
TV talking head shows. He was a fussy little prig, with no lips and hooded
eyes. It was hate at first sight as far as I was concerned.


I shrugged, caginess doesn’t suit me. I figure better the devil you
know.


“Sure,” I said. 


“Could we come in and talk to you a moment?”


So far so good. No warrants or summons appeared. “If you are selling
something, I should warn you that I have plenty of self-control and no
discretionary income.”


“Actually, I was hoping to buy something from you.” He smiled. I
frowned at that. Katherine was too discreet to make a referral without
discussing it with me first, and too paranoid to talk about our arrangement
with anyone. I smelled a rat, but I wanted to know its color.


I threw open the door. “Come in, no sense heating the outdoors.”


I led them into the living room and motioned to the couch. The
little one sat down, and one of the gorillas sat beside him. The other took his
station by the door. Maybe he had back trouble or hemorrhoids, and didn’t want
to sit, but more likely he was blocking the exit in case things got ugly. What
he didn’t know was that I would have fled in the other direction. I had
positioned my back to the bedroom, thinking of the thirty eight under my
pillow. I was fairly sure that I could be behind the bed with the gun in my
right hand and the phone in my left before either one of these gorillas knew I
was moving. Big guys are slow, and I can dial nine one one in the dark. I’ve
done it.


I decided to skip the coffee, tea, or whatever routine and get to
the point. “What do you want?”


He smiled again. I wanted to slap him. I caught the look on the face
of the door guard. He was wearing a smug grin, as though he could read my
thoughts and they amused him. I was reading his mind too. He didn’t like
leatherdykes, and he was hoping that the man with the briefcase would sic him
on me. He wanted to break a few bones, just to teach me a sharp lesson. He
would get the first bullet, if it came to that. Since my visitors seemed
disinclined to introduce themselves, I gave them names of my own. I dubbed the
little man “Briefcase”. I called the other two “Kapok” and “Excelsior” in honor
of the material filling their skulls. 


“We know that Representative Arnold has been coming here on
Wednesday evenings, and we have a pretty fair idea that you have been providing
her with, shall we say, sexual services of a sado-masochistic nature?” The
smile that accompanied this casual remark was supposed to make me go blind with
panic. I wanted to slap the slimy little fuck. 


I leaned back, as though his conversational bombshell merely bored
me. He had been expecting me to sweat and deny. That would have given him the
edge. 


“So?” I let him think I was stupid and didn’t give a shit. It never
hurts to let the opposition underestimate you. 


Briefcase looked aggrieved. “I have seen your rap sheet, Ms.
Brewster.” 


I knew what he was telling me. If he talked to the law, I would be
hassled at the least. If pushed, the pigs might come up with a reason to arrest
me. I probably had some unpaid tickets, and there was an angry husband in
Illinois who wanted to nail me for assault. I licked my lips and looked from
him to the Neanderthals.


“No need to get heavy on me,” I said. “We can work something out.”


Excelsior glared and cracked his knuckles. I knew that he wanted me
bad, but not to fuck. I was tempted to push him into making a move. I would put
the first round through his nuts.


It wouldn’t play that way, though. Their game was as old as
mine—though less honest, and I knew how to play it.



 

***



 

“Our contract expires tonight at midnight,” I say casually. 


Katherine isn’t feeling a bit casual. She whimpers softly each time
I pluck another clothespin off. Her tits are a mass of tiny hickeys, but I have
been careful not to leave her clipped long enough to do lasting harm. She will
be tender for a few days. Her chin is against her chest as she looks down at me.


I am sitting on the floor between her widespread legs, my head
pillowed on her belly, occasionally straying from the business of tormenting
her long enough to idly stroke her pubic mound, combing out her fur with my
fingernails and chuckling at the shameless way she leans into me. She has been
on the edge for a long time, but I’m denying her the cum she craves.


Pain has worn her down, though. She can’t take it the way she did a
couple of hours ago. She looks like what my mother used to call “cigarette burns
through a sheet”. Her pale skin makes the dark rings under her eyes look
ghoulish. 


“I had no idea so much time had passed!” she says. Then she pauses,
realizing that I must have had some reason for waiting until the last minute to
remind her. She gasps as I peal another clip from the soft skin of her thighs,
then asks shyly, “Do you wish to renew, Mistress?”


I pretend to think it over, though my mind is already made up. I let
the uncertainty grow while I remove a couple of pins.


“No,” I say at last.


She looks rather crestfallen. I believe that she may actually miss
me. The emotional dwarf has grown. Mere months ago the more astute commentators
saw through the artifice of her smile and dubbed her the “Snow Queen”. Under
the tutelage of Mistress Sophie, Sister Martinet, Et. Al., she has broken
through her reserve and learned to connect to others. According to the polls,
her political stock is rising. 


“I must admit that this job has its compensations,” I say, yanking
off a clothespin to hear her yip. “It’s not the pay, it’s the perks.”


She doesn’t get it. “Have I failed to please?” she asks, so sad and
demure that I nearly reconsider. We have made progress with the Smart Ass
Masochist as well. Katherine has learned that she doesn’t have to tease and
annoy to draw me out. I have been quite keen to correct her faults, even the
ones that she was unaware of. She is always very polite now.


“It’s not you,” I shrug. “I’m bored with this game. I want to do
something fun for a change, nude skydiving maybe.” 


She is feeling rejected, and doesn’t buy my story for a minute. I do
have reasons for leaving, but I’m not telling her yet. Tomorrow, rejection will
be the last thing on her mind. By my watch, tomorrow is only minutes away. 


“I’ll leave town on an early flight,” I tell her, “after I have
finished with you.” I pause after the word “finished” for dramatic effect.


She makes all the right connections, realizing that the death of our
contract means the end of my obligation to her reputation, mental health, and
personal safety. I have tortured her beyond all her previous experience and
rendered her helpless before announcing my intention to leave. She never
trusted me completely. Perhaps that hint of danger was spice for her feast. Now
she has every reason to expect the worst. 


I watch her head come up, and for the first time tonight I see
mortal terror. I’m getting wet as I look into her eyes and grin savagely. There
is nothing scarier than a dyke with an attitude.


That’s when I gag and blindfold her.



 

***



 

“There are people who would give a great deal to hear what you
know about Representative Arnold’s habits,” said the little slime-ball on my
couch. I recognized him then. He was the campaign manager for Katherine’s
political opponent.


I grinned at him. “How much?”


He hedged. “It isn’t just what we would be willing to offer,
you understand. Once you became available to the media, there would be
interviews, career options...”


“A book deal, maybe!” I licked my lips, getting into the whole
greedy fantasy. 


“Exactly!” he agreed. “Naturally it would be necessary to
corroborate your testimony with evidence, photographs perhaps?”


Everything he said came out a question, like he was prompting
me. Maybe he was hoping that I would fill in the blanks and think that exposing
Katherine was my idea all along. That way I would do his dirty work and he
could deny knowing me when I demanded payment. He was an evil little schmuck.


“I can get you videotapes!” I boasted.


Over by the door, the bonecrusher looked disappointed. I was
far too eager to co-operate, from his point of view.


It ruined his day.











Chapter Seven



 

There is an old joke about a sadist who marries a
masochist. He torments her for the rest of her life, pampering her mercilessly
with an excruciating kindness. I have played a similar game with Mandy. For six
months I have been unfailingly polite. I have neither come on to her nor teased
her about her crush on Katherine. Instead, I have played by her rules, allowing
her to maintain the facade.


She is right on time, as always. She doesn’t want to
leave Katherine in my evil clutches a second longer than necessary. At five
before twelve I buzz her in.


She looks around the foyer, anxious when she sees that
Katherine isn’t sitting by the door, tired and subdued, waiting for her ride. I
let her apprehension build for a moment before I switch on the intercom. 


She starts at the sound of my voice. I have never used
the intercom to speak to her before, and it takes her a second to locate it. 


“Mandy! Could you come downstairs?” I put just the right
amount of understated fear in my voice. “We’ve run into a little problem.”


She disappears from camera range, but I hear her feet
thundering down the basement stairs. She never trusted me. (No doubt jealousy
warped her judgment.) She has been waiting for me to injure Katherine through
carelessness or zeal, and now she thinks that the worst has happened. 


When she reaches the bottom of the stairs, I open the
door and step behind it. She steps into my parlor and freezes, seeing
Katherine’s breathtaking nudity splayed like a butterfly for her viewing
pleasure. I have staged my tableau beautifully, The red light of the votive
candles flatters Katherine’s body, casting just enough shadow to define her.
Her exhaustion is evident from the way she relaxes into her bindings. I have
decorated her with a lovely pattern of marks to make Mandy’s heart lurch. She
looks vulnerable, martyred, and dreadfully erotic.


I’ve seen it already, of course. I am more interested in
watching the emotional parade cross Mandy’s face—sorrow, horror, lust, 


And fear.


I slam the door behind her and let her feel the barrel
of the 38 against her temple. “Who did you tell?”


Her jaw drops, and she starts to raise her hands, before
she realizes that this isn’t a stick up and lets them drop. 


“What?”


“I have been offered a huge sum to videotape our little
rendezvous!” I snarl. “I think you know who made the offer!” I prod her with
the pistol. “Who did you tell?”


She swivels her head around to face me. The pistol
barrel is resting on her forehead now, but she has no attention for it.
“Someone knows?”


Mandy has no aptitude for deception, and a good liar
needs practice. Her puzzlement is genuine. If she had betrayed us, guilt would
have festered in her mind. She would have met my accusation with a stammered
confession or a well-rehearsed denial. The news is a real surprise to her.


I still hold the gun steady against her head. It is
quite empty, but she doesn’t know. Her answer has satisfied me, but it serves
my purpose to let her think that she is still suspect.


The truth is probably less dramatic. The political
opposition has been watching Katherine, and simply followed her here. I have
been discreet, but my identity is hardly classified information. Anyone who
cared to check me out would soon discover the sort of dirty games I like to
play. Mandy’s innocence has never been much in doubt, as far as I


am concerned, and it doesn’t change my script. I want
her in fear of her life and desperate to prove herself.


“You think I..?” Mandy throws a quick glance toward
Katherine, who is gagged and blindfolded. There is no help to be had there,
though Katherine does try. She turns her head toward the sound of my voice and
shakes her head frantically. I know she is trying to give Mandy a character
reference, but I don’t need any outbursts from her to spoil my fun. Words are
the politician’s weapons. I have disarmed her.


“No! Never!” says Mandy, horrified.


I poke her with the gun again. “I think those same
scuzzballs made you an offer you couldn’t refuse, and you decided to ‘out’ the
boss.”


Mandy’s eyes are glassy with unshed tears of indignation
and horror. She rolls her eyes up to look at the gun, as though she has just
noticed it. “I would never betray Representative Arnold!”


I cock the gun. “It’s Representative Arnold when your
ass is on the line, but yesterday you were calling her Katherine! Don’t
bullshit me! I’ll blow your fucking brains out!”


This last line is for Katherine, who hasn’t seen the
gun. I deserve an Oscar for this performance, but the rage in my voice isn’t
entirely fake. Mandy can be such a stubborn little shit!


“Give me a reason to believe you!” I shout.


“I just wouldn’t!” Mandy’s lower lip is going
“Bubbubbub” the way a tyke’s does when she is about to cry. 


“Why!” I’m right in her face now.


“Damn you!” She is boo-hooing in earnest now. In her
anger and misery, she slips to her knees. I relax and let my gun arm hang. That
sucker is heavy, even empty. I don’t need to brandish it and threaten for the
moment anyway. Sister Martinet is about to hear another confession.


“Because I love her.” Mandy’s voice is almost too soft
to hear, but I know that Katherine has heard by the way she cocks her head in
amazement. 


“Since when?” My voice lacks the tone of prosecutorial
disbelieve that I am trying for.


Mandy talks to the floor, as though pretending to be
alone. “I went with Katherine to Iowa when she made a speech. The flight was
late. I remember running across the runway in the rain. We were both soaked
when we reached the plane. She was laughing like a child.” Mandy finally looks
up at Katherine. “That’s when I knew that I always wanted to be by your side.”


The room seems very still after all the shouting. I can
hear my watch ticking off the first minutes of the new day. Katherine has
turned to alabaster. Her bound body and covered face can tell us nothing about
the emotions that must be clamoring in her head, but I see two dark spots
blossom on her blindfold.


I give Mandy a tissue and let her have a couple of
minutes. She blows her nose and balls the tissue in her fist. When the storm
seems to be about over, I gesture with the gun. “Stand up.”


She raises her head to look at me sulkily. I suppose
that she thought I would evaporate, banished by her moment of truth. Too bad
ladies, Sophie has an agenda.


Mandy is focusing on the bad news now. She has no time
to spare worrying about my intentions. Katherine has been compromised! 


“The best thing we can do is leave now!” Mandy has the
wheels turning in her head. “I’ll find out how much damage control there is to
do. None of us should speak to the press until we have a statement prepared.”


I don’t want her going there right now. I tap her
forehead with a forefinger to get her attention. “Hellooo! Remember me? I’m the
psychodyke leatherbitch, the nun with the gun.” 


This line brings a brief shy smile to Mandy’s face. I
suspect that she has already seen through my act. She knows what I’m doing and
why, and could be persuaded to play along, but she is distraught with her
concern for Katherine’s political future.


“Don’t worry about the knuckle walkers in the
opposition,” I growl. “I’m the one you should be afraid of. I’m in power and
out of control. You better do what I say if you don’t want your ass kicked
around the room!” 


She opens her mouth to argue, so I grab a handful of her
hair and lift. “Stand up!”


She comes up with her back arched, going “Oww! Oww!” I
see her eyes dropping though. The efficient aide has become a simpering slave
girl in less time than it takes to say:


“Strip!”


She is still worried less about herself than she is
about the woman across the room, and frustration is making her all weepy again.


“This is no time to be thinking about politics.” I
soften my voice. She needs a little reassurance now, or she will be too
distracted to play the part I have cast for her. “Trust me to know what I’m
doing.”


Mandy searches my eyes for signs of instability. I
sweeten my expression a little.


“I would trust you more if you didn’t have a gun in my
face,” she says.


I lower it a little. “This is just insurance,” I tell her,
“I’m still not sure about you.”


She isn’t sure about me either, but if she suspects that
I am bluffing, the gun will become an empty threat. I seize a leather strap
from the table beside me with my free hand and strike her across the thigh. I
have a mean backhand. 


“Strip! Naked! Now!”


The strap is a weapon she can believe in. She raises
trembling hands to the buttons of her blouse.











Chapter Eight



 

I back away from her, until I stand beside Katherine. I
set the strap aside and whisk off Katherine’s blindfold with a flourish. Mandy
pauses. Her skirt is already a puddle around her ankles, and she is reaching
behind herself to unhook her bra. She is willing to bare all for me, a woman
she doesn’t even like, simply because I have demanded it. Now that Katherine
can see her, she is suddenly shy. Love screws us up in strange ways—so does
lust. Mandy is caught between both. 


“Go on,” I coax, “we’re all girls here.”


She locks eyes with Katherine, looking unhappy, but her
bra falls.


I shoot a glance at Ms. Representative, to see how she
is taking this. The gag covering the lower half of her face makes her
expression hard to read, but there is a softness in her eyes, a newborn
affection. I snake my free hand down to her crotch. She’s still wet. I stroke
her a little and she grinds against me. She has learned more of my methods than
Mandy. She knows that I always give her what is best for her, however painful.
She makes no attempt to close her eyes or look away.


Mandy is quite naked. She kicks her clothes aside like a
testy child and glares at me, hating me for forcing her to do the thing she has
longed to do.


She has probably had fantasies about undressing for
Katherine. No doubt they involved whispered endearments and revelations,
candlelight and romance. I have spoiled that dream, but it never would have
come true.


“Isn’t she beautiful?” I ask Katherine. “How ironic that
you searched far and wide to hire me, when the one you really needed was beside
you all along.”


Mandy blushes charmingly at my remark. Is there a woman
so lovely that she doesn’t need to be told now and then? I abandon Katherine’s
pussy, wiping my fingers on her thigh. She whimpers a little to let me know how
needy she is.


Mandy lowers her eyes again as I approach. She is
trembling slightly, but far from panic. She has decided to trust me. Perhaps
Katherine’s responsiveness has reassured her, or she is curious to see where I
am going with all of this. Maybe she is just horny. I’m betting that she has
been true to Katherine, honoring a vow she made to herself. Obsession has
fucked her mind good. I have to unfuck it. I start by snatching a handful of
her hair and steering her over to the pillory.


“Right this way, young lady.” I use my best angry
teacher tone. There will be no more nonsense from this one. She knows what I
want. She and the pillory are old friends. I don’t have to tell her to place
her hands in the open yoke. I lower the top carefully, to avoid pinching
anything. She flexes her fingers and turns her head experimentally as I lock
the hasp. She’s snug but comfortable—as comfortable as a girl can be when she
is bent over with her naked ass sticking up and a vicious dyke behind her. I
have to hand it to the kid. Her guts are fine. Only her heart is a coward. 


I let her see me fill the enema bag and snap on the
rubber gloves. She’s already blushing by the time I line everything up behind
her and squeeze a glob of lube on my fingers. This is going to be a thousand
times more humiliating with her beloved watching. That’s why I’m doing it. With
these repressed types, shock therapy is sometimes necessary. 


She has never felt the inflating nozzle before. I pump
it up until I start getting frightened little yips out of her. The balloon in
her gut is a terrifying invasion. There is no quicker way to establish control
over another human being.


Well, maybe there is one. I open the valve and let the
water flow.


“Now!” I snarl, lifting the leather strap again, “It’s
time, young lady, for you to tell me the whole story.” 


For the next fifteen minutes or so, however, she is
unable to talk. She is too busy gasping and yelping. I lay the strap on her
with enthusiasm. After years of practice, I know just how and where. I can
strike with the tip alone, delivering a sharp snap that feels like a cobra
bite, but leaves only a small spot of color; maximum pain with minimal damage.
For the sake of variety, I alternate this with more traditional stripes. I work
one cheek at a time, to avoid wrapping the strap around the hose between them.
I still manage to curl a few into the crack. 


Mandy dances appreciatively. Now and then she kicks out
at me, but I stand off to the side and beyond her reach. I punish her for
attempting it, striking the offending leg, aiming for the tender hollow behind
the knee, delivering pain that is bitter, and daunting, and void of any erotic
overtones. After a couple of those, she stands still like a good girl. She even
spreads her legs when I tell her, and only rocks upon her heels as the strap
flails against the thin skin between her thighs.


The whole time, the enema bag is gurgling and slowly
going flat. I don’t think that she is even aware of the growing pressure until
I lower the strap. She whines when I release the air valve and the balloon
deflates with a whoosh. The ache in her bowels tells her that she is helpless
to avoid imminent humiliation. She tries anyway, clenching and begging me to
release her so that she can relieve herself in a more private place. I just
stand back with the pistol grip nozzle of a garden hose ready in my hand and wait
for nature to take its course. 


I can see reproach in Katherine’s eyes. Mandy has plenty
of things that she would like to say to me as well. I have the floor, however.
Not one word of complaint is spoken.


There is a drain between Mandy’s legs. The garden hose
makes short work of the evidence. I refill the bag.


Eventually, (if you will pardon the pun) Mandy spills
her guts. After I have done my worst with the waterworks, I dry her off and let
her have a good cry. When she has collected herself, I begin the questioning.
The idea is to get the whole story out. Katherine needs to understand how deep
Mandy’s obsession runs. Mandy needs to unburden herself.


We hear about the time they worked late together and
Katherine reached across the desk for the stapler, nearly touching Mandy’s
face. Mandy thought for one dizzying moment that Katherine was about to kiss
her. We hear about the time that Mandy went through logistical nightmares to
place herself near Katherine when the results of the last election were announced,
just so that she could share the triumph. Mandy has been a busy little stalker,
cruising past Katherine’s house late at night, following her when she jogged,
waiting outside the cafe where she ate. She tells us all about her despair when
Katherine asked her if she might arrange to hire a discreet dominatrix for fun
and games.


I prompt her with the strap now and then, when her voice
falters or catches on her tears. Most of it comes out in a rush, so full of
details and emotion that I know this confession has been rehearsed in her mind
a thousand times. 


I glance over at Katherine as I work on Mandy, to see
how she is reacting. It’s apparent that she never had a clue. She really
thought that Mandy was helpful and attentive because it was her nature. She
thought all that devotion was for the office, not the woman who occupied it.
These two basket cases deserve each other.


Yet, at some level I am touched. We all should have
someone in our lives, and sometimes we close ourselves off to those who need us
the most. A memory of Hung Low leaps into my mind, the stricken look she tried
to hide from me as I packed to go. The too casual way she bid me good-bye as
the taxi honked its horn in the street. I realize suddenly that she let me ride
to the airport alone because she couldn’t see me off without tears. I had
allowed myself to ignore the obvious. 


Fools! Fools and damned fools!


I discard all my foolish costuming and become nearly as
naked as they are, strutting about in only my high button shoes, snorting and
sweating, dressed in rage. There is nothing scarier than a dyke with an
attitude.


Mandy looks really frightened for the first time, seeing
the anger in my eyes, thinking that it is for her. I go with it. A little
mortal terror might do her soul some good right now. I hold her by the hair and
stuff my strap-on down her throat till she nearly chokes on it. I let her
admire the ridges on the shaft with her tongue. The sodomy that follows is
gratuitous, not part of the therapy, just something I want to do. I owe it to
myself. I use plenty of lube and ease in, giving her time to loosen up. When
she starts to arch her spine and push back, I take the cue and rape her silly,
pumping deep and fast until she is keening.


I open the pillory and Mandy slithers out of it to crumple
on the floor. I leave her alone for the moment and return my attentions to
Katherine. She’s pissed at me for being so rough with Mandy, but that doesn’t
keep her from responding to my hands as they stroke the length of her body. She
strains against her bindings to offer her breasts to me. Her hips begin to bump
and grind. She’s ready. They both are. I spin on my heel.


“Crawl over here!” I snap.


Mandy is still reluctant, searching Katherine’s face for
a clue. I snatch up the strap and charge across the room.


“I said crawl!”


Mandy is raising herself to all fours before I reach
her, but I give her a persuader across the ass anyway. She yelps angrily to let
me know that she feels the blow is unjustified. 


It is, but her ass is so perfect that I can’t resist
marking it a little more. Anyway, I want to keep her off balance. If she has
time to think, she may wimp out on me again.


Her crawl is sinuous and exaggerated. She has resigned
herself to being displayed and humiliated in front of Katherine, and is making
the best of it, playing to the house. 


Katherine’s eyes have gone heavy lidded and sultry as
she watches Mandy’s feline stalk.


I hit Mandy again, just to make her jump.


She stops between Katherine’s legs and kneels there,
anticipating my next command.


“Stand up.”


Katherine is taller, but, spread as she is, her face is
level with Mandy’s. 


“Take off her gag and kiss her.”


Mandy fumbles with the buckle and the gag falls away.
Katherine works an aching jaw.


“Katherine, I’m sorry!” says Mandy.


“Oh Mandy! I’m the one who should be sorry! How could I
be so blind?” She is blubbering, and the words come out all distorted. “Why
didn’t you tell me?”


“I was afraid! We were always like sisters together. I
didn’t want to spoil everything we had. I couldn’t risk having you send me
away!” Mandy is losing it too. The last word is a warble.


Things are getting a bit too touchy-feely for my taste.
I give Mandy a couple of quick hard ones, just to remind her that I am still in
the room. She only flinches. Katherine screams for her, but softly, mindful of
Mandy’s ears.


“Kiss her, dammit! Do I have to show you how?”


I don’t. Mandy covers Katherine’s mouth with her own. I
see Katherine’s cheeks rolling as Mandy’s tongue explores. It is a long kiss,
and Katherine is gasping when Mandy ends it, nibbling briefly at Katherine’s
lower lip before moving down to her chin. Katherine leans her head against the
cross, offering her throat. Mandy nips at her neck and ear lobes. 


“Lower!” I prompt. My voice is husky. It’s quite a show.
Mandy works her way down, kissing the hurt away from the bruised nipples.
Katherine moans in a way that she has never moaned for me. I wonder if it is
the first time she has ever been touched by someone who really cares for her.
There is nothing to compare with the thrill of a lover’s first tentative
caress.


Encouraged by the response, Mandy is becoming more
aggressive. In spite of her distress, she is starting to realize that her dream
has finally come true, however perverse the means. She is voracious with
Kathryn’s breasts, filling her mouth to suckle.


I am forgotten now, as I should be.


This pussy is tamed. The gun and the whip are
superfluous. I set them aside. Earlier, I laid out a change of clothing for
myself, planning a quick getaway. I put on the clothes I wore when I first
arrived, the denim and leather that is the uniform of Satan’s Sisters. Mandy
ignores me. She is lost on a voyage of discovery.


She has reached port now, and is blowing gently on the
damp pussy, teasing it with the pink tip of her tongue. Katherine strains
against her bindings to intensify the contact.


I open a cabinet in the corner, exposing a softly
whirring VCR. The red recording
light has gone off. The tape has reached the end of the spool and is rewinding.
Behind me, Mandy is cupping the blazing mounds of Katherine’s buttocks while
she enjoys a feast long denied. Katherine is babbling incoherencies.


The tape machine shuts off and ejects the tape into my
waiting hand. I wait politely while Katherine bellows out a cum. Her fingers
and toes clench, and the arteries stand out on her forehead. Bravo Mandy! I
could never get her to let go like that.


Replete, Mandy sits back on her heels to rest, gazing up
at her lover with adoration. The way Ms. Representative is looking down at her,
I have no doubt that the feeling is now mutual. 


I clear my throat. “Excuse me ladies.”


Mandy looks over her shoulder at me. Her lips are
smeared with juices, but she wants the scent of her beloved to linger there,
and cannot bring herself to wipe it away. She looks smug, a kitty with a milk
moustache.


I hold up the videotape. “I have a memento of our
evening together here. I intend to send two copies to friends for safekeeping.
Your secret will be safe, so long as I live a long and happy life and die of
natural causes. Don’t even think about sending someone to try and collect it.”


I really don’t think that Katherine is capable of hiring
anyone to do any strong arm stuff, but I’m on a roll, heady with power. Still,
it never hurts to let people know that you are nobody to be fucked with.
(Except in the literal sense.) 


“I’m borrowing your car. I’ll leave it at the airport
with the overnight valet.” 


I know where I am headed, North and East. I can no
longer ignore the message my dreams have been sending. I love Miko, and she
needs me. I will find her wherever she has gone. All my focus has been on
matching these two misfits, while my greatest priority has been deliberately
neglected. The irony isn’t lost on me.


Mandy is totally confused. “I thought someone promised
to pay you to expose Katherine.”


I pocket the tape. “Politics isn’t my game. Don’t worry
about those chuckleheads. Would I be down here playing if I hadn’t already
taken care of business?”


Mandy wants to know more, but I don’t give her time to
frame the question. I take my key ring off the wall and toss it between Mandy’s
knees. “There is a key for every lock,” I say, “it’s all a matter of finding
the right fit.”


She picks up the keys as though she isn’t sure of what
to do with them. 


“My bags are packed.” I take a last look at the room,
wondering if I have forgotten anything else that is important.


“It’s been fun, ladies.”


“Sophie?” Mandy’s voice has something new in it. She is
beginning to understand that the keys I have given her will open more than
Katherine’s shackles. I turn to look at her impatiently.


“Thank you, Mistress—for everything.”


It’s time for Cinderella to catch her pumpkin. Things
are getting maudlin again. I just shrug. It’s not the pay. It’s the perks.


“I’ll leave the toys. You paid for them anyway.” I grin
evilly, imagining the good times they will share.


“Enjoy!”


I am loading my bag into the trunk of Katherine’s car
when a Harley comes popping down the driveway and slides to a halt beside me. I
recognize that perky butt, and the bulging codpiece, and the black rope of
braided hair tailing down from under the helmet.


I don’t believe in coincidence. There is something at
work in human affairs that wants to see vital connections made.


Hung Low has traveled a thousand miles on a motorcycle to
see me. Five days earlier, I might have let her travel on alone. Five minutes
later and she would have missed me entirely.


“Hey dyke!” she growls. “Buy a girl a drink?”


She takes off her helmet and strikes a cheesecake pose
with one gloved fist against her hip.


“I know your type!” I shoot back. “You just want to get
me tanked so you can fuck me.”


I have had enough of being cool and blasé. I missed her,
dammit. I cover the distance between us with two strides and hug her fiercely. 


Something is wrong. I sense it even before my fingers
feel her ribs too close to the skin. My suspicions grow as I sense her
flinching from the contact and are confirmed as I draw back to look at her and
see her hollow, haunted eyes for the first time.


“You’re not sick are you?”


She shakes her head, looking away from my eyes. This
isn’t the cocky little Eurasian I used to know, only someone pretending to be
her. She was hoping that I would be fooled by this impersonation and ask no
questions. Did she think that I could only love a memory?


“No,” she mumbles, “I had a bad time, but that’s over.”
Then she catches my meaning and laughs. “Oh! No, I don’t have the plague, if
that’s what you’re worried about. I’m getting stronger every day.”


I stare at her a little longer, wanting the whole story.
It will have to wait. I have overstayed my welcome in this place. I give her
arms a little squeeze and shake her a little to coax a timid smile. Miko is
still in there somewhere, and I love her.


I open my suitcase and re-think my luggage. I grab a
spare pair of jeans, two tee shirts, three pair of socks, and my toothbrush. I
stow everything in her saddlebags.


I kiss her hard and swing into the seat behind her,
feeling those firm little cheeks nestled against my crotch.


“Where to?” she asks.


“Who cares?” I shout, as she opens the throttle.


As we roar away together, I think of the things I will
miss. I won’t be there when a certain campaign manager eagerly unwraps a
videotape that arrives in the morning mail. Maybe he will invite his goons in
to watch it with him. They might make popcorn, expecting to see some hot lezzie
porno. How disappointed they will be to discover that there is nothing on the
tape but three men sitting in a living room somewhere, using bribery and subtle
threats to make a woman smear the reputation of a popular Congresswoman.


The woman in the tape has her back to the camera, and
her voice has been electronically muffled, but the men can be seen and heard
clearly. The little man with the briefcase, the one who has a reputation of his
own to protect, occupies center stage.


After they see the tape, they will understand my brief,
enclosed message:


“I have copies. Play fair and leave her private life
alone.”


I won’t be there when the last shackle is released and
Katherine falls into Mandy’s embrace. I won’t see their long kiss and their shy
exploration of each other’s bodies. I won’t hear Mandy murmur softly: “Let me
take you home.”


But I will pass this way again someday, and stop in to
see how the lovebirds are doing.


I
have to find out whether it is Mandy or Katherine who decides to keep the keys.
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