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I have always kind of looked like the most
ordinary girl anyone would likely run into. I don't stand out in a
crowd in any way. My face is oval shaped, my eyes brown, my lashes
thick, but not so thick as to draw attention.

My brown hair is a reasonably attractive
shade, sort of dark and vaguely reddish tinted, and hangs fairly
neatly where I put it. But it's unremarkable. It barely brushes my
shoulders, and I do nothing with it but cut it with scissors. I
part it on the right, and just let it cut across my forehead so the
arm of my glasses will keep it out of my eyes.

I'm slender enough, with narrow shoulders and
a flat tummy. My breasts, I'll grant you, are a bit bigger than is
average, but I don't dress to exaggerate them and so that's easy
not to notice in most of my wardrobe. Mostly I wear brown and black
and beige, nothing tight.

I don't seek attention by any means. I'm not
comfortable with it, particularly from strangers.

I was raised by my uncle and aunt after my
parents died when I was seven. They are a rather stern natured and
dour couple – with their own kids. But they took me in because it
was an obligation they couldn't get out of. How would it look,
after all, if they refused?

And appearances mattered so much to them! It
was all about how successful they were, and how big their house,
and how rich they were, and how beautiful and blonde their children
were, and how many awards they won. They had a very careful
narrative and I was a complication they'd just as soon have
avoided.

When you're a child, you soon detect whether
your presence is welcome or not. I spent most of my time in my room
reading, or watching TV or playing on the internet, alone, and
content to be alone.

As soon as I could I moved out, using the
trust fund my parents death had created to purchase an old
Victorian house on the edge of old San Francisco. It was as
different from the sparkling new, sharp edged modern house I'd been
living as it was possible to find outside of a cave.

It was a marvelous old Victorian, with
turreted windows and a high peaked roof. The insides were laden
with beautiful wainscotting and lovely, winding wooden staircases.
It needed some TLC, of course, but I could do a lot of the simpler
things, and hire others to do the more the complicated.

I want to point out I wasn't being some
soft-headed, silly girl when I bought the place, at least, not
entirely. I certainly recognized that it was far too large for a
single person to call home. It had six bedrooms, a library, a
'parlor' as well as an office and a living room downstairs. It also
had a huge kitchen and sat on an acre and a half of weed strewn
grounds.

But it was a steal at what I paid for it. I
had finished high school and was at something of loose ends as to
what I wanted to take in college. So I thought I would take some
time off and put it to good use. The Victorian would probably
double in price with a little fixing up. Or so I thought.

Just buffing the age-darkened hardwood floors
had made the place look infinitely more appealing! Tearing out all
the old wallpaper and painting the place was another huge
improvement. And I could do all that myself. I mean, I was barely
nineteen and quite healthy, and the hard work would substitute for
my normal exercise routine! Win-win! With clean windows the place
looked way better!

I furnished the living room, and the grand
master bedroom through purchases made at thrift and antique shops.
The bed was this absurdly huge four poster with eight foot high
spiraling posts thicker than my torso and a massive headboard. It
was probably so cheap because no one could fit it into the average
bedroom!

Aside from the little turret part of the
master suite I would say the library was my favorite room. It
wasn't, as you might imagine, just a big room full of wall to wall
shelves. Each built-in unit was separated from the next by a foot
or so of wall, and each had cupboard doors on the lower section.
There was also a huge fireplace with beautifully carved leaves and
flowers along the mantel, big french glass doors giving onto the
back yard, and a lovely coffered ceiling.

And it had a secret passage! It wasn't
obvious when there were books on the shelves, but without books you
could see the little lever in the back of one shelf, which, when
pulled, allowed that shelf to be pushed into the wall!

There was a staircase behind it leading down
to the basement, and up to the second floor, which came out in a
small door in the paneling next to the fireplace in the master
suite! I thought that was delightful!

Once I'd installed my own supply of books on
that shelf, it, at least, and the one next to it, looked great. I
had to go to a church yard sale or two to buy some more books to
line the others. For effect, you understand. But then the room
really started looking impressive!

The master bathroom was amazing! The floor
tiles were of this deep iridescent blue, made up of tiny squares
not much bigger than my thumb. The tub was set in the floor, a
deep, wide round blue marble! In the corner was the shower area. It
had the same tiles, including a pair of six foot high tiled walls
which sprouted at right angles to the walls near the corner,
leaving a gap to walk between them.

I had to pay a plumber to come and redo the
fixtures, but that was it, aside from a lot of elbow grease to
clean everything. The counter was of the same light blue marble as
the tub, and the sinks were a darker blue version of the same.
Silver framed mirrors sat above the counter, with wall sconces on
either side which resembled small, elaborate candelabras.

It was all very old fashioned looking, but
deliciously luxurious, as well. Though I have to say the first time
I took a shower there I felt an odd sense of unease. Almost as if
someone were watching me! I turned around frequently, staring at
the door, and scanning the room, but saw and heard nothing
amiss.

I hired a guy with a tractor to come in cut
the mass of weeds in the back yard and tear up the yard. Then I
sprayed weed killer on everything! It was just too far gone for
recovery. I had to start over. But that was okay. Designing and
planting bushes and small trees was going to be fun!

The only exception to killing everything were
the shrubs which lined the fences. I liked the idea of privacy, of
creating my own little oasis back there.

I was finding it a little difficult to get to
sleep and to stay asleep in the big old house. I mean, I was all
alone in the house, and it was an old house with the normal odd
sounds in the middle of the night. And, of course, it was an
unfamiliar house. So I didn't find my sleeping issues odd.

What I did find odd was that I was starting
to have these strange erotic dreams, and all about the same man. He
was the man whose framed picture had sat on the mantel in the
living room until I'd taken it up to the attic.

He was a youngish man, in his late twenties
or thirties, handsome, dashing, I suppose you would have said back
then, wearing a Victorian era suit and striking an arrogant pose.
He reeked of self-confidence, even arrogance, but with a glint to
his eyes, and I was willing to bet he'd had more than his share of
success with the ladies of his day.

The first time I dreamed about him I was
wearing an old fashioned dress and dancing in the parlor with him,
amid a group of other people, and we were flirting coyly with each
other. That morphed into us kissing – I don't know where, but it
was a kiss which seemed to go on forever as his hands slid over my
body!

And it was such a vivid dream! I wakened
feeling my heart beating rapidly, and more than a little aroused!
But there was also a sense of something dark lurking, a kind of
wary excitement.

The next night I dreamed of him again, only
this time I was naked in bed and and tied spreadeagled to the four
corner posts! He was slowly licking his way up and down my body as
I writhed beneath him, and my body fairly radiated heat, unable to
keep still as my muscles spasmed and twitched and my limbs pulled
and strained against the chains which bound them!

I woke up with my heart fluttering and my
chest rising and falling rapidly. I had flung off the covers and
was laying more or less spreadeagled on the bed just as I was in my
dream! Only this time I could feel the arousal burning within me to
such an extent I sat up, peeled off the nightshirt which I'd worn
to bed, and then repositioned myself naked!

I moaned and arched my back, closing my eyes,
letting my memory and imagination heighten the excitement within me
for a time before bringing my right hand down between my legs. My
clitoris was swollen and hypersensitive, and as my fingers stroked
it I let out a helpless series of moans and gasps at the surging
rush of heat within me!

I thrust my fingers between the tight lips of
my sex, still stroking my clitoris, and felt how wet and hot I was
inside, and within seconds the orgasm took me, a startlingly
powerful one!

That had been the most amazing dream I'd ever
had in my life, at least that I remembered! And the wildest and
strangest thing about it was how clearly I remembered it! Unlike
other dreams, it didn't fade away like a snuffed candle. I
remembered it quite clearly even into the next day!

And the next day I had it again! It was …
expanded now, because I realized I was in a large bed, and there
were candles, or rather, candelabras on the night tables and on a
table at the foot of the bed, so that the bedroom – my bedroom, was
lit by their wavering, flickering yellow light.

There were thick leather straps around my
wrists and ankles which were chained to the four corner posts, but
I didn't feel like a prisoner. He was naked now, and my eyes
feasted upon his body as he knelt arrogantly between my legs,
gazing at me!

Then his hands ran over my body, stroking me,
kneading me, before he lowered himself! His lips and hands caressed
me all over as I strained and moaned and felt the rising heat
within myself, but then, as I saw his cock, thick and long and
ready, poised and about to enter me, I woke up!

Argh! I was so annoyed!

But I was also still very hot from the dream,
and once again I had to tear off my nightshirt and masturbate to
orgasm!

The next day I was cleaning the kitchen floor
when the postman called, with a package I had ordered. He looked at
me oddly as I signed for it, and it wasn't until after he'd gone
that I recalled, blushing as I did so, that I had chosen the
clothes I was wearing because I'd known I would be doing dirty,
sweaty work - alone.

I had not expected to get visitors or see
anyone. The blouse I wore was too small and was missing buttons. I
had simply tied it together below my breasts. Nor was I wearing a
bra under it. Why get a bra sweaty or dirty when the blouse, tied
together, would support me well enough? That was sort of what I had
thought... I guess.

The shirt was quite thin and tight, though,
and clasped my ample breasts in a very form-fitting way which also
showed quite clearly the indentations of my nipples. And there was
a generous amount of cleavage revealed between the two tied-off
sides of the rolled up shirt.

I was wearing very short cutoff shorts which
had been too small for me some time ago, and had lain in the bottom
of my closet in the old house I'd shared with my uncle and aunt.
They were so tight I couldn't even close the clasp. Fortunately, it
had a zipper which kind of stuck, so doing up the zipper kept the
shorts from moving.

I had, I realized, much to my dismay,
presented a revealing figure for the postman! I wasn't, remember, a
girl used to showing off my body at all, particularly to strangers!
I chided myself for my foolishness in not remembering what I was
wearing before answering the door, or for wearing these shorts and
top at all!

It wasn't like the shorts were even
comfortable, I realized. The crotch and stitching actually dug into
me in a rather, well, irritating way. And then I realized, just
like that, that I was aroused. I had, in fact, been mildly aroused
for some time and hardly even noticed.

The tight, short shorts digging into me made
me a bit achy, but in a darkly delicious way which made my body
very … sensitive. I knew without looking that my nipples were hard
against the blouse, and my clitoris was swollen, if irritated, and
moist and sweaty against the tight stitching of the cutoffs.

My breasts felt rather swollen too, taut and
warm, and my hands came up almost unconsciously to cup and squeeze
them softly, giving me a little rush of excitement and heat.

Rather than change, which I ought to have
done, I simply continued working in the kitchen, on my hands and
knees, scrubbing at the tiles there. I was sometimes aware and
sometimes not, of the tightness of my cuttoffs and the soft,
underlying throbbing of my body, but I resolutely ignored both when
I did become aware.

It was rather strange, though, to be crawling
on the floor scrubbing, and getting hot and sweaty, and also being
aroused at the same time. The arousal, I realized, outweighed the
discomfort, which was an excellent thing, really, when you think
about it. It made the job much less unpleasant.

And then this idea came to me, an idea I
immediately thought of as outrageous! I was quite sweaty, by then,
for it was hot in the old place and I was working hard. The thought
I had was to strip off and go naked, to continue working naked!

I was alone in the house, so there was no
reason I shouldn't, but it seemed indecent and even somewhat
perverted. On the other hand, it was quite practical given the
heat, and the arousal within me found a ready attraction for the
thought of doing something wicked and sexual.

And so I did!

I looked around self-conscious and anxious,
feeling like I was acting horribly inappropriately! But it was my
own house and I was alone in it so... who would know?

I returned to scrubbing. I couldn't do this
with a mop. This was decades of dirt and required in close hard
scrubbing, shifting between several different kinds of scouring
pads, sponges and rags.

Doing it naked made that strange dark
shimmering heat build up even higher within my body. I found myself
imagining someone coming in and seeing me like this, a man of
course, then that man, the one from my dreams, from the
picture!

I found myself posing my body in an
outrageously sexual way, bottom high, knees apart, upper torso low
to the ground as I scrubbed so that my very hard nipples sometimes
rubbed across the tiles! I felt very, very sexual and sensual!

The buildup of heat within me rose to such an
extent that I felt an outrageous need upon me. I lay down, rolled
onto my back, drew my legs up and apart, and masturbated right then
and there on the floor of the kitchen! I came within a minute or
so, came very powerfully! My back arched violently, my hips bucked
frantically, and a long, involuntary cry of purest pleasure
exploded from my open mouth!

Afterward I felt odd, disconcerted and
confused. This was not the sort of thing I did! Granted, I had
never lived alone before, but it wasn't like I'd felt such urgent
hunger and passion previously in my life, and I didn't understand
how that could change just because I was in a house by myself.

Even so, when I got back on all fours to
continue scrubbing I got these strange dark... flashes of erotic
thoughts in my head. Well, scrubbing didn't take a lot of thought,
so my mind was free to roam, but it struck me as very odd it would
roam in that direction, especially given I'd just had this very
satisfying orgasm.

I was starting, as I scrubbed, as I moved, to
get more aroused again. My movements naturally swung my breasts
back and forth below me, hot and thrumming with life as they were.
My nipples tingled, hard and very sensitive.

I had this strange thought, of how much
better my nipples would feel if something were tied to them, like
little weights, so that as I moved, they would tug deliciously on
my sensitive little pink buttons. What an amazing thought to
have!

And then I started missing that tight, almost
painful way the stitching of the cutoffs had been digging into my
sex. I wanted to feel that touch again, but wanted to remain
naked.

I rose on my knees, panting, and wiped the
back of my hand across my forehead. I was hot, and in more ways
than one. I looked down at my bare breasts, as if appreciating them
for the first time, cupping and kneading them as I knelt there.

They felt so wonderful! And they felt
wonderful in a dual way. My breasts throbbed as my hands squeezed
them, and then my hands for some weird reason, were delighting in
the tactile pleasure of feeling that soft, warm flesh against them,
a sense of delight gripping me as I dug my fingers into them and
squeezed.

It was quite odd, but the thrumming heat
rising within me caught at my attention much more than pondering
the imponderable.

That was when, opening the door to the big
pantry, I remembered the hemp rope I'd noted earlier, curled in a
corner. It was about as thick as my index finger, and quite rough
to the touch, and as soon as I saw it I felt weirdly transfixed by
the sight of it!

This, I immediately understood, was a way to
duplicate the feeling of the tight shorts, and in a very sexy
way!

I eagerly seized the rope and then examined
it briefly, then, with hardly a pause at all, I doubled it and
swept it around my waist. I tied it tight, a little uncomfortably
tight, then drew the two ropes downward between my buttocks and
forward between my legs.. I measured their length carefully, but in
an instant, then tied two knots in each rope before pulling them up
together firmly.

I gasped as the rough rope pulled up between
the lips of my sex, feeling a wild, breathless thrill despite the
discomfort. I groaned as I fed them up under the rope around my
waist, and pulled tighter still, feeling the sharp ache as they dug
into my soft flesh, and delighting in it!

I pulled hard enough the rope around my waist
was stretched downward front and back, and then when I tied off the
knots I found myself trembling softly. The four knots framed my
swollen clitoris perfectly!

I ached! But I ached so wonderfully!

Feeling my eyes glazing a bit, I returned to
work, scrubbing the floor, moaning a little at the growing
throbbing heat between my legs! I ached more and more with every
passing minute, and my arousal deepened in tandem with the
ache!

I was sweating badly, and it wasn't from the
scrubbing. The pores of my flesh seemed to ooze heat! My thick
brown hair was getting matted against my forehead, and my glasses
were slick on my nose. I took them off, and then, unaccountably, I
let my swollen breasts press down firmly against the floor, until
they were pillowed out beneath my chest.

I kept my bottom high and spread my arms to
the sides, shifting my knees aside, as well, posing, positioning
myself in a lewd and obscene way, as if readying myself to be taken
hard from behind by a man!

I imagined him looking at me, feeling hunger,
his cock hard and throbbing, getting ready to mount me and ride me
like a whore!

My trembling right hand reached down between
my legs, gripped the two ropes and started to tug on them sharply.
I cried out as they ground even harder against my flesh, the knots
rubbing painfully against my clitoris!

I did it again, and again, and again,
starting to become feverish with dark heat and need, crying out
with every sharp pull until another and even more intense orgasm
tore through my mind and body! It was incredibly powerful, and I
heard my voice crying out again and again!

I forced the rope to the side somehow, my
frantic fingers finding the entrance to my body and thrusting into
myself again and again, to the knuckles, crying out, sobbing in
pleasure as I drove my fingers into the burning furnace between my
legs!

I was exhausted, drained and shaken after
that, and I stumbled upstairs, cutting lose the rope with a moan of
relief and hurrying into the shower. I wanted cold water to douse
the exhausted heat. I was soaking with sweat, and gasping for
breath.

I turned on the water and groaned again in
relief as it rained over me. I found myself sinking to my knees in
the corner, panting, my breathing slowly getting back to normal as
the cold water poured down around me.
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I found afterward that I was so sensitive to
the touch down there, having rubbed myself raw with the rough hemp
rope and knots, that even a slight touch with the pads of my
fingers made me wince. Yet at the same time, that intense
sensitivity also made my body even more receptive.

I had to masturbate six times just that
evening! It was as if my fingers were fascinated with the
sensitivity of my body, or vice versa. It hurt, it ached, but it
was so easy to make my body thrum with heat and then climax I could
not resist!

It was so very, very odd! I had never been
that sexual a person, and certainly not a girl to be so fascinated
with her own body! Yet now I let my fingers caress myself and
marveled at how soft my skin was.

That night I dreamt of him again. Only this
time, instead of being chained to the bed I was in the kitchen,
scrubbing the floor! I was naked, and he was standing, leaning
against the wall, watching me, his eyes hungry as I scrubbed, as my
body moved.

And that was all he did. Sometimes he was
behind me. Sometimes he was off to the side. Always, he just leaned
against the wall and stared at me, watching as I moved slowly
across the floor, entirely naked, scrubbing it.

My body thrummed with energy, especially
between my legs, throbbing and pulsing with heat and anticipation,
even though I never looked up. Even though we never spoke! And
then, in another weird way the dream was imitating life, I lay on
my back, drawing my knees up and apart, and masturbated.

I stared down the length of my body as I did,
watched him staring back at me, hunger on his face, moaning as I
plunged my fingers into my body, as heat raced up and down my spine
and my head pulsed with a wild, dark sense of powerful
pressure!

I wakened in my bed, on my back, in exactly
that position, having flung back the sheets. I was nude, and my
fingers slid into my sopping depths as I gasped for breath,
moaning, my head spinning in that strange period between sleep and
full wakefulness!

My body burned with heat and a sense of
heavy, intense sexual hunger and pleasure, and as my fingers rubbed
frantically across my swollen clitoris I came, crying out again and
again, my hips bucking up against my fingers as my muscles spasmed
again and again!

Wild and weird!

I fell back to sleep, but not for long. It
was almost time to get up. I woke, but didn't shower. I knew I was
going to be doing more cleaning, and it seemed pointless. It even
seemed pointless to wear much in the way of clothes – like the
other day.

It was hot in the old house, and it was hot
and sweaty and dirty work scrubbing and cleaning. That, at least,
was the rational as to why I took an old tank top and cut it off
just below my breasts before donning it. It was – tight, but my
breasts still moved rather freely.

But I didn't care. I wore an old skirt, too,
and like the tank top, I cut it so short it was hardly below my
buttocks. That was how I cleaned the place, and I was surrounded by
a strange, dark sense of heat the entire time.

I let my mind fantasize that someone was
watching me, a man, an attractive man. Him, of course. I even
considered going to get his picture and propping it against the
wall where I worked, to accentuate the fantasy.

I wasn't thinking straight. The heat which
swirled within me was intoxicating, but had the same impact on
clear thinking as drunkenness, if to a lesser degree. At some point
I stripped completely. I don't even remember doing it! I continued
to clean, feeling a strange dark fever upon me, but working through
it.

Every now and then I would pause and do
something unnecessarily physical, such as arch my back, to push my
breasts out, or raise my hands to stroke the undersides and squeeze
them, or push my bottom out for no particular reason, as if to
tease someone standing behind me.

I was moving as if in a bit of a trance, as
if sleep walking, but didn't really recognize it. My mind kept
slipping into fantasies and daydreams. Sometimes I felt there
really was someone there watching me, a man, HIM!

I went down to the basement, naked, barefoot.
It was filthy down there! I swept the floor, and while I was doing
so walked right through a big spider web. I felt it spread over my
hair and back, and didn't care. I just kept working, working very
hard. I got a mop and bucket and mopped the floor.

In the middle of it I gripped the mop handle
tightly, tilting it forward as I moved forward, moaning softly as I
drew the handle up against my sex, straddling it as if it were a
broomstick and I a witch, I ground my sex against it, forcing the
slim rounded thing up between the lips of my sex.

Arching my back, I ground my hips forward and
back in a slow, dazed heat until the orgasm burst within me, and my
hips jerked convulsively! Then I returned to mopping.

I went upstairs when done, right into the
shower. I groaned as it poured over me, running my hands over my
naked body, soaping it up, masturbating again as I sank slowly down
into the corner of the shower, and was swept by a tremendous
orgasm!

After rinsing myself off I returned to work,
naked and dripping, my hair plastered against my face and
skull.

I still felt a haze around my mind. It wasn't
until I looked out back and decided to go and plant grass seed that
the haze started to clear. I suddenly realized I was naked –
outside! That was a bit of a shock, and I looked around anxiously.
But the hedges still provided complete privacy.

Still, I felt rather... naughty, being naked
outside like that. What if someone climbed over the fence and saw
me?! And why was I working naked anyway? That was ridiculous and
indecent! My breasts didn't like wobbling around like that as I
worked, and ached because of it.

Chiding myself on my weird, newly acquired
sexual obsession, I went back inside to get dressed. I made it to
the second floor before detouring to the laundry room. I had a lot
of dirty things, after all, so put them into the washing
machine.

And then... I wound up pressing myself
against the corner, leaning forward, moaning softly, breathlessly,
grinding myself against the old machine until I climaxed again.

I wound up in the attic.

It was was large, dark and dusty. I first had
to go up there with a work light strapped to my head, carrying a
step-ladder so I could replace the bare bulbs which had been
hanging dead for years.

With that done I found the place had more
than dust in it. It had a lot of old, worn out, rotten furniture,
most of which I would have to figure a way to get rid of. I
pondered opening up one of the small windows and throwing it out
that way.

The attic floor was hard wood, but
unpolished. The walls were plain wooden boards, and the high peaked
ceiling was bare above me, with only some criss-crossing rafters
below. In the middle of the long ceiling was a long, double thick
crossbeam with heavy rusted eye-bolts stuck to the underside, some
with lengths of old rope dangling. Next to it was a shelf full of
dust and odd implements I did not, at first, understand.

There were a number of leather straps and
belts, for example, of odd sizes and thicknesses. There were
strange round metal and wooden objects like onions, narrow on top,
thick in the middle, then very narrow near the bottom again. There
were also varying length of rounded wooden tubes, like handles
which had lost whatever they were attached to.

It wasn't until I picked up what looked
distinctly like a riding crop – not that I had ever seen a riding
crop in real life – that I started to have a growing sense of
astonished suspicion about what the stuff might have once been used
for!

One I made that connection the wooden
'objects' began to make a darkly wicked kind of sense! So too did
the straps, some of which, I now realized, still had a bend in them
as if they'd usually been buckled in a circular shape.

I held one particular length of polished wood
in hand and stared at it. It was rounded at the top, with studs
along the shaft going down a good ten or more inches. Had this
really been used as a dildo? I couldn't imagine what else!

It had an inch long screw in the base, and
with hardly a second thought I turned and pushed it against one of
the holes in one of the ceiling posts, turning it until it screwed
in tightly. A shimmering sense of sexuality crept over me, and I
lowered myself to my knees, then began to lick tentatively at
it.

I raised my eyes, imagining I could see a man
there, and then formed one in my mind, a fantasy man, Him, of
course, standing there, looking down at me as I licked him! I
moaned and licked harder, sliding my lips wide to encompass the
dusty old wood, sucking and licking, working my tongue around the
studs as I slid it deeper into my mouth.

The heat swept even more tightly around my
body and mind. I raised my hands, gasping, squeezing breasts which
seemed to be throbbing with hunger and pressure! The nipples were
sharp, tingling and rigid as my fingers stroked and rolled
them!

I rose, panting, sweating, turning my body
around and bending forward. I shuddered as I raised my hips and
backed against it, feeling the slick wood against my throbbing sex.
I pushed back, groaning, gasping, as the pressure forced the lips
of my sex in and back, stretching them wider and wider as the thing
pushed through into the mouth of my sex.

My breasts wobbled below me, full and heavy,
as I slowly worked my way back, grunting and gasping, my hips
working in and out, even as my mind imagined that the 'cock' was
itself working, thrusting into me, driving itself deeper.

I felt the sexual fever growing, shuddering
as I took the thing deeper into my belly, reveling in the aching
fullness as I reached under and began to stroke my clitoris!

Then... then it was like.. I felt hands on my
hips! I gasped as they drew me back, as the dildo, which of course,
could not move, seemed to thrust into me! I cried out, gasping as
the pleasure roiled my mind and twisted itself deeper into my
body!

It felt as though the dildo was thrusting
into my body, harder and deeper! And it didn't feel like wood, any
more, but real! Hands clutched my hips, or so it seemed, and I
cried out ever more loudly as the heat took on a seething intensity
that baked my mind!

The thing was thrusting into me harder and
faster and deeper! It hurt, but so wonderfully, so achingly
wonderfully! I cried out as the orgasm took my mind and sent it
spinning wildly through a kaleidoscope of streaming colors! I came
and came, crying out all the breath in my lungs, then gurgling
dazedly for lack of air, getting light headed.

*

I don't remember putting on the old, cracked,
leather collar, buckling it around my throat, nor the leather
restraints around my wrists. But I remember walking further into
the darkened attic wearing them.

I reached the far side of the attic to find a
large old tarp against something on the wall. Pulling it down
revealed a huge gold framed mirror, easily seven feet high and
every bit as wide. The ceilings in the old house were quite high,
of course, so such a mirror wouldn't necessarily be out of place
in, say, the parlor.

I wondered why it had been brought up here,
though, and propped up against the wall alone. The only other thing
nearby was an old, high backed armchair which almost seemed to be
facing the mirror from ten feet away.

I ran my fingers over the unmarred glass. It
was etched with fine gold lines all around the edges, and the frame
itself was heavily detailed and sculpted. I stared at myself in it,
entranced, running my hands up and down my body.

And then... it was as if he appeared in the
mirror, standing behind me with startling clarity! I gaped up at
him, turning my head, bewildered, to see nothing there. I turned it
back to the mirror, and again he was there, standing behind me!

I saw his hands on my shoulders – and felt
them! I gaped as they slid down my arms then forward to cup and
knead my breasts. Heat swept through me, and I swayed, moaning, as
his fingers plucked at my nipples, as they rolled and stroked and
pinched them.

A hand slid slowly down my abdomen, fingers
finding my sex, and I cried out weakly, back arching, staring at
him in the mirror, staring at me, staring at his fingers as they
found my clitoris and began to stroke me there!

I stared, wide eyed at the mirror, watching
him lean in and nuzzle the nape of my neck. I felt his lips there,
and moaned softly, my hips rolling helplessly against his fingers.
The collar seemed tight around my throat, constricting my
breathing, though it hadn't when I'd put it on.

I sank slowly down to my knees, and he with
me. My eyes rarely left the mirror except to occasionally flicker
up and back to see – nothing. But in the mirror I could feel his
hands on my body, could feel the heat pouring over me as I moaned
and whimpered in helpless pleasure.

I sagged forward onto my hands and knees and
saw him prepare himself behind me. I cried out as I felt the head
of his cock rubbing up and down against my sopping opening. Then he
pushed forward, and I sobbed in pleasure, staring at myself in the
mirror, staring at him as he pushed himself deep inside me!

I felt so deliciously, achingly full! He
throbbed inside me! Then he began to move, his hands on my hips as
he rode me, as he thrust into me. My body reacted to the feel of
his hips slapping against my buttocks, rolling forward again and
again, my breasts swaying below me as he rode me!

The orgasm swept through my mind and body and
I cried out in wildfire pleasure, head back, thrusting back to meet
his own thrusts, fire enveloping my body! Another orgasm and
another and another and another tore over me in an endless parade,
until the energy seemed to seep out of my body!

I sagged down to my elbows, gasping, panting,
eyes bleary, body still jerking helplessly as he thrust into me.
Another orgasm shattered my mind, and another, and I found myself
on my chest, chin against the floor, drooling, bottom raised high,
eyes glazed.

He was still behind me, still thrusting,
thrusting, thrusting as my body trembled non-stop, my breasts
pillowed out beneath me as my body rolled backward and forward atop
them. Another orgasm lashed my mind and another. I was drunk on the
pleasure, a mindless animal! And still he drove himself into me
with single-minded determination!

*

I woke on the floor, utterly exhausted, head
pounding, very, very sore down there! I staggering back to the
door, clutching the rail tightly as I stumbled down the stairs.

Something, my dazed mind told me, was very
wrong. This was very wrong! My hands fumbled at the collar
and I dropped it on the floor. I made my way to the toilet again,
showering, but too weak, too drained of energy to care about the
simmering heat around me. I cleaned myself mechanically, and even
managed to brush and dry my hair.

I could feel the heat rising, however, and
felt a sense of despair. I made my way to the back door and
outside, then half fell into one of the lounge chairs I had bought,
but never used. I lay down, still nude, and fell asleep.
Fortunately, it was dusk.

For a wonder, there were no dreams. I slept
through the night, waking with the dawn. My mind was much...
clearer. After the initial shock of finding myself naked and
outside, I began to put it to work, bewildered and trying to
understand what had happened over the past few days.

I had been behaving like some sort of
nymphomaniac, insatiable, crazed and seeing things, to boot. Could
there be some sort of... toxic substance in the house which was
causing hallucinations? Affecting my body and mind?

That was what the serious, scientific side of
my mind thought. Yet what would make me so... aroused? I'd never
heard of any kind of chemical which did that!

The not so serious side of my mind, the part
which read fantasies and science fiction, that side of me thought
of him, the man in the picture, and wondered if the house wasn't...
haunted! That seemed ridiculous on the face of it, except for the
intensity of the images my mind still held, and the way my behavior
had been so darkly influenced.

So, what did one do to ward off such
influences? Supposedly, one called upon God, perhaps brandishing a
cross. The idea was ludicrous, and yet, so had been the way I had
been behaving! I would brace myself to experiment. I would go into
the house, and grab some clothes, then hurry back out.

And so I did. As soon as I entered I felt a
sense of hunger, and rushed to my room, grabbing clothes, including
underthings and shoes. I rushed back downstairs, feeling my breasts
throb, seeing phallic objects in handles and ordinary objects.

I almost halted, reaching out for a bottle,
but hurried on, and outside, where the heat slowly subsided.

There was definitely something influencing me
in there!

My mind shied away from it being a 'who'
instead! The idea that there was a … a man there, that he had
watched me and... and used me... was appalling, even if he was that
incredible hotty! Yet it couldn't be a man! A ghost!?
Seriously!?

I got dressed, then darted inside, bracing
myself, got my purse, and hurried out again. I went to the library
and researched the history of the house, as well as books which
seemed at least slightly credible on subjects like ghosts and
possession.

I found his picture. His name was James
Patrick Adams. He had been an investment banker and had built my
house in 1890. He was known as a man who took chances, investing in
thing nobody else would, and it had paid off enough to make him a
rich man.

He was also a notorious womanizer who threw
wild parties which were the talk of town. Old newspapers spoke
guardedly of wicked and immoral things going on there, and said he
was 'depraved' in his treatment of women!

He had died in 1912 in the sinking of the
Titanic! There was no indication he had ever married, either. The
house had been sold to another banker after his death. A Mister
Runstein, who had hired workmen to modernize it somewhat, and then
never moved in!

There was no explanation of why. The house
had been put on the market, yet again, never sold. And then in an
article I found in a 1934 newspaper, it was referred to as haunted!
No one would spend the night, it said, and those who tried ran
screaming out the door well before dawn!

Still, the house had been sold again, in
1959, to an industrialist. He had spent a considerable sum having
it modernized, repaired, and updated. He had then moved in,
apparently without ill effect. He had lived there for almost fifty
years, until suffering a heart attack. He had died in hospital at
the age of 98.

Well, so he hadn't had any ill effects!
Surely if the house had been haunted by a demented, perverted
spirit he'd have run screaming, too!

Well, I had far too much money bound up in it
to do the same. It had lain empty for years before I'd bought it.
If I tried to sell it now it might be more years before I could
find a purchaser. So I decided to address both possible issues of
contamination.

First, I bought a large cross, the kind you
wear around your neck. Then I bought an even larger cross, the sort
you hang on a wall. I went to the city's biggest cathedral. I
dipped both of them in holy water, and got them blessed by the
bishop.

Then I returned to the house, my heart
beating more and more loudly the closer I came. I rushed in,
holding my cross aloft, and flung open the windows as quickly as I
could! If there was bad air in there, some kind of hitherto unknown
combination of chemicals causing hallucination, I wanted that air
out!

Then I waited, pulse racing, heart thumping,
waited to see if I'd start swooning with heat.

Nothing happened!
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I had no idea which of my solutions had
worked, or if either of them had. Perhaps I was just mentally ill
and had imagined the entire thing! I walked nervously through the
house, waiting to be attacked by my own hunger and arousal, feeling
more and more safe as time passed.

I ate nervously, watched a little TV, and
read a little, though my mind wasn't on entertainment. I kept
raising my head to look anxiously around, as if I'd see his ghost
striding towards me, naked, perhaps, eager to fuck me like the
crazed nympho I'd acted earlier.

But there was nothing. I left all the windows
open in my bedroom as I finally settled gingerly into bed. I had
both crosses with me, and wore a long, old fashioned nightgown to
bed.

*

I was in the attic, only it seemed much
cleaner now. I could feel the collar around my throat. My arms
stretched up above me, my wrists encased in thick leather. I raised
my head and stared at them, and the chain which locked them to the
eyelet screwed into the post above me, moaning softly around the
gag in my mouth.

My body trembled with heat!

No one was there, but the room was hot and I
was sweating. I was... hanging from my wrists, suspended. I could
feel my body stretching out below me, my arms, shoulders and wrists
aching. My toes twitched an inch or so above the floor.

My thighs were squeezed together around...
something hard, something which was driven up deep into my aching
belly through the tightly clutching lips of my sex!

I burned with need and desire, with a raw,
animal hunger!

I sensed movement, and there he was! Him! I
moaned through the gag as he went over to the shelf, giving me a
dark look of hunger and anticipation. He picked something up, a
short handled... flog, with many long, slender leather thongs
attacked.

I trembled and moaned anew.

“Such a naughty girl you are,” he said in
a low purring, English accented voice.

I felt my heart pounding like a drum!

“Naughty girls must be punished, you
know,” he said.

He reached out and ran his hand slowly up my
body. I moaned and shuddered to his touch, gasping as he kneaded my
breasts, crying out weakly as he pinched and twisted a nipple,
moaning as his fingers slid down between my legs, rubbing at my
clitoris.

“A very naughty girl indeed,” he said
softly.

His hand slid up to my shoulder and he gave
it a small push so that I began to twist, to turn in mid-air.

Thwack!

I screamed, in surprise more than pain, as
the flog cut across my back. Each individual thong was light of
weight, but all together carried a measure of force as they struck
my soft back! And while each stung only a little, a dozen stings
added up to a considerable amount of sensation!

He was whipping me!

He drew back his arm again as I continued to
turn slowly and helplessly before him.

Thwack!

It cracked across my back again, the thongs
spreading out to strike a wide area. I cried out again, as he
chuckled softly.

Thwack!

The next blow fell across my bottom, and I
cried out, my legs jerking wildly forward so that I began to swing
not only in circles but to and fro!

He watched me, hunger on his face, as I
turned before him, and then, when my back was to him.

Thwack!

I cried out, back arching away from the
stinging of the flog, body twisting and dancing in mid-air!

“Naughty girl,” he said.

The flog snapped down on my lower back, then
upper, on my buttocks and thighs, on my shoulders, and then, as I
slowly turned towards him again, he restrained himself no more!
Rather than waiting until my back was to him his arm snapped
forward, and the flogs cut across my bare breasts!

I screamed, my breasts stinging, burning,
and he laughed, as my body twisted and flopped and turned
again.

Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! Thwack! Thwack!

He didn't hesitate now, striking whichever
part of me was closest. My breasts reddened and burned, becoming
hot and tender! My eyes filled with tears!

And then he stopped, flinging down his flog
and wrapping his arms around me! His hands raced over my body as he
kissed and sucked and chewed on the nape of my neck, then on my
aching breasts! As his mouth closed around on throbbing nipple I
felt a dark explosive charge of heat through my mind and body!

I trembled and shook as his mouth chewed on
my breasts, biting into the soft, tender flesh, his tongue
ravishing me, his lips sucking desperately. He sank to his knees
before me, and then his tongue was on my clitoris!

I screamed as the heat swept through me, my
legs jerking apart as convulsions wracked my body! He pulled the
wooden cock from me and stood, tearing his trousers off, then
sheathed himself in me in an instant!

His hands clutched my buttocks as my legs
swept up and around him, and he drove himself into me with frantic
need as I came and came and came again!

*

I woke, gasping, dazed, moaning. I had flung
off the sheets again – and my nightgown! My fingers were between my
legs, rubbing furiously, another orgasm sweeping through me as I
cried out in pleasure.

I was anxious, at first, ready to flee the
house, yet the heat of sexual need had largely evaporated with the
orgasm. I was still... sane, still in possession of myself.
Maybe... maybe it had just been a sordid erotic dream brought upon
me by the previous day's events?!

Then, too, the sexual heat I had felt over
the previous days was real. The orgasms were real. And, though I
feared the cause, the memory of those powerful sexual climaxes was
fresh within my mind and body. They had, after all, been by far the
most intense I had ever experienced. Of course I wanted more!

Was I like a drug addict, I wondered. Having
experienced the 'high' of sexual pleasure, would I quite naturally
seek it again and again, wanting my 'fix', regardless of whether
there was some sort of otherworldly or chemical cause?

I got dressed, and cautiously made breakfast.
Nothing seemed amiss. I continued my cleaning efforts – fully
clothed – without mishap. I was... very aware of my body and its
positioning as I worked. And I felt a new and powerful awareness of
my own sexuality, of the … attractiveness of my body.

But that didn't influence me very strongly.
That is, I felt no need to strip naked to do things, no need to
fondle myself, nor to masturbate. I did think about it,
however...

This restraint was all well and good, of
course, but I couldn't very well keep all the windows open
constantly. And I couldn't very well carry crosses around
everywhere I went either! Well, I could, but I didn't want to.

First I started closing windows, one at a
time, giving time for the uhm, effect to build up. I felt nothing.
I closed more windows, ready to hurriedly open them again if I felt
my mind starting to become overcome.

Maybe it needed time to build up, I thought,
very nervously, with the windows all closed. I far preferred the
effect to have come from chemicals than... something frankly
impossible!

I went back up to the attic, determined to
clean it. I swept all the sexual things into a big garbage back and
took them out back to wait for the trash. I swept and mopped the
floor and swept away years of spiderwebs.

But it wasn't until after I'd cleaned
everywhere else that I braced myself and made my way to the area
where the mirror was. I stared at it fearfully, but saw no one in
it but me. Relieved, I picked up the cloth and swept it over the
mirror, covering it once more.

I turned away and was startled by the site of
an armoir against the side wall I had not noticed. I went to it and
examined it with some admiration. It was quite beautiful, tall and
stately and wide, with a polished dark wood exterior.

I opened one of the doors and was delighted
to see an old dress hanging there! I looked at it in some awe for
it seemed to be almost in perfect shape, and hardly dusty at all!
How long had it hung here!?

I was being... foolish, because it was still
of course, somewhat dusty. I mean, it had to be! Yet I told myself
I was dusty from exploring and working anyway, and would have to
shower later. I'm really not a dress-up sort of girl, but I
couldn't resist pulling it out and then trying it on!

Now that I got it out I realized it was
actually a two-piece dress, with the bodice and skirt being
separate. It was blood red, with some dark stitching, made of satin
or damask. Under it was a hoop skirt!

Intrigued, I pulled it on over my t-shirt and
jeans, then pulled on the outer skirt, which flowed around me! It
must have been ten feet in circumference! No wonder the doorways
were so wide, I thought.

It took longer to get into the bodice, with
its long arms. It stitched up tightly, up the back, as it happened,
which made it impossible for me to really do it justice. The dress
was decorated in black lace trim, and looked fantastically
elegant!

I hesitantly pulled down the cloth, stared at
myself in the mirror and sighed, imagining I was back in an era
where women could wear such things as a matter of routine! I
wondered how you even cleaned such a dress! Well, I was going to
have to find out. It was a real find, after all!

I hesitated, thinking to take it off, because
it's not easy walking around with a skirt that's ten feet around,
but then I'd have to carry it in my arms. I brushed a bit of dust
off the mirror as I looked at myself, and decided to just wear it
downstairs where I could take it all off.

I turned and headed back across the attic for
the stairs, carefully ensuring the wide hem of the dress didn't
brush against anything dirty. And then I froze. I started to hear
music as I got to the bottom, and felt puzzled. I mean, it sounded
very... odd, and deep. My stereo wasn't that powerful.

As I got closer I could almost feel the
vibration in the floor and in the air around me from the music. I
opened the thick door and the noise sprang out very audibly. It
sounded like, well, not a symphony, perhaps, but more than a string
quartet anyway, playing an old fashioned song.

A very old fashioned song. I yelped as a
woman pushed past me.

“Sorry, dear. Didn't mean to startle you,”
she said with a grin, then moved on.

Who the – !?

I started to follow her and halted at an open
door. There were two women in there on a bed. And like the one who
had just passed me they too were dressed, now that my sputtering
mind recognized it, in old Victorian era dresses!

I heard laughter coming from up the main
stairwell, and, looking around, I walked towards it as if in a
haze, noticing the carpet on the floor, the furnishings in the
rooms I passed, and that everything looked almost brand new!

I stared down the winding staircase,
open-mouthed. I could hear many voices talking! I started down,
slowly, anxiously, warily, and when I turned the second curve I
could see a gathering of several men standing near the base of the
stairs. They were wearing very old fashioned suits.

A woman dressed in a maid outfit passed them
by and they took delicacies of some sort off a tray she held before
she passed on.

This was all quite insane, of course. I was
having some kind of bizarre fantasy or daydream. I literally
pinched myself to see if I would wake up.

“Tsk,” I heard from behind me. “You're not
done up, dear,” an older woman said.

“What?”

She gripped the laces in the back of my
bodice and tugged them suddenly tight enough I gasped as the fabric
pulled in tightly against my chest! Then she expertly tied the
laces off.

“Th-th-thank you,” I gulped in what was
barely more than a whisper.

She snorted. “You don't want to have your
bodice untied until you've been paid, dear,” she said, passing me
by.

I stared after her. What had she meant by
that!?

I heard a squeal of laughter from below, not
coming from the men, and then a coarse voice shouting. I eased back
up the stairs, shaking my head. What on earth was going on!? I
intended going to my room and getting to a phone as fast as
possible!

Only when I opened the door to my room I
found it occupied. I man was there, wearing black trousers and
white shirt. He looked up in annoyance as I stared at him.

It was him! Him!

“Yes?” he demanded.

He was quite a handsome man, to be honest,
with short dark hair, a square jaws face, bright, intense looking
eyes, and a well-built body with wide shoulders.

“Weren't you taught to knock before entering
a man's bedroom, girl?” he demanded.

I gaped at him, and then took in the room. It
was certainly not MY room! I mean, it was... there was the bay
window, there was the small turret window in the corner... but the
furnishings were completely different!

While I'd been standing frozen in the doorway
staring around me in astonishment he'd crossed the room. I gasped
as he seized my arm and drew me into the room, swinging me
around.

“Well, you're certainly prettier than the
usual girls Mrs. Potter supplies,” he said.

“What?” I gasped.

His big hand slid under my jaw, tilting my
head up.

“Lovely, in fact, though not with these.”

He pulled off my glasses, and I blinked my
eyes rapidly. Well, I didn't really need them for up close, only
for distance, so removing them didn't make it harder to see
him.

He really was quite handsome! He was
gorgeous, in fact!

“You need to do something with your hair,
though,” he said. “It's quite short.”

“Urgh!” I said.

“Not much on speaking are you?” he asked with
a rakish grin. “I wager I can make you sing, though.”

He slid his hand behind my neck and pulled me
in against him, kissing me so suddenly that I couldn't even react!
Then he turned in one smooth motion, swinging me around as he
turned, and I found myself falling back across the large bed with
him next to me!

This absolutely could not be happening!

And yet his lips managed to stay firmly
locked to mine, and they were doing … quite amazing things! I'm not
exactly a virgin, though I admit I'm not particularly experienced
either. I've been kissed before on a number of occasions, however,
just... never like that!

His lips were firm, demanding, hungry, but
somehow managed to be, at the same time, soft, gentle and slow! He
was sort of uhm, laying sideways, partly across my right arm, as
his right hand slid through my hair and along my cheek. His own
left hand was also in my hair, drawing my head up and back as his
lips moved against me!

The kiss was long and incredible, and only
eased as his lips slid aside, traveling up along the nape of my
neck, his teeth chewing lightly on my earlobe before his lips
mouthed it and caressed it gently. His hand continued to caress my
throat even as his lips moved down along it, then back over my lips
just as I'd started to put together enough coherent thought to
decide to protest!

His lips silenced my words, and, breathless,
I lay in a sort of stunned condition as his lips melted against
mine and his tongue began to dip between them! I didn't feel the
overwhelming heat I had earlier, the suffocating, mind baking
arousal which was so feverish I was in thrall to it. I felt like...
like me!

Well, me with my heart pounding, pulse
racing, and mind swirling!

Alice through the looking glass, I thought
frantically. Somehow... somehow I'd come into a different place!
Maybe a different time!? I was a voracious reader, as I may have
hinted at earlier, and romances had not been among my favorites
nearly as much as fantasies.

His right hand slid down my body, over the
tight curve of my breast, and down along my hip, then back up
again.

I didn't know what to say! What would YOU say
if you found yourself suddenly in some sort of bizarrely altered
other dimension or something!? What I needed... what I needed was
to get back to where I came from! Yet this was my house, my
room!

I strongly considered the possibility I had
gone insane.

“What a lovely girl you are indeed,” he
murmured.

He sort of rolled back, but not before
putting his hand on my hip so that as he rolled he rolled me over
atop him! He gave me an engaging grin as his hands caressed my
back.

“What's your name, pretty girl?” he
asked.

Did I mention he had an English accent? It
wasn't one of those lower class ones, either. It was like old
Boston, as if his words were spoken with his teeth clenched, except
they weren't.

It was the same voice in my dream!

“Uhhh,” I said.

What was my name again?

“H-Hailey!” I gulped.

“Hailey? Lovely name,” he said softly.

His hand, I realized suddenly, was in under
the rear of my bodice, down at the small of my back, and it was...
unhooking the hoop skirt! In fact, his fingers were so deft and
expert I realized he'd already undone the overskirt as well!

I squealed, a little panicked, suddenly.

“Mister Adams!” I cried.

I reached back to clamp a hand over his
wrist, but he only laughed in delight. I might, on occasion, have
wondered how those Victorian era women got out of all those
cumbersome skirts and dresses? Well the answer was very quickly and
easily if they had help!

I tried to sort of scramble off him but he
laughed again, sitting up, got an arm around my waist, and gave me
a slap to the bottom! Then his big hand gripped the loosened skirt
and hoop skirt beneath, and tugged them off with one strong
pull!

“What on earth?!” he cried.

Then he laughed again, even louder.

“You're wearing dungarees under your skirt!?
Oh my goodness!” he laughed.

Still laughing, he ignored my squirming,
quickly undoing the laces on the back of the dress.

“It's like one of those boxes where there's
always another box inside!” he exclaimed in amusement. “Is Mrs.
Potter trying to tease me?”

“I don't know Mrs. Potter!” I gasped.

“Ha!” he said.

He slapped my bottom again, this time just
through my jeans, and I yelped, kicking my feet and squirming to
pull free.

I felt his hand snaking around my waist and
beneath. It found the clasp of my jeans and undid it, and I started
to feel a real shock now as he tugged them down, pulling my panties
with them!

“Oh! Oh! Don't!” I cried, struggling much
more furiously, starting to panic.

“Now this,” he said in a low voice, “this is
a prize worth uncovering.”

I was draped across his thighs, face down on
the bed, and unable to pull free with his left arm around my
waist!

His fingers gently caressed my bottom,
stroking and gliding up and down across it as he held me with
seeming ease. Then his fingers slid down and between my buttocks
and he cupped my sex.

“My word,” he said, his fingers stroking me
gently!

I felt a rush of wild emotions, fear and
alarm, of course, deep embarrassment, frantic anxiety, and … and
also this oddly deep thrumming excitement as his fingers ran up and
down the line of my sex!

“You're not that bloody young, surely,” he
said, uncertainty in his voice now.

I squealed as he gripped my hair and jerked
me up and back to examine my face.

“No, I didn't think so,” he said, dropping me
again.

He yanked my t-shirt up, taking it and the
bodice with it.

Crack! His hand struck my bottom a
sharp blow that made me squeal in pain.

“Hold still,” he growled, his voice now
determined.

He snorted as he pulled the garments free,
then undid my bra and yanked that off!

I was now completely naked, and more than
slightly shocked!

He yanked up and back on my hair again, and I
squealed in pain as my head was forced up and back, my hands
quickly pushing down on his legs to force my chest up to ease the
pain.

“Hmm,” he said, staring at my breasts.

“No, definitely not that young. What is your
age, girl?” he demanded in a voice which was very sharp and
demanding.

I was almost beyond speech.

Crack!

“You age?” he demanded.

“N-Nineteen!”

He dropped my head and spread my legs
forcefully, his fingers examining my sex.

“Why do you have no hair?” he asked, sounding
quite puzzled. “Was it an illness?”

Oh! My! God!

He rolled me onto my back and I instantly
tried to squirm away. He yanked me back, pulling me in so I was
laying on my back with him between my legs! Or at least, he would
have been if he weren't holding my legs up and back so as to
examine me... there!

His fingers traced the line of my sex, then
up across my clitoris, then circled the soft flesh just above my
sex as he leaned closer.

“Shaven,” he said, in apparent satisfaction
that he'd found an answer.

He straightened, his fingers easing between
the lips of my sex and spreading them apart a little.

“Interesting idea,” he said in delight.

His fingers spread the lips of my sex,
stroking between them.

“Much is now revealed!” he said.

His fingers slid over my clitoris, and I
shuddered, feeling that dark wild heat swirling and churning inside
me again! It wasn't the same as I had felt the other day, nor
accompanied by an almost trance-like sense of dazed heat, but it
was very powerful just the same!

He swung me up and back and I yelped,
startled, the back of my head hitting the mattress heavily. He
laughed and turned me, then gripped my wrists and forced them up
and back above my head.

“Please!” I gasped. “M-Mister Adams!”

“I always get what I pay for, my girl,” he
said with a grin.

“But – I'm not for sale!” blurted.

He laughed again, calmly sweeping leather
straps around my wrists and buckling them! He released them and I
realized they were chained to the corner posts above me!

Still chuckling in amusement, he shifted
himself backward, then stretched my left leg down to the corner
post and found another leather strap to wrap around it!

What was I supposed to do!? Where was I!? How
could this be happening!?

I was soon spreadeagled naked, blushing
furiously, filled with embarrassment, fear and anxiety, but also a
strange dark, breathless sense of anticipation. He grinned at me
cheerfully, not the least bit threatening. He was clearly in high
spirits.

He peeled his shirt up and off, then his
undershirt.

“You inspire me, my dear,” he said.

The door opened and I gasped as a man,
dressed in an old fashioned suit, burst in, his arm around a
laughing woman in a Victorian dress. They both stopped, laughing at
the sight before them.

“Private room,” Adams said in a growl.

“Sorry old sport!” the man said, laughing as
he led the woman away and closed the door behind him.

“Honestly,” Adams said, going to the door and
locking it. “You hold a party and people think they own the
house.”

He came over and sat on the bed, and his hand
dropped onto my stomach.

“Now, as to you,” he said, eyes narrowing in
concentration.
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Everything felt so normal! I mean, he seemed
normal, the couple had seemed normal. The feel of the room felt
normal. None of it felt like a dream at all! Yet surely it had to
be!

He slid forward atop me, his warm male flesh
sliding across my breasts until his lips could find mine. My
protests died as his lips closed on my mouth, and I moaned into
them as he continued the kiss he'd first treated me to up against
the wall!

My head was spinning wildly, and I gasped as
he jerked back on my hair, forcing my head up and back, and began
to chew lightly down the side of my throat! His hand moved onto my
breast, and I felt a rush of heat as it caressed the sensitive
flesh.

Then it slid slowly down between our bodies
until it was laying against my sex, cupping me, his fingers
pressing into me, rubbing lightly.

“W-wait!” I cried dazedly.

He raised his head, giving me a curious
look.

“For?”

I stared at him, gasping.

“I... this... this isn't... right!” I
gasped.

“Not right? How can sensual pleasure be
wrong, my sweet Hailey?”

And then he seemed to notice the cross around
my neck at last. He laughed softly.

“Are you a religious girl?” he asked.

“Yes!” I gasped, though of course, I
wasn't.

He laughed softly again, and slid to the side
so his weight came off me, or at least, most of it.

He lay on his side, head propped on his
elbows, grinning, his hand gliding lazily across my naked body.

“And what does your particular god have to
say about physical pleasure?” he asked.

“Y-You're supposed to be married!” I
blurted.

He snorted in amusement.

“And yet, there was no church when the bible
was written. Therefore, there was no priest to marry anyone. And
there was no church when God created man and woman. He created them
with lust in their hearts, and bodies which reacted – with delight
– to the touch of each others bodies. Why did He do that, my
dear?”

His fingers idly stroked my clitoris as he
spoke and I gulped helplessly, fighting to not move. I mean, it was
HIM, it was the man I had thought about, fantasized about during
all those wild, even feverish masturbation sessions, the man who
had visited my erotic dreams, the stern eyes and broad shoulders
and handsome face which had filled my mind for days!

“I must say this feel so much softer without
the hair,” he murmured, examining me more closely down there.

His fingers parted the lips of my sex, and I
gasped as one slid into me.

“Don't!” I cried.

“Why not? It's what you were built for, my
dear, what I've hired for the evening.”

“You didn't hire me!” I said indignantly.

“He raised his eyebrows. “There are only two
groups of people in this house tonight, my dear, my fellow
businessmen, and Mrs. Potter's girls. The former have money, while
the latter seek it.”

His finger squirmed deeper inside me!

“I'm... not with Mrs. Potter!”

“No? Then how did you get in here? You're a
burglar, perhaps?”

“I live here!”

He chuckled softly. “It's a large house. Many
have remarked it is quite a bit too large for one solitary man to
live, but I assure you I'd have spotted another resident,
especially one as lovely as you.”

His finger sort of pushed up against the
inside of my abdominal wall, and I sucked in a sharp breath of air
as it caressed me there.

“You know, this looks quite adorable,” he
said, his other fingers stroking my clitoris.

He abruptly shifted his position until he was
laying between my spread thighs, gazing into the juncture of my
thighs. His finger was still pumping in and out of me, and now he
leaned in and began to lick my clitoris!

I bit my lower lip, wrists tugging against
the leather restraints.

“This little button you girls have is largely
hidden, normally, he said, stroking it with his fingers. “I was
taught its location and importance by an old Spanish gentleman at a
house of ill repute when I was quite young, and have found it
remarkably influential on the female mind.”

He bent his head and licked further, then
caught my clitoris between his lips, sucking rhythmically as
ripples of heat swept through me.

It felt so real, yet it was like a dream! The
room was furnished like something out of the early days of the
house. Even the the lights beside the bedroom were oil lamps!

Was it possible that somehow, if only in my
mind, I'd returned to the nineteenth century!?

“Wh-what year is this!?” I cried weakly.

He raised his head, startled, then
laughed.

“Of all the odd questions I've ever been
asked while between a woman's leg, that one, my dear, most
certainly takes the prize!”

He grinned at me and pushed a second finger
into me. They were both quite thick, and quite long, and I gulped
as he shook his head.

“What game are you playing, my girl?”

He bent and then rubbed his cheek against my
abdomen. He slid slowly upward, his fingers pumping slowly inside
me, until he could kiss and chew on my nipples. Then his lips were
on mine again as he lay atop me, his fingers sliding through my
hair as his tongue dipped and darted.

My body began to writhe slowly in place as
the heat grew more powerful. My efforts at resisting began to melt
away in the face of that heat, and the physical impossibility of
doing anything to stop him anyway. My mind began to pulse with a
strange dark sense of delight at feeling him against me, at it
being HIM!

Was I in the past? Was he in the present? Was
the house moving back and forth? I had no way of knowing, but when
he pushed his trousers down I felt a terrific rush of heat as the
rest of his body was revealed, and as his bare flesh lay atop me,
his cock hard and thick and full and pressed between our bellies as
he continued to kiss me.

His kisses were deep and filled me with a
growing sense of passion, for he was unquestionably the best kisser
I'd ever had, and his body, his fine, powerful, masculine body lay
heavily atop mine, rubbing and grinding slowly against me!

His hands glided up and down me, making me
twist and squirm and moan. The thick hard erection between us was
becoming a growing fixation in my mind. I wanted it inside me! He
was positioned in such a way that the lower part of his shaft was
pressing directly against my clitoris, and grinding gently but
firmly across it in a near continuous fashion!

He raised his hips, and I groaned as I felt
the head pushing against me, as it forced its way into my body and
then began to push deeper through the tight, elastic sheath of my
sex! It was … the most incredibly satisfying penetration I'd ever
felt in my life! It was like the delicious satisfaction of a long,
desperately sought longing!

My head fell back, my jaw widening as he
chewed his way along the nape of my neck. I gurgled helplessly,
back arching as I felt him pushing in deeper... and then deeper,
moaning as he filled me up, then pushed in even deeper!

He must have been almost a decade older than
I, which would make him my first ever real man! There was something
darkly wondrous about that, about being taken like this by a
man, and not by the boys I had previously been physical with
– even if they had called themselves men.

This was James Adams, after all, the tycoon
who had built this house! This was a real man!

For long minutes he thrust into me as I
shuddered and moaned and strained against the leather restraints,
my mind awash in heat and passion and wonder and a helpless dark
sense of anxious eroticism. This couldn't be happening, and yet it
was! James Adams was making love to me!

We were outside of time, outside of the
normal rules of behavior with which I had been raised. This was
special, unique, and impossible! But my hips rolled up to meet his
strokes as his lips sought mine again, and I kissed back in
helpless passion and need!

Maybe it was all just a dream. Maybe I would
wake up soon. But I clutched at it, embraced it, threw myself into
it and felt my inhibitions seeping away in the fiery glow of the
sexual hunger glowing so powerfully within my mind.

I had never had an orgasm while making love.
I had enjoyed it, a little, but more for the physical and emotional
closeness with my partner. Now physical pleasure raged within me
such as I had never felt in those previous instances. It was
growing more intense, akin to the feverish sexual heat which had
gripped me over the past several days.

I felt my mind floating amid a churning flood
of pleasure and passion and sheer, raw sensation, gasping and
moaning, mind being cooked like a pig over a fire, being turned end
over end as the flames danced around my body!

Was I going to hell? Was this hell? Was he
from hell? Was this some kind of dark, satanic thing where I would
be dragged to eternal damnation!? I didn't know, and cared less and
less as the sensations grew more and more powerful.

“Please!” I gasped breathlessly.
“Please!”

His hips moved faster, thrusting him down
into my panting, moaning, burning body. He rolled his hips to one
side, then the other, plunging down again and again, grinding
himself against me as I sobbed with breathless excitement.

It seemed impossible I could be so incredibly
aroused for so long! Maybe this was indeed a dream, and I would
never climax, leaving me in this horrible gasping state of
sweltering heat indefinitely!

And then, just as I thought it, the orgasm
rose within me. It was, my frantic, fluttering mind thought, a
disappointing one, for it seemed weak. Yet it surged higher, and
then, higher still, and only then did it explode, reaching a level
of power that made me cry out again and again!

It was a monstrous orgasm! It tore my mind
and body apart so that I thrashed and twisted and strained against
the restraints, breathless and sobbing in pleasure as my back
arched and my head rolled and thrashed, convulsions tearing through
me!

He gasped atop me, thrusting, thrusting, his
hips moving furiously now as his thick cock was driven deep into my
spasming, overheated body.

I sobbed dazedly, trembling as the orgasm
faded, then going limp as he continued to thrust strong and hard.
He cursed, then, panting for breath himself as he rose up and back,
reaching behind him to undo the chains from the restraints he'd
placed on my ankles.

Then he grasped my legs, lifting them up and
forcing them back against my chest, spreading them as he leaned
forward until his chest pressed against the back of my legs and my
ankles were up over his shoulders.

I gasped as he forced his chest down further,
squeezing me, bending me in half. He was determined to reach my
mouth again with his, and my spine seemed to creak as his powerful
chest forced my legs back further and further until he reached his
goal!

Then he really began to thrust! With his lips
crushing mine, his hips rose and fell heavily, slamming down onto
my upraised bottom, his thick cock a spear of hot flesh driven deep
into my burning sex as I cried out at every crushing blow, at every
deep thrust!

I felt so small and helpless, squashed in two
beneath his well-muscled flesh, by his heat and strength and
determination! And deep inside me, his thick cock pumped wildly,
churning my insides into a scalding soup of fire that seemed to
spread up and out to envelope my entire body once more!

Impossibly, another orgasm swept through me,
and I cried out, trying to move, my muscles spasming, but to no
avail with his power and weight atop me. I was impaled again and
again as he drove himself into me with more and more passion, so
that I felt battered and bruised inside and out, and dazed by the
force of his body striking me!

The orgasm faded, faded, faded, then soared
upward once more! Or was it a new one!? I gurgled breathlessly,
eyes glassy as my body flared white hot, energy pouring out of me
in all directions!

I've never had a sexual experience which left
me so utterly drained of energy. I was dazed by the time he
finished and allowed me to unbend. I felt boneless, as if my
muscles had all worn themselves out.

James Adams seemed quite pleased with how it
had turned out, even a little smug as he unstrapped me.

“A ride well worth the cost of admission,” he
said.

He got dressed, then, whistling softly to
himself as I lay panting, chest heaving, on the bed, quite
satisfied with himself, evidently.

He leaned over and kissed me on the cheek,
then left something on my chest before going to the door and
stepping outside.

Groaning, I slowly raised my head then
plucked it off. It was a five dollar bill. I groaned and sat up,
strength returning at the same time as my mental facilities. I
still felt in a state of wonder, though as I looked around me.

How could a dream last this long!? And if it
wasn't... was it a nightmare? And how did I get out of it!?

I pulled myself out of bed and then yanked on
my jeans and t-shirt before hurrying to the door. I pulled it open
a bit and stared out into the dimly lit hall, then scurried down it
to the attic door and slipped inside.

I dashed up the stairs and across the room,
feeling very weird and wild. I returned to where the armoir was,
then halted. It was empty, of course. Maybe... maybe it was putting
on the dress which had caused this... whatever this was!? I might
need it again to … make it stop!?

I stared at the mirror and gaped. I wasn't
there! How could I not be in the mirror!?

I moved forward as if in a trance, staring at
it, turning my head often to look behind me. It seemed to be
reflecting the room accurately, including the chair. I moved back
and pushed the chair over, staring at the mirror. I saw the chair
move as if on its own!

I walked up to it and put my fingers against
the glass, and then stumbled, as if losing my balance.

I was clearly going out of my mind! Now I
could see myself, thank God! But how could I find my way... out of
this... strange dream!?

I wandered back through the attic, and back
downstairs, hesitating. There was no sound now! I gulped and eased
the door open. The hall was still dimly lit, but now it was lit, I
noticed, by electric bulbs, not by table lamps.

I moved warily out into the hall and down it,
staring at empty rooms, reaching my own familiar room at last with
a deep sense of all-encompassing relief! I sat on the bed, feeling
in a bit of a state of shock, marveling at what I had just
experienced – or imagined!

I had no doubt what any doctor would say!

Yet... I jerked my t-shirt up and bared my
breasts, and noted the bite marks still visible. If that had been a
fantasy it had been an awfully realistic one!

I got up and explored the house carefully.
All was as it had been, as it should be. What had happened in the
attic began to recede in my mind like a dream, a very, very
unlikely dream. Was I crazy?!

The bites on my breasts, and the aching
inside me suggested something real had happened, something
physical! But what?! Had I traveled back in time!? That was
absurd!

My dinner tasted like cardboard in my mouth,
for I paid it almost no attention, chewing instinctively while my
mind was filled with impossible thoughts and memories.

Afterward, I went up to the attic, found his
picture, and brought it back down. I sat it on the mantel in my
bedroom, sat on the edge of the bed, and stared at it while it
seemed to stare back with a smug look of satisfaction.

Arrogant bastard, I thought to myself. He'd
had just that look when... I turned and picked p the bill, the five
dollar bill I'd almost accidentally carried in my hand since
getting up from his bed. It had a picture of Ulysses S Grant on it
rather than Lincoln and said it was worth five 'silver dollars'.
Yet it was crisp and new.

I could still feel his hands caressing me,
his lips on mine, his thick, heavy cock deep inside me... And my
nipples ached at the memories.
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The next day, I took the note to an antique
dealer to be appraised. At first he smirked at me, for the newness
of the note convinced him I'd just printed it up. The more he
looked at it, though, the more he scowled and frowned. Finally he
said he'd have to have someone else study it as well and would get
back to me.

With nothing else to do I returned to the
house, but I was wary, so spent much of the day out back. I used a
roto tiller I'd rented at Home Depot to churn up the ground, then
generously spread grass seed around, except for those areas I
wanted to plant small gardens.

I returned to the house exhausted, sweaty and
dirty, had a quick shower (I still felt as though I were being
watched) and wolfed down some food. Maybe, I thought, if I
exhausted myself I wouldn't have perverted dreams. I turned James
Adams' face around to face the wall and resolved to control my
fantasies more in future.

And to get more work done so I could sell
this house!

As exhausted as I was after falling into bed
that night, I still had an erotic dream, and it was still about
James Adams! It was very much like the first part of my...
hallucination, which saw me sprawled on my belly across his lap as
he fingered me. Only this time he spanked me for being naughty, and
then fingered me to an intense orgasm!

I woke disorientated, and gasping. This time
I didn't waken in the midst of stroking or touching myself, but, I
realized, right after the orgasm, or perhaps because of it. Who had
orgasms during their dreams!?

I tried to settle into sleep again, reaching
behind to reassure myself my bottom didn't feel sore or hot at all.
It was just a dream, then.

I was going to have to see a psychiatrist, I
thought anxiously. The only thing which made the slightest sense
about my behavior and 'fantasies' was that I was having some pretty
severe mental issues!

I kept thinking about him, though, his
strong, soft hands, his smooth, cultured English voice, his firmly
muscled body, and the feel of him atop me. Even though I was still
wearing the cross I kept arousing myself with such memories, and it
proved impossible to shield my mind from them.

I didn't dare remove the cross either. What
if … what if there actually was a ghost? His ghost!? More likely I
had convinced myself that the cross would protect me and that was
why it was working – simply because I thought it would. The mind
can play strange tricks on you sometimes, especially if it's
ill.

I didn't feel ill, though, except for that
still far-too-clear hallucination I'd had, and the fact I was
feeling much more... sexual and easily aroused than I had ever felt
before. Except, of course, for that strange feverish sexual haze of
the previous two days.

It took a few days, but I was drawn back to
the attic, back to the rear of the attic, to where the armoir sat.
I opened the door idly and gasped, stumbling back. The dress was
there! How could it be!?

And what if I...?

How could I not see!? How could I not test
it!?

I put the dress on again, once more over my
jeans and t-shirt. Then I waited, wondering if I should click my
heels or something. Nothing seemed to be happening. I went
cautiously back downstairs, and to both my relief and, admittedly,
some disappointment, it was as I had left it.

I went back to the attic, to the armoir,
examining it closely, then turned and stared at the mirror. Heart
pounding, I walked across to it and stared at myself, then, licking
my lips nervously, I reached up to run my hand across it.

I stumbled again, and when I looked at the
mirror I was gone!

How could that be!?

My pulse raced as I turned and stared along
the attic, then made my way towards the door. I halted midway and
stared at the eyelets. They seemed more sinister now, and the ropes
dangling from them were full and thick, not tatters as I remembered
from my attic.

This then was his attic!

I made my way down the stairs and opened the
door to darkness and silence. Frowning, I eased out into the hall,
cursing myself for not having brought something, a flashlight,
perhaps.

I made my way slowly down the hall, feeling
the wall with my hands, swinging my arm around in front of me to
detect furniture. I found the stairs by almost falling down them,
then held the rail tightly as I made my way down to the first
floor.

The house was utterly silent and completely
dark! It was like it was abandoned! When I reached the first floor,
however, moonlight streamed through large windows and I could see
the shadows of furniture.

I went to the front door and opened it to
reveal... nothing! There were no street lights, and there was
barely a street! It was a dirt road, in fact, and there were two
large houses well spaced, across on the other side of it, one down
to the right and the other to the left.

I felt almost giddy. Surely this meant I was
back in time! This was the Nineteenth century! I was in the
Nineteenth century! My mind raced over all the things which had
happened, all the things I could see, witness! Could I really be in
the past!?

“Halt!”

I gasped and spun around to stare into the
darkness of the house!

He came forward, scowling, holding a gun
pointed at me. Thankfully, he lowered it as he came closer.

“You! What are you doing here? How did you
unlock the door?” he demanded.

He pulled me inside roughly and closed the
door, then there was some fumbling, and a lamp lit.

He was wearing a long black robe.

“How did you get that dress?” he asked in
surprise.

I gaped at him, face flushing redly as I
remembered our previous encounter!

“Well?” he demanded.

“I uhm... I don't know!” I gulped.

His eyes narrowed. “Given you left it behind
last week and fled in your dungarees – .”

His voice was incredulous as he said it.

“I put it away in the wardrobe upstairs. How
did you get in?”

What was I supposed to tell him!?

“It was unlocked!” I blurted!

He scowled at me. “Don't lie to me,
girl!”

He raised the gun again and I gasped. “Were
you waiting for an accomplice?” he asked suspiciously, stepping to
the door and looking out the window.

“No!”

He snorted. “Take off the dress.”

I gulped and reached back, undoing the loose
laces, and then pulling it forward, pushing it down and stepping
out as he shook his head in confusion.

“Once again with the dungarees underneath.
You are a very odd young woman.”

He put the gun in the pocket of his robe,
which caused me a good deal of relief, but then he picked up the
lamp, seized my wrist and jerked me forward, leading me to the
living room, or 'drawing room' as it used to be called.

I hadn't seen the downstairs during my last
visit, and marveled at how beautiful and richly furnished the room
was, until, of course, he sat down on a high backed chair and
yanked me across his lap!

“Oh! Wait! Don't!” I cried, as he jerked down
my jeans.

“Ha,” he said. “I see you've got another of
these odd garments on underneath.”

Crack!

He slapped my bottom, then tugged at the
thong. “You left them behind, a brassiere and... whatever this
is.”

Crack!

“Ow! Don't!”

He snorted and peeled the thong down, then
his hand moved freely over my bare bottom, squeezing and kneading
my warm flesh! I half twisted around, my mind a swirling mix of
embarrassment, fear, and a sudden jolting rush of... a kind of …
dark anticipation and excitement!

I squeaked as his hand thrust suddenly in
between my thighs and palmed my sex.

“And this same soft little sex I remember,”
he said in amusement.

Crack!

“Ow! Please!” I gasped.

“I asked Mrs. Potter about you,” he said.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“She had no idea who I was talking
about.”

Crack!

“Ah!”

“I described you precisely, including the
lack of hair.”

Crack!

“She was simply appalled at the very notion a
girl would remove her hair down there.”

Crack!

“Ow!” I cried, my legs kicking as I tried to
push my hand back to protect my now hot and smarting bottom!

He gripped both wrists and pinned them
together with one big hand.

Crack! Crack!

“Appalled at first, but then she seemed to
look quite thoughtful.”

Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Ow!”

“Now you, my girl, are going to tell me the
truth.”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Who are you and what are you doing
here?”

Crack!

“Talk! Or I'm going to tan your bare bottom
for you!'

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“I told you I didn't know any Mrs. Potter!” I
exclaimed.

Crack!

“So you did.”

Crack!

“So what were you doing here last week?”

Crack!

“And what are you doing here now?”

Crack! Crack!

“And how did you get in?”

“I-I came in with... the other girls!” I
gasped.

“Hoping to make a little extra money, I take
it?”

“Yes!” I gasped.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Yes, sir,” he growled.

“Yes, sir!”

“And how did you get in this time?”

“I... left a window open!”

Crack!

“You lie!”

“In the basement!” I cried.

“Hmm.”

His hand moved smoothly over my stinging,
overheated bottom, curving and caressing, never stopping. It slid
down between my thighs again, stroking the soft flesh around my
sex, and rubbing lightly across my clitoris.

“Because you wanted to steal something? You
girls make a lot of money, as it is,” he growled.

“I wasn't going to steal anything!”

Crack!

“Then why?”

“I-I wanted to see you!” I cried.

“You did, hmm? And for what purpose?”

It was clear, had been clear, that he thought
me some kind of prostitute, not only tonight but the previous
night. I had figured that out before coming back. It wasn't exactly
a proud profession to admit to belonging to, but I couldn't think
of what else I could say which could possibly make sense.

I certainly wasn't going to tell him I
thought I came from the future!

“I-I was hoping for a … a contract!” I
blurted.

“A contract? What kind of a contract?”

“For... for services!” I gulped,
red-faced.

He laughed and slapped my bottom again.

“A contract for services!?”

“I mean... I mean on a continuing basis!”

“I've got Mrs. Potter's girls for that,” he
said in amusement.

“I'm better!” I gasped.

“You are, are you? Well, you're certainly a
pretty one, I'll give you that. But a man likes some variety in his
life.”

He released my wrists, then tugged my t-shirt
up under my arms and pulled it sharply enough to force my arms up
so it could be peeled off. I felt my heart pounding like a drum as
he undid my bra and removed it, but also a sense of relief. Surely
this meant the spanking was over and he was moving on to – other
things!

“I-I can dance!” I gulped, feeling a rise of
reckless excitement.

“Any fool can dance,” he said, his fingers
exploring the line of my sex.

“Have... have you ever had a lap dance?” I
gulped.

He paused.

“I've never heard the term.”

I felt another rush of excitement, though
also a daunting kind of squirming embarrassment. What on earth was
I doing!?

“If you let me up I can show you!”

Uh huh.”

He slid his hand down along my legs, then
popped off my shoes.

“Just so you don't go running away.”

He let me up and I blushed furiously as I
stood next to the chair, his eyes on my naked body.

His hand rose, then, flat against my belly,
sliding slowly up and across my torso, stroking and caressing my
flesh, moving over the curves of my breasts, then back down
again.

“So show me, girl.”

“U-Usually there's music.”

“So pretend.”

“Uhm.”

I tried frantically to think of what would be
appropriate music, noting the impatience rising on his face.

Then I just started to sway to the music,
blushing furiously as I did, my hips rolling and grinding as he
blinked in surprise and watched me. What sort of dancing did girls
do in the 1880s anyway, I wondered. Waltzes, probably.

I remembered movies and videos I'd seen of
strippers, or pretend strippers, and slid my hands slowly up my
body, caressing my own flesh, my own breasts, rolling my hips with
more energy, turning in place, then turning again.

I put a knee on the chair next to him, then
leaned in, hands on his shoulders, moving forward to straddle him
as my pulse raced. I slid my hips forward, knees on either side of
him, and continued to grind my hips, arching my back, then taking
my hands off his shoulders and sliding them through my hair as I
gave him a vampish look.

I could feel him hardening beneath me as his
hands rose to squeeze my breasts, but I arched back sharply, my
head and shoulders falling back over his knees as I gripped the
edge of the chair, still grinding my buttocks against him.

“What an outrageously lewd... dance!” he said
admiringly.

I slid off him, only a little awkwardly, and
turned my back to him, then slid backwards, sitting on his lap
straddling him, grinding down against him again – until his arm
snaked across my hip and his hand found my sex, and his other hand
gripped my hair and jerked my head up and back against his
shoulder!

“Oh!” I gasped. “Y-You're not supposed to
touch the dancer, sir!”

“My house, my rules,” he growled.

His fingers stroked and circled, rubbed and
caressed my clitoris, then began to sink into the moist opening to
my sex! I gasped aloud as his finger slid deep, then as second
finger joined it! At the same time, he was chewing up and down the
nape of my neck!

A dark surge of sexual electricity was
building within me, crackling back and forth along my spine as my
insides quivered and thrummed with energy and heat, and my hips
ground helplessly down on his fingers as I panted and moaned in
pleasure!

He stood up, then, lifting me, then heaving
me over his shoulder like a sack of potatoes! I gasped, which got
my bottom slapped sharply, my legs pinned against his chest, as he
carried me to the stairs, then up them!

He flung me onto his bed, then opened his
dressing gown. He was bare chested beneath, and wore a pair of long
linen pajama pants, which he stepped out of as I stared at him with
widening eyes.

“On your belly girl,” he growled.

Had I heard him say as much in one of my
dreams! I gasped and then spun around and almost instinctively drew
my knees in, raising my bottom high. I spread my knees and then..
spread my arms in the same odd, submissive position I'd taken on
the kitchen floor.

He growled and moved up behind me, gripping
my hips and jerking me closer to the edge of the bed. His hands
were rougher now. He slapped my bottom, his hand stroking my sex,
then his fingers sliding into me.

“Hungry little trollop!” he growled.

I felt him pushing himself into me and
shuddered weakly, my hips trembling as the muscles in my belly
spasmed! God, this was so slutty! But I was already so wild and
hot, and the feel of him moving into me was a helpless thrill!

He started to pump in and out almost at once,
his hands moving up and down my body until he grasped my arms just
above the elbows. He jerked them up and back, lifting my torso off
the bed as he continued to drive himself into me!

His hips struck my buttocks with more
authority, rocking me to and fro, and his thick cock punched deep
into my silken tunnel, causing me to cry out repeatedly as the heat
became sweltering and my mind began to haze over!

He threw me down again so my chest struck the
bed, then bent my arms inward at the elbow, forearm to forearm
before wrapping a strong hand around them to yank me back up! His
free hand roughly kneaded my swaying breasts as he thrust into me,
then grasped my hair and yanked it back!

I was overwhelmed by the … force of what was
happening! My sexual experiences ran more to the soft cuddling and
grinding, and not so much this... wild animal coupling! But I was
finding it not just overpowering but wildly thrilling as my head
jerked up and back, as his hips slapped jarringly against my
buttocks, as his thick spear drove deep into my belly!

This was... fucking! It wasn't
lovemaking by any stretch of the imagination! And I'd never felt it
before, never felt that degree of hunger and passion and frantic
need! I'd seen it in men – boys, before, but never thought to feel
it sweeping through me!

The orgasm exploded from down low in my
belly, sweeping up and spreading instantly, my head filling with a
powerful continuing roar of frenzied pleasure! It built and built
as I cried out in hapless pleasure, rapture filling my mind and
body until I could do nothing but buck and shake and tremble as my
my muscles spasmed uncontrollably!

I had never felt such a total lack of control
over my body! Nor had my mind ever soared upward to such an extent
all thoughts were swept away, save for the wonder and joy and bliss
of the moment! Nothing mattered! My eyes were sightless, and all my
attention turned inward as the storm of pleasure boiled within
me!

All the while, of course, his hips were
striking my buttocks, his cock thrusting deep into my burning body,
his powerful hands locked around my arms and hair! He yanked me
back to meet his thrusts, redoubling the power, as his own
excitement rose, and I cried out in dazed ecstasy every time his
hips slammed against me!

He released hair and arms, gasping, cursing
as he leaned further into me. I felt his hands on my shoulders as
his hips continued to slap solidly against my upraised bottom, and
then with a final flurry of hard, powerful strokes, he buried
himself inside me and halted, gasping, his breath hot against the
back of my neck!
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“This isn't... necessary... sir!” I
gulped.

He smiled lazily. “Yet you disappeared
immediately after we had consummated our little act of pleasure
last week. How shall I be convinced you do not intend the same
again?”

I did! But I couldn't do it very well now
that he'd tied my hands behind my back!

On the other hand, I felt a dark sense of
excitement at the tightness of the several layered rope around my
crossed wrists! Especially since he made me kneel on the floor, and
with my legs spread wide apart so he could see my 'girlish
charms'!

“Where do you live?”

“Maybe... I can live here,” I said.

He snorted. “I'm sure the maids would find
that charming when they arrive to clean.”

“I could hide! In the … attic!”

I gulped, remembering the sorts of things he
kept up there!

“Oh, I do believe I could hide you in the
attic, my girl,” he said in amusement.

I blushed.

“It's a big house,” I said. “You'd hardly
notice me!”

“A sort of live in prostitute?”

I flushed again. “You could think of it as
uhm, a live in servant.”

“A servant? Ah yes, a very cooperative
servant, indeed. And what would you do most of the time while I
engaged in business, hmm?”

“I could... go out and about, and uhm,
explore the city!”

“You could do that anyway,” he said
dryly.

“But now I'd have a place to return to!”

“The neighbors are already scandalized by me.
I can only imagine what they'd say if they found a young
pretty-pretty like you staying here.”

“They'd just be jealous.”

He laughed.

“You have quite an interesting way of looking
at things, young Hailey. Where did you come from?”

“Chicago,” I said.

He raised his eyebrows. “Well, you're quite a
ways from home. What are you doing out here?”

“I wanted to explore the world,” I said
brazenly.

“And have you?”

“Some of it.”

“And what are you exploring here?”

“So far, what attractive men there are,” I
said in a flirty voice.

“Can you cook?”

I was about to say yes of course, but then I
realized he wasn't talking about using a microwave, or even an
electric stove, and certainly had no prepared foods in mind.

“Uhm, not very well. I prefer to have others
cook for me.”

He laughed. “And have you the money to pay
these others? Or had you different coin in mind?”

I flushed. “Men can be very nice to a poor
girl,” I said.

He laughed again. “What a brazen little thing
you are!”

“I'm actually pretty shy,” I confessed.
“Usually.”

“Not a description I would have chosen for
you,” he said.

Well, he was right in that I wasn't acting
shy now, but I felt as though I knew him, somehow! I mean, we'd had
sex twice! And he'd seen me completely naked for some time! What
was there to be shy about!?

I was also feeling a thrumming sense of heat
and excitement just being here, naked, my wrists tied so firmly
behind me, and him sitting there on the edge of the bed, clad only
in those tight, thin little linen drawers!

So yes indeed, I was feeling quite... brazen,
at least with just him there! His eyes rarely left me, skimming
appreciatively downward from my face, along my body, down to my
naked sex, then back up again.

He leaned forward, snaking out one long arm,
and I gasped as he seized a handful of hair behind my head, jerking
my bottom up off my heels and pulling me forward as he leaned into
me.

“I don't believe anything you've told me yet,
girl,” he said.

Which made me gulp, since of course I'd been
lying to him – quite brazenly.

“I'm just a... an innocent girl!” I protested
weakly.

“Innocent? Ha.”

He released my hair.

“I'd hardly call that so-called dance of
yours innocent.”

Rather than pull back, I dropped my eyes to
his crotch, which was then very near my face, and felt a rush of
excitement that tightened my chest as I saw his erection inside
pushing against the thin fabric.

He noted the direction of my gaze, and
snorted, then reached down and unbuttoned himself, drawing his
erection out. I stared at it, fascinated. I mean. I'd hardly seen
it before when he'd taken me from behind, though of course I'd seen
it the last time...

I took in a deep and shaky breath, then
leaned in, closer and closer. I rolled my eyes up toward him and
felt another hot little rush of heat as I met his eyes! I dropped
my eyes and stared at his long, thick shaft, and then leaned in and
licked it, slowly at first, softly, my tongue stroking lightly up
along the shaft to the head.

He held himself there as I rolled my eyes
back up at him, gulping, my chest getting tighter as I tried to
discern his mood, what he was thinking. I looked back at his shaft,
then licked it again, more... strongly, this time.

I ran my tongue up and down the shaft and
then focused on the underside of the head before turning my head
almost sideways, scooting in closer to mouth his shaft like a
flute, feeling it between my lips as I massaged it and licked with
growing excitement.

I slid my mouth upward and righted it, then,
eyes rolling up towards him, I closed my lips around it and slid
down, slowly, and inch, then two, then back up, then down three,
then back up, sucking now, my tongue licking as I bobbed up and
down.

He didn't seem to be breathing much as he
watched, as I slid lower, taking in four inches, then feeling the
head pushing dangerously deep into my mouth, struggled to take in
five. I couldn't without gagging a little, so I slid back, all the
way up, sucking, and then, bracing myself, slid down, heart
pounding as I stared at his now glistening shaft, watching it
disappearing into my mouth!

I saw the last part of his shaft which didn't glisten, and
tightened my lips, then forced myself lower.

It was an oddity of life that I had never
found deep throating to be terribly difficult. Some girls can and
some can't. I hadn't really intended doing it, but an over eager
boyfriend had pushed down sharply on my head and after my initial
shock I had been delighted at how relatively easy it was.

Now I slid downward, taking almost the
entirety of his shaft through my lips. I struggled a bit, bracing
myself, then forced my lips down the last inch or so, pressing them
together around the base of his cock, moaning softly around it as
he cursed above me and his hands grabbed my head.

I was quite helpless now, what with my wrists
bound together behind me. That was one aspect of things I had
failed to consider. Once I had the entire cock in my mouth everyone
seemed to want to keep it there, and clamped their hands on my
head. It wasn't hard to resist and pull back before – but now I
couldn't!

I gurgled around it as he dug his fingers
into my scalp, twisting them in my hair, and after what seemed like
very long seconds, with my head starting to pound and my chest
starting to burn, he eased up and I was able to slide my throat
slowly back up off him.

I coughed once as he came free, and gulped in
air, but then resumed licking up and down the now gleaming
shaft.

“Y-You are... an astonishing young lady!” he
gasped.

“Yes, I am,” I said, somewhat breathless.

I slid my lips over his shaft once more and
took it deep - if not into my throat, then bobbed rapidly up and
down, sucking and licking as I rolled my eyes up at him to see the
hunger reflected back at me.

I dropped my eyes and slid all the way down,
taking it deep into my throat, and he cursed once more, his hands
again coming down on my head, but this time resting less heavily as
he ground himself against me. He eased them up as I drew my head
back up, not fighting me, and I pulled free with a gasp.

“If you're trying to … get your price up, my
girl... it's working,” he said.

I felt smug at that, even a little giddy. I
mean, he was a very handsome and wealthy MAN, and I was just this
girl! Ha! I'd sure impressed him! I was way hotter than his
nineteenth century girls!

I slid my lips over him again, bobbing up and
down, sucking and licking, rolling my eyes up at him, then taking
him deep again. He clamped his hands down hard, this time, gripping
my hair as his hips started to thrust up sharp and fast!

I gurgled as he fucked my throat, jerking on
my hair to pull my face back a little, his hips thrusting
frantically as he spurted his hot liquid deep inside me!

He groaned and released me and I let my lips
slide back all the way to the base as I felt him starting to go
soft inside me. I slid back up and out, then, feeling quite smug
and pleased with myself.

He dragged me up into the bed with him,
shifting himself backwards and pulling me with him, then began to
kiss and lick me all over! His hands moved greedily over my body,
stroking and squeezing, kneading and exploring, as his mouth chewed
its way up and down my neck.

He wound up sliding down and spreading my
legs.

“You have a considerable talent in the
forbidden, Hailey,” he said. “I cannot allow myself to be so
out-dueled.”

His tongue circled and stroked across my
clitoris as he spread my legs wider. I moaned, laying back on my
bound arms as his forearms forced my thighs down hard to the sides,
straining the tendons in my groin!

But that was merely a background flow of
sensations to the way his fingers were pumping inside me and his
lips were sucking hungrily on my clitoris!

I rolled my hips upwards, moaning, gasping,
as the heat pulsed higher and higher within me! His fingers were
twisting and turning, stroking and pumping inside me as he licked
faster and harder against my swollen clitoris!

My body began to tremble more and more
violently, my hips bucking helplessly up as sensations swirled and
churned within me! The orgasm was not long in coming, and I came
violently, crying out again and again as his fingers thrust into me
and his tongue ravished the sparkling nerve endings on my
clitoris!

*

I had never slept with a man before. I mean,
actually slept with him and wakened the next day. My couplings had
all been more frantic things ending with me or my boyfriend going
home. I would have found it quite romantic waking up beside him
save for the fact he had never bothered to untie my wrists. He'd
only smiled when I'd asked him to!

In a strange bed, and unused to the bright
light coming through my window, I wakened before him, confused, at
first, then anxious and wary. I stared at him, or rather, at his
back, as he lay on his side facing away from me, and then around at
the room.

It was morning! I'd been here all night! Now
what?! I was a hundred and thirty odd years in the past! What if I
got stuck here!? What if the mirror thing stopped working after a
while!? I started to feel the anxiety growing, gnawing at me, and
eased slowly out of bed so not to wake him.

I tsked in irritation at my bound wrists, but
found my clothes on the floor, squatting to pick them up with my
bound hands. I forced my feet into my shoes and then crept to the
door, eyeing his still sleeping form.

Once in the hall I hurried to the attic,
climbed the stairs and then headed for the mirror. I pressed my
face and chest against it, hoping that would be sufficient, then
turned around, heart pounding, to find the chair in place, as old
and dusty as before.

I heaved a sigh of relief, then went
downstairs, dropping my clothes on the way, going to the kitchen to
find a knife to cut myself lose.

Or should I, I wondered? I mean, maybe now
that I knew it worked I should simply go back and see him as he
wakened! He'd want to make love again, and my body began to pulse
hotter and hotter at the memory of his hands and lips on me, and
his cock deep inside me!

I cut my hands free, used the bathroom, had a
quick shower, and then hurried back upstairs, still a bit damp. I
hurried naked to the mirror and swept my hand across it with a
growing sense of confidence. Turning, I saw the chair gone!

I walked to the armoir, but my dress wasn't
there now. I felt reassured by that, for it meant, I thought, that
I hadn't been gone very long in this time. I hurried downstairs and
back to the bedroom, only to find him gone!

I bit my lower lip, then, wishing I'd thought
to bring a robe or something, I crept down the stairs. There were
no sounds, but then, what kind of sounds would I expect given it
wasn't like he would be listening to the TV or radio!

I found him in the dining room, reading a
newspaper and drinking coffee. He looked up at me, and his jaw
dropped, then his eyes narrowed

“Where have you been?”

“Uhm, I uh, was just exploring,” I said.

He got up and strode over to me, then gripped
my arms tightly and jerked me up onto the balls of my feet.

“I searched the house! You were not
here!”

“I was... hiding!” I gulped.

“Where!?”

“In the attic!” I gasped.

He glared at me. “I searched the attic!”

He released one hand, but held tight to the
other as he turned and opened the doorway to the back stairs, then
yanked me after him.

“Oh! Wait!” I gasped.

He ignored my pleas, pulling me after him as
he headed upstairs, then picked up a lamp, lit it, and carried it
ahead of him as he took me up to the attic. Once there he lit
another lamp, then a pair of wall sconces.

“Show me where,” he growled.

I gulped uncertainly, wondering how far he'd
searched! He certainly would have looked in the armoir! I looked
around and then nodded towards a collection of furniture and boxes
in the near corner

“There!”

He didn't seem the least convinced, and
instead jerked me further into the attic, into the center! I gulped
as he stopped there and lit wall sconces on either side.

“I uhm... I was wondering... Hey!”

He jerked me towards the shelf then pulled a
thick buckled strap from it and swept it around my neck!

“Don't!”

he ignored me, except to pull the chain with
my cross up over my head and toss it aside! Then he buckled the
thick strap around my neck! A moment later he spun me around and
jerked my wrists back behind my back!

“Hold still!”

“Wh-what are you doing!?” I cried.

“You say you want to stay here? You say you
want to be my... servant, was it? And service me for a fee? Very
well, then I get to decide what uniform my servant shall wear!”

“But – !”

He tightened straps around both my wrists,
and then when he finally released them I found them locked together
behind my back! He picked up a chain, snapped it a ring set into
the back of the strap around my neck – a collar, I realized with a
small shudder – and then jerked my hands up high enough to lock the
other end of the chain to the restraints around my wrists!

Another chain snapped onto a ring set into
the front of the collar, and then he, holding the other, headed
back for the stairs, tugging me along roughly behind!

I squealed and staggered after him, leaning
forward breathlessly, pulled along like a dog on a leash as he led
me back down two flights of stairs, and then into the dining room
again!

“I don't know how you keep coming and going,
but you'll not be doing it any further!” he growled. “From now on
you'll come and go as I say, and only as I say!!”

“But I – !”

“Work for me, remember?” he snapped.

“Well... well maybe I don't want to any
more!”

He jerked on the chain, on the leash, and I
gasped as he pulled my face in against his groin.

“And why not? Isn't this what you asked
for?”

I had no answer for that!

He pushed me back onto my heels.

“Spread your legs, slave girl,” he
ordered.

I gasped at the words! I felt this... this
wild jolt of emotion, part of it indignation, part of it fear, and
part of it coming from some dark place in my soul which made my
lower belly thrum hotly!

Slave girl!? Me!? A slave girl!? A slave girl
lost in the past, a slave to this... stern looking man! The idea
was... scary and thrilling at the same time!

“I'm not your slave girl,” I gulped.

“Legs wide,” he said, standing before me.

I licked my lips, considering what to say,
and he plunged his hand into my thick brown hair, closed his fist
around a mass of it, and then jerked it back sharply.

“Oh! Ow! Don't!” I moaned.

“Knees wide, slave girl. Sit on your heels
and arch your back,” he growled.

Under the imperative of the stinging my scalp
was getting I obeyed, of course!

He released my hair and stood over me,
looking down.

“A very nice morsel indeed,” he said. “I
wager you'd bring a hefty price from a Barbary Coast slave
master.”

His words were... outrageous! But I refused
to show any anxiety, frowning up at him with disapproval.

“Keep your shoulders back, slave girl.”

“I am not a slave girl!” I said sternly.

He moved away from me, and I frowned as he
left the room. I looked around, considering my options. Could I
sprint to the stairs and up them, then open the door to the attic,
get in and press myself against the mirror before he could catch
me? And did I want to?
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He returned shortly, and my eyes widened as I
saw a uhm, well... a stick in his hand! It looked black and vaguely
menacing! I couldn't help but consider the notion he had brought it
to hit me with!

“Don't you dare!” I gulped.

He examined me and I examined the stick. It
was a riding crop! It was about two feet long, thickening at one
end to form a handle, thinning at the other, and wrapped in
leather, ending in a small, leather tassel which I thought must
also be of leather.

“Do you know what this is, slave girl?”

I gulped and shook my head.

“No idea at all?”

“It's a riding crop,” I gulped.

“Ah, so you do know. So you were being
untruthful when you said you didn't.”

I bit my lower lip anxiously.

“Chest out, slave girl.”

“I'm not a – ow!”

He whipped the crop down very suddenly! The
main body of it skimmed just past my breast, but the leather tassel
struck my nipple a stinging blow!

“I do not like to be lied to, slave girl,” he
said sternly.

“That hurt!” I protested.

He swung it again, just as hard, just as
quick, and just as accurately, and the little cord at the tip
snapped across my left nipple! It stung, too, and then throbbed as
he glared at me.

“You,” he said, “Are a bad little slave
girl.”

“I-I'm not!” I blurted.

He swung the crop again and I yelped, for he
was able to do it with just the flick of his wrist, giving me no
time to prepare. Once again the little tassel at the tip snapped
across my nipple and made it sting and throb!

“And argumentative,” he said.

He moved slowly around behind me, and I
craned my head around, first one way, then the other.In response,
he brought the cane snapping down lightly across my hip.

“Face forward, slave girl!” he barked.

I yelped, but, feeling a rush of anxiety,
thought I had better obey.

“Shoulders back, chest out,” he growled.

Anxious and wary, I complied.

“Legs wide.”

I could already feel the tendons in my thighs
straining, but sought to pull my knees a bit wider still!

He moved around in front of me again, the
crop lowered in his hand, and I gasped again as the tip slide down
beneath me and then up against the line of my sex.

“Now, slave girl,” he said, “I am going to
ask you some questions, and you are going to answer. Is that
clear?”

I gulped anxiously, and felt the slender
shaft of the crop pushing up between the lips of my sex, then
rubbing slowly back and forth.

“Do you understand me, slave girl?”

“Y-Yes!”

He jerked the thing back suddenly and I cried
out as the thin cord snapped lightly across my clitoris!

“Yes sir,” he said by way of correction. “Let
me hear it.”

“Y-Yes, sir!” I gulped.

Although my anxiety was rising, I was also
feeling a strange dark thrill in this wicked and outrageous
behavior. Perhaps it reminded me of those so-called bodice-ripper
romance novels I had read so often in my adolescence. Then again,
he was a terribly handsome man and my mind was no-doubt influenced
by being naked and helpless before him.

Not to mention the wild and incredible sexual
pleasure I had felt over the past week, both at his hands here in
the past and... and somehow or other, back in my own time, while
thinking about him.

He brought the crop up along my body, the tip
rubbing and caressing my breasts, then drew it back a little and
let his wrist cause the tip to flick down against my breasts in
several quick, short arcs. As before, the actual crop failed to
make contact with my body, but the little cord at the tip struck
against my nipple each time!

“Oh! Oh! Ow! Please!” I gasped.

“Are you going to tell me the truth, slave
girl?” he asked.

He turned his attention to my other breast,
and sent the cord snapping across my nipple with several sharp
flicks of his wrist!

“Oh! Yes, sir!” I cried anxiously.

I actually thought for a moment that perhaps
I should tell him! But every book I had ever read about this sort
of thing – admittedly science fiction stuff – spoke of how
dangerous it could be to the future to tell people things in the
past. He would never believe me unless I showed him. And what if I
showed him the mirror and he was able to come through into the
future!?

“What is your name?”

“Hailey Michaelson.”

He sent the little cord snapping across my
nipple again with the flick of his wrist.

“Sir,” he drawled.

“Sir!”

“And how did you get into my house, little
slave girl?”

I hesitated, and he combed his fingers
through the back of my hair, then jerked me up off my feet and bent
me forward so that my face and chest pressed down on the seat of
the sofa.

Then the crop snapped across my bottom and I
yelped at the sting!

“How did you get into my house?”

“The door was unlocked!”

Crack! The crop struck my bottom a
second stinging blow.

“You forgot to say sir, slave girl.”

“The door was unlocked, sir!”

Crack!

“Ow!”

The crop struck again and my bottom jerked as
heat began to redden my skin.

“You are lying to me, slave girl,” he
said.

He thrust the crop up between my thighs and
let the shaft sink between the lips of my sex, then drew it slowly
up and back.

“Such a delicious sight. I must say this hair
removal thing has interesting potential,” he said.

He slid the crop forward again, until the
handle was against me and his thumb could slide inside!

“What man could see such a sight and not long
to fill you up to the brim?” he growled.

I moaned helplessly as his thumb pumped in
and out of the entrance to my sex, pressing down against the
leather crop which was pressed up against my clitoris! The feeling
was odd, rough, but still produced a rush of heat and dark
energy!

He shifted the crop to his other hand, and
his thumb pushed in deeper, swirling and twisting around as his
fingers stroked across my clitoris.

I felt a rush of heat and moaned, spreading
my legs, or starting to.

Crack!

“Ow!” I cried as the crop cut across my
buttocks.

“We aren't done with the questions, slave
girl,” he said.

Crack! The crop sliced across my
buttocks again!

“What are you doing here?” he demanded.

“I-I have nowhere else to go!” I moaned.

Crack!

“Ow!'

“Where have you come from?”

“I-I was … living with my uncle and aunt...
in Chicago!” I gasped.

“Yes, continue.”

“They... my parents died and they took me in
but... only out of obligation. They didn't really want me! I left
as soon as I could!”

“I see, so you're a little orphan girl, are
you?”

“Y-yes!” I gulped, hoping that would gain me
some measure of sympathy.

Crack!

“Sir,” he growled.

“Yes, sir!” I gasped.

“So I can safely take you down to the docks
and put you on a ship headed for the Barbary Coast and a life of
slavery without anyone missing you,” he said.

I gasped, and unfortunately, he was
absolutely right! I didn't think for a moment he would do any such
thing, but still, it added a dark and scary... thrill to my
mind.

Crack!

“Oh!”

“The Chinese like to get their hands on soft
white flesh, too, I hear,” he said.

“But I don't – !”

Crack!

“Oh! Please!” I gasped.

Crack!

“Please sir,” he corrected me.

“Please, sir!” I exclaimed.

“And where did you learn your... sexual
games, slave girl?” he asked.

He pulled his thumb out of my body and
inserted his long fingers instead, letting his thumb rub against my
clitoris.

Crack! This time it was his hand striking my
bottom.

“I asked a question, wench!”

“I... I ahm, from... from a rich man in
Chicago!” I blurted.

Crack!

“What rich man?”

“He was cruel and … and I fled!”

Crack!

“I am even more cruel, slave girl. Yet you
seek my company.”

“He … he wasn't as... handsome as you,
sir!”

He snorted, his fingers pumped in and out,
his thumb stroking against me.

I felt my knees shifting apart of their own
accord as a dark heat fluttered up through my lower belly.

Crack!

“You are a saucy girl, and an impertinent
one.”

Crack!

“Oh! Please, sir!”

“Do not move, slave girl.”

He rose and left the room again, leaving me
there, panting, my bottom sore and hot, and a kind of... pressure
inside me, a hot, bubbling pressure the likes of which I had only
begun to feel over the last week or so!

He returned and I raised my head but could
not see what he held in his hand as he stopped behind me.

Crack!

“Ow!” I yelped.

“You have a lovely bottom, slave girl,” he
said.

I felt something pressing against my
entrance, something thick and hard, but it definitely wasn't him!
It was too hard and too cool and lacking... life. I gasped as it
spread me wide, achingly wide, and the pushed into my body. I tried
to twist my head around but he seized my hair and jerked it up and
back as he twisted the thing back and forth and forced it deeper
and deeper!

“A saucy slave girl like you needs to have
herself filled up at all times,” he said. “It's what you were built
for.”

I was being stretched inside! But a dark heat
made my body tremble as he pumped whatever it was in and out,
forcing it ever deeper, until I felt impaled!

He jerked my thighs roughly together, drew
the belt from his waist, and wrapped it around my thighs, then
bound them tightly together. I could feel my inner thighs squeezing
down around what I now thought was almost certainly one of those
wooden... dildo things I had spotted in the attic!

Crack!

“Oh!” I gasped as his hand slapped my bottom
sharply.

“A shapely bottom,” he said.

Crack!

“The skin so fine and soft.”

Crack!

“Oh please, sir!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

His hand slapped down repeatedly in quick,
hard blows that sent a ripple of stings into my tender bottom! I
wriggled and moaned and gasped but he ignored me, his hand coming
down again and again as my bottom began to burn hotter and
hotter!

He sat down next to me, then slid his arm
under my waist and lifted me up and across his lap.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

I yelped and squirmed to no avail as he
spanked me, only pausing now and then to run his hand up and down
my trembling body, and under, to knead and fondle my breasts!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Please! Please, sir!” I cried, my bottom
burning hot.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Are you ready to tell me the truth, slave
girl?”

“But I am!” I cried.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

He paused, and I felt the belt around my
thighs loosen, then his hand cupping my sex, the palm pressing
against the bottom of the... thing he'd pushed into me. I moaned
weakly as I felt pressure on the front of it, and felt it pushing
still deeper into my trembling body!

He shifted his leg aside, gripping my hair to
angle me in towards the back of the sofa, then resumed his
spanking, his hand slapping heavily against my burning hot bottom!
I felt a surge of frustration and anguish, for my bottom hurt quite
a lot now and there seemed nothing I could do to stop him from
continuing to spank me!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

My hips were jerking and twisting at each
blow, especially now that my legs were free, and, by chance, or so
I thought at first, my sex was directly over the top of his right
thigh now, my legs falling away to either side so that as I jerked
and flinched I was grinding the myself against his leg quite
accidentally!

The thing was, that the inner heat, that part
of me he had roused so sharply, was still thrumming and burning
with a temperature which seemed to almost match that of my
buttocks! And in short order, the sensations as my pussy ground
against his thigh began to push aside the sharp sting of my
bottom!

Of course the thing he had shoved inside me,
what was, I thought, the nineteenth century's version of a dildo,
stretched out my entrance and was a thick, solid pressure inside
me. That made the sensation as my clitoris ground against his thigh
even more intense.

It became so intense that it nearly
completely distracted me from the pain of the spanking! My
movements were involuntary, at first, grinding against his leg
simply because he was shifting and slapping my body and I was
twisting and writhing around, but soon became much more deliberate
as my breathless need grew so much more powerful!

And then, even as his hand slapped faster, in
a steady, rapid series of blows that sent a stream of sharp,
stinging aches through my body, I came, violently. I cried out in
wild, shocked pleasure, cried out again and again and again as I
writhed and sobbed and ground my aching clitoris against his
thigh!

He lifted me up and dropped me on my belly,
then yanked my bottom up. I trembled and shook, gulping in air,
gasping, eyes fluttering, mind reeling from the intensity of the
sensory overload which had just about blown my mind into
oblivion!

I groaned as his hands roamed my aching,
overheated buttocks, then as fingers, slick fingers, pushed
against... my back opening! But I was still too woozy to really
care, even as his fingers pushed into my ass, pushed deeper and
deeper, twisting and turning, pumping in and out.

He pulled them out and then I felt something
much thicker, and knew it was him. I groaned as he entered me
there, for I had never been sodomized before. But my mind was still
somewhat anesthetized and I was literally drooling as I stared,
cross-eyed, at the back of the sofa.

I grunted as he moved deeper, pumping in and
out, slapping at my bottom from time to time, and as my mind slowly
cleared I felt a sense of dark heat. He was fucking me in the ass!
That was, on the one hand, gross, wicked, shocking, and yet, darkly
thrilling despite all that! Why?

The thing in my sex was still there, aching,
filling me up. Now his big cock was moving in and out of my ass,
making me feel even more full. I groaned and writhed helplessly,
but he simply gripped my hair in his big fist and yanked it up and
back, ignoring my cry of pain as he used me ruthlessly!

His big cock punched deeper and deeper into
my belly, until I started to feel deep cramps as he finally
sheathed it all! His hips began to slap against my buttocks now as
he rutted against me. He was being deliberately rough, I thought,
slapping my bottom, groping my breasts, and yanking cruelly on my
hair to force my head up and back!

Yet all I felt was the surging heat, a wild,
raw, animal heat of deep, relentless carnal excitement that left no
room for inhibitions or pride! It was like I was an animal, a bitch
in heat being ridden by a bull or stallion! I grunted helplessly,
continuously, gasping and moaning as his hips rammed into me, as
his cock speared deep into my throbbing, aching, spasming
belly!

This was what it was like to be cruelly used
by a powerful and ruthless man, I thought, though not in so many
words. And the idea thrilled some dark side of my mind!

He was driving himself into me so hard and
fast my entire body was shaking and shuddering from the impact of
his big hips against my buttocks! I was becoming more and more
dazed and breathless as he yanked on my hair, slapped at my
buttocks, and even at the side of my breasts!

And yet, despite his roughness, or perhaps
even because of it, and despite how wicked and shocking it was to
be sodomized, I knew I was approaching yet another orgasm! What was
happening to my mind that I was becoming so helplessly enthralled
by these lewd, filthy sexual encounters with him, I wondered
dazedly!

But I didn't really care. I wallowed in the
heat and pleasure as sexual electricity pulsed within me to make my
entire body begin to tremble and shake. Then I came again, sobbing
out my pleasure as he rode me, as he hammered his body against me,
as he used me like a whore! Like his whore!

 


 





Chapter Eight

 


 


 


 


I needed to get back to my time, to his
future, to my present. Except, of course, he wasn't letting me out
of his sight! Or at least, if he was, it was only with me so
tightly bound I couldn't get free of wherever he'd placed me.

I wasn't sure if it was an extraordinary
coincidence or something else, but he assigned me tasks, including
the task of cleaning the floor of his kitchen. And I was to do it
on hands and knees – nude.

When I'd done it in my time, when this
kitchen belonged to me, I'd felt this strange longing to have
something dangling from my nipples. And yet without even telling
him of this he produced a pair of small clips, which he let close
on my nipples, pinching them quite painfully! Small balls were
attached to these clips by short chains, and they tugged on my
aching pink buttons as I scrubbed the floor!

And he watched!

Since he had used me so strongly and so fully
– and repeatedly – he wasn't, at first, prepared to use me further
just then. But he left the thing he'd pushed into my sex in place,
and now that I could see I realized that rather than it being one
of his wooden dildos or sex toys he'd pushed a cucumber into
me!

A big one!

I not only felt stretched and over filled but
looked it when I looked down and saw the rounded base protruding
from my taut opening!

Yet I had to crawl on the floor with my
bottom raised, scrubbing, breasts swinging, nipples aching! How
bizarre, I thought, that this so-resembled that wild, strange
sexual experience I'd had scrubbing this very same floor so far in
the future – and so recently in my own past.

Could they be connected?

“Stop,” he ordered at one point.

I obeyed, and he knelt, his big hand on the
back of my neck, grasping the collar around it to shove my face
down against the floor.

“Bottom high, slave girl! Legs apart!”

He slapped my buttocks and I hurriedly
obeyed, moaning as his fingers began to stroke my clitoris and
press against the bottom of the cucumber. He had... talented
fingers for this sort of thing, I had discovered, and my body and
mind were all-too receptive. I was soon gasping and moaning,
grinding my hips back at him as his fingers caressed me.

Then he stopped and stood up.

“Continue scrubbing.”

And so I had to, as he watched, enveloped by
heat and sexual hunger, scrubbing the floor, my nipples aching as
the little balls tugged and pulled on them.

When I had finished the kitchen I had to do
the hallway, then the living room. Every little while he would put
my face down, make me raise my bottom higher and spread my legs,
and his fingers would work on my swollen clitoris until my
breathing was ragged and my face and chest were flushed with
excitement. Then he would stop and order me to continue my
cleaning.

Finally, he plucked the clips off my nipples,
leaving them burning hot and aching. But the sharpness of the ache
quickly faded into a dull thing, and they tingled wildly as he bent
me back by the hair, folded his lips around them, and started to
suck and lick while his fingers stroked my clitoris.

I came, crying out at the top of my voice,
sobbing with pleasure as I stared up at the ceiling and my hips
bucked desperately against his fingers!

Then it was time for more cleaning. He
treated me like a slave girl! A naked slave girl who he sexually
tormented to the point of gasping, whimpering madness, even as he
forced me to clean his house!

And then the most astonishing and outrageous
thing happened! After inspecting the floor of the den he nodded his
acceptance of the cleaning I had done, then produced what looked
very much like a leash, and snapped it to the collar around my
neck.

“Come,” he ordered, tugging on it.

He did not permit me to rise to my feet,
either! Instead he forced me to scramble forward on all fours! Like
an animal! He was pulling me on a leash as thought I were a dog! I
was open-mouthed in my shock at his... gall! And yet too I felt
this wild, burning sense of outrageous excitement at this!

My pussy spasmed hotly as I crawled along on
all fours on the end of a leash, panting, eyes glazed as he made me
crawl up the hall to the kitchen.

“Can you cook, slave girl?

I hadn't the energy to repudiate his title
for me again.

“Yes, sir,” I groaned.

She gasped as he pulled me to my feet by the
hair and pushed me against the counter.

“Cook!”

The problem, of course, was while this was a
'modern' kitchen for its time, it was hardly what I was used to.
There was a grand looking wood burning stove, for example, in place
of the electric one in my time. There was running water and sinks
in place, though, and an ice box.

“Wh-what do you want, sir?”

“Let's try you on steak and eggs.”

So I had to cook for him, or rather, he
supervised and showed me how much wood to put into the oven, and
then how to light it, and then how long to wait, and then how to
prepare the steak, an enormous one, the way he wanted it. That
included what spices he liked and where they were. Really, he could
just as easily have made dinner himself!

But of course, that would not have taught me
anything, and he clearly expected me to learn to cook the food he
wanted the way he wanted for future dinners.

It was actually kind of... interesting,
especially since he stood right behind me, his arms sometimes
around me, or sometimes moving and doing things on the counter in
front of me, and sometimes, of course, caressing my body.

Feeling his warm breath on the back of my
neck, or sometimes having his face in my hair was not exactly...
unpleasant. And now and then his hands would stray down to where I
still had that cucumber stuffed up inside me, pushing it up where
it had slid out a bit, and idly stroking my clitoris!

Because of that I started to become aroused,
though since he made me concentrate on cooking it was a soft,
simmering kind of arousal, kind of a low boil thing. Then, after
the food was ready there was the problem of my sitting down.

“I can't sit with this... in me!” I
exclaimed, looking down at where the vegetable protruded from my
tight sheath.

“Certainly you can. You just have to force it
entirely inside you.”

I paled and looked at him anxiously. “It's
too long!”

He grinned. “You'd be surprised at what you
can fit into a girl, but there's no hurry. You can sit on my
lap.”

He reached out and slid his arm around my
waist, gathering me in and back, and I gasped anxiously, grabbing
the edge of the table as he had me straddle him, facing forward,
and sit down gingerly. He spread his legs enough that the
protruding part of the cucumber pushed in between his thighs, which
let me sit atop him without pain.

He worked around me, using knife and fork. He
was tall enough to easily see over my shoulder, and his long arms
easily reached the table. He directed the second piece of steak
he'd cut to my mouth, though, and after a moment of hesitation, I
took it. I discovered it was a strangely intimate experience having
a man feed you, as he preceded to do, in between feeding
himself.

After a few minute, though, he let me do the
feeding. I cut the steak and I used the fork to either feed myself,
or to direct it over my shoulder to where he could eat it. That
left his hands free to roam my body, kneading my breasts, and
sliding down between my legs to stroke my clitoris and push
insistently on the bottom of the cucumber.

That raised the 'low boil' up considerably
higher as I ate and cut and let him eat. His pressing on the
cucumber made me ache inside, but it was a darkly delicious ache
which seemed to actually add to the growing heat inside me.

“C-Can I ask a question, sir?” I asked after
a bit.

“As long as it's not too impertinent.”

“What do you... do all day?”

“You mean like a job?”

I nodded.

“I'm fortunate enough not to need a job. I
invest certain moneys in certain establishments, mainly banks, and
earn a considerable fee as a reward for ascertaining which places
will be most profitable.”

“But then... what do you do all day?”

“Ah, well, that depends on the day.”

He ate a piece of steak I had held over my
shoulder, which silenced him while he was chewing. I cut myself a
piece and ate it.

“I might go riding, or hunting with friends,
or go visiting certain gentlemen to discuss investments and
possible future business deals. I might avail myself of my library
which has a considerable number of learned texts I have not yet
found time to peruse. Education is the greatest luxury a gentleman
can afford himself, you know.”

He ate another piece of steak and I gasped as
his fingers pushed up against the base of the cucumber.

“I might have lunches or dinners at the
invitation of interesting society members, or intimate or not so
intimate parties here at my house. Then there are certain repairs
and maintenance projects which need to be done on the house and
lands which need to be attended to. Usually I hire someone for
those tasks, of course, but they must be properly overseen.”

He ate another piece, his fingers idly
stroking my clitoris as I fought to keep my breathing under
control.

“And, of course, I must keep on top of my
financial affairs, which involves reading and responding to a
quantity of correspondence and documents. I expect I will do that
shortly.”

“Have you ever considered, uhm, looking for a
wife?” I asked.

He snorted. “For what purpose? Women can be
quite irritating.”

“We can be good company,” I said dryly.

“Your company can be readily purchased in a
variety of places. I have your company now and have no need to
marry you to get it.”

“But I might go away.”

“Then I can hire another,” he said.

“Not like me.”

He paused. “Perhaps not. You are an oddity,
Hailey Michaelson.”

“I'm unique.”

“You're feisty and impertinent, and you don't
know your place.”

“Where is my place?”

The kitchen and bedroom, I suppose, where you
aren't cleaning something.”

“That's so sexist!”

He raised his eyebrows. “Sexist? I don't
understand the term.”

“Uhm, it sort of means you don't like
women.”

He scowled. “Don't be silly. I adore
women.”

“I mean, you don't respect them as
equals.”

He raised his eyebrows in astonishment, and I
cursed myself, reminding myself that we were in the nineteenth
century. No one had ever even thought of female equality yet.

“How can women possibly be equals?” he
demanded in amusement. “They haven't the education, the experience,
the strength or intellectual capacity to be equals! They're also
far too emotionally driven and subject to panic at the least
occasion!”

Hearing him say such things with such clear
belief was frustrating and irritating, despite the fact I knew what
year we were in. The fact every other man in the world probably
believed the same thing was beside the point. My life experience
was from a century in the future, after all.

“Good heavens! Don't tell me you're one of
those suffragists!” he said in amusement.

“And what if I was?”

“The day women are permitted to vote, my
dear, is the day the world starts on a downward path to anarchy,”
he said.

His attitude was reminding me that my
romantic notions of how wonderful it would be to explore the past
might might come with certain drawbacks. While he called me 'slave
girl' as a sort of joke he wasn't terribly far off in that women
had few rights in this primitive time, and certainty couldn't vote!
Why, if I remembered my history right, it had only been twenty
years ago that California had first allowed women to open their own
bank accounts!

This was very much a man's world!

As if to reinforce that to me, once I'd
washed the dishes and put things away Adams decided to go through
his financial papers while I watched. He did so at a very large
table, and he had me kneel on one side of the table, my feet drawn
up against my buttocks and my legs spread wide before his eyes.

And just to make things more interesting, he
tied twine to the leather restraints around my wrists, and had me
draw my arms up above my head and then down behind my neck. He then
fed two lengths of the strong but rough twine down my spine and
under my body, around the base of the cucumber, and then up my
abdomen to tie around my waist.

Of course, he pulled my wrists down sharply
before tying it off, so that the twine was a constant pull against
the cucumber, and he also ensured the two lengths pressed firmly
into my body on either side of my clitoris, catching it between
them!

Every time I sought to ease the sharp pull
back on my arms, that meant, of course, that the rough twine ground
my soft, sensitive button between them! It also ensured that with
my elbows high and hands down behind me that my breasts were thrust
out tautly as my back was sharply arched.

“This is... uncomfortable... sir,” I
moaned.

“I have no doubt you will persevere,” he
said, not looking up from his papers.

Another problem I faced, of course, was that
in the position I was in my sex was not at all far from the surface
of the desk, which meant that the desk itself pressed against the
base of the cucumber, making me ache deep inside even without the
pressure of the twine!

“But it... hurts!” I whined.

“Does it?”

He looked up. “Where does it hurt?”

“Inside me!”

“Here?” he asked, rubbing my taut belly with
his fingers.

“Yes!”

“Hmm, I'm sure your body will adapt to the
intrusion and find room.”

“I bet yours wouldn't find room!”

“Mine was not designed to keep and bear
children,” he said, examining a row of figures.

“And this... string is … rough!” I
complained.

“It's twine. I'm sure you can bear up.”

“Easy for you to say!”

He frowned up at me, then pushed his chair
back and stood up. I eyed him warily as he left the room, then
wondered what I ought to do. Staying put seemed the most sensible
thing, especially since it would be almost impossible to get down
off the table with my arms tied behind me and the cucumber
protruding from my body.

When he came back it was with a leather
strap. Or so I thought. I soon learned otherwise,. It was actually
a gag. The thick strap fit up under my chin as well as crossing
over my mouth and cheeks below the nose, and was buckled tightly
behind my head. I glared at him as he sat down and then proceeded
to ignore me, focusing on his writing.

He didn't, of course, completely ignore me.
Any time my knees shifted closer together he looked up and then
pushed them apart. And occasionally he would look up, rake his eyes
across me, and then return to his reading.

At one point he opened a drawer and fished
around inside, then took out what looked like an old fashioned
writing quill. I didn't think they'd been used in years, but
apparently he still had one. He didn't use it to write, though.
Instead he let the feather handle brush across my sore, aching,
swollen clitoris as I squirmed and moaned helplessly.

It was an occasional thing, though. He spent
most of his time with his eyes on his papers, occasionally writing
something. Only now and then did he look up at me, and sometimes
reach out and touch me here or there, running his big hand up my
body, or pushing against the cucumber or stroking his fingers
across my clitoris or rubbing and tweaking my nipples.

Still I squirmed helplessly. It was an
awkward position, with my wrists forced so far behind my back, and
my body kept trying to ease the discomfort, which meant, naturally,
pulling or shifting my arms. That, in turn, ground the rough hemp
cord back and forth against my aching clitoris! Not heavily, not
continuously, but in small, intermittent, grinding movements which
built up the ache and sensitivity of my swollen little button.

And, of course, there was still that thick
vegetable, that thick, hard, round tube stuffed deep inside my
body, making me throb and ache, stretching wide the lips of my sex
and producing a continual feeling of pressure against what must
surely be the back wall of my pussy.

It all built up into a deep, thrumming sense
of pressure and and a throbbing heat that left me panting and
moaning, my mind swimming in sexual desire and need, my body
quivering like a plucked guitar string. All I needed was something
to set off the explosion.

When he got up and went away I moaned and
rolled my eyes towards him, turning my head to watch as he left the
room. My wrists tugged up against the cords, instinctively seeking
to rise so I could move them before me and stroke my body. I
groaned, almost masochistically letting more weight push down
against the cucumber to force it a tiny bit deeper into my
body!

Then he returned! I gasped to see him holding
an object, a sort of wooden club. This club, however, had been
carved into uneven sized rounded shapes, like different sized golf
balls somehow glued together in a foot long row.

He moved behind me and I felt his hand on my
hair, pulling up. I gasped, rising on my knees, my eyes rolling up
and back to try and see what he was doing. Then I felt the thing
against my back passage! My eyes went wide and I moaned into the
gag as he eased his pull on my hair.

My body's weight sank down, pressing against
the first, small rounded top of the 'club'! It was slick with
something, perhaps butter, something which caused it to slowly push
its way up into my back passage! Then the next followed, thicker,
making me gasp as it slipped through my sphincter. The next was
smaller, then next larger still, the next even larger as I sank
slowly down, gurgling and moaning into the gag!

His left hand still held my hair while his
right moved around me and his fingers began to roughly stroke my
clitoris.

The explosion came! I cried out, virtually
screaming into the gag, my hips bucking violently as his fingers
rubbed me, my body jerking up and down, forcing itself down deeper
and harder onto the wooden thing, taking it deep into my belly, so
deep that soon I felt the bottom of the cucumber pressing hard
against the table!

Yet still I trembled and jerked, my mind
flooded with a seething storm of scalding pleasure, of mind blowing
heat and raw animal sensation that overwhelmed the senses! I sobbed
dazedly, jerking up and down against the two things he'd shoved
into my aching, burning body until finally, I sagged down all the
way, forcing both fully into my overfilled abdomen!

 


 





Chapter Nine

 


 


 


 


James was taking no chances I would slip off
in the night. Not this night, at any rate. He lay in bed next to
me, reading by the night light. I hung, or sort of hung by my
wrists and ankles, all four bound together with thick, soft rope
above my head.

The only part of my body which touched the
bed was my lower back. My buttocks and shoulders were raised up
above the surface, and my head hung down, upside down, the top of
my head pressed against the pillow he had placed below.

He had gotten aroused toying with me on the
table, and was a man of deep hunger, so despite having sated
himself already he was once again hard, and thrust himself into me,
first into my sex, then by the simple expedient of twirling my body
around on the ropes I was practically hanging from, he was able to
thrust his long, thick cock straight down my throat as my head hung
back upside down.

He used both my throat and my sex with equal
enjoyment, shifting repeatedly by gripping my arm or leg, and
turning me before entering the other orifice and plunging in and
out with hard, deep strokes.

Now he sated once again, and had placed a
pillow under my head and told me I would sleep in this
position.

“You could tie me in some other position,” I
whined.

“I could, but I enjoy this one.”

“You're not the one tied up this way!” I
groaned.

“True. But I enjoy the sight of you tied so,
all your delicious assets so vulnerable and well-displayed. I have,
you'll note, been kind enough to remove the implements from within
your body.”

I groaned, though I was, of course, relieved
at that. Still, even though I wasn't hanging freely, it was still
quite an uncomfortable position with my arms and legs up in the air
as they were.

“But I can't sleep like this! I'll keep you
awake!”

“I'm a sound sleeper. And if you continue to
make noise I shall gag you. And if you move around too much I will
raise the rope higher so that you are an inch or so above the bed.
Now, silence while I read.”

I sighed weakly. I was bone weary after the
astonishing events of the day, and emotionally weary, too. I was
also feeling a strange sense of being immersed in a hazy sexual
bath, for all day had been sex, sex, sex, of one type or another.
My whole world was sexual, and I had worn no clothing for some
time.

And my mind, if not my body, still resonated
to the incredible explosions of orgasm, of burning sexual energy
and heat, of absolute ecstasy he'd given me so often that day.

He continued to read, and then finally turned
to me, examined me, ran his hands casually over my body, then
raised my head a bit and put another pillow under it so it wasn't
pulled back nearly so far.

Then he turned out the light.

I sighed, but the new position was more
comfortable, at least, and if I protested I feared he would take
the pillows away entirely and then raise me up so I hung fully from
my wrists and ankles! Worse, he might gag me and leave me gagged
all night!

I certainly wasn't going to be running away
like this, and resigned myself to spending the night in an
uncomfortable position, and spending most of it awake. Oddly, I
soon fell asleep.

*

I woke, unsurprisingly, to his hands
caressing my body. I was groggy and confused, given my position,
and my feet and hands felt quite cold, my arms and back stiff and
sore. Yet I was aroused, in no small part because of his fingers
stroking me there.

I groaned as he rose to his knees, then
turned my body sideways on the bed. That dropped my head back since
the pillows were no longer under it, and he thrust his erection
straight into my open mouth and then down my throat with hardly a
pause. I gurgled weakly as he pumped slowly in and out, then pulled
free, leaving me gasping.

He turned my body again, this time entering
my sex, his hands going to my breasts as he thrust steadily. Having
already been aroused at waking I grunted and gasped at the
thrusting, still confused, but feeling a rising sense of heat as he
used me.

But he finished too quickly, then climbed out
of bed and left me there for some time. When he returned he cut me
loose and my arms and legs fell heavily to the bed. I groaned,
stiff and sore, and massaging my cold hands and feet, my wrists and
ankles red and sore.

He brought me to the bathroom, which, because
he was a rich man, was somewhat similar to a modern bathroom. It
had a large tub, though it was enclosed in a heavily carved wooden
shell, a wood stove that heated the water which went into the tub,
a sink, also enclosed in a heavy wooden frame, and a toilet, which
was likewise enclosed.

There were other cabinets in the room, and a
gas lit chandelier overhead provided ample lighting. He was quite
proud of the room, which he had just added at enormous expense.
Many homes of the time still had outhouses, after all.

He insisted on watching me bathe, at least at
first. He soon decided to take a hand, literally, and his soapy
fingers between my thighs had me squirming and moaning. Then he
departed to find something for me to wear.

I pondered that, since I'd worn nothing but
the dress since I'd gotten here, but I used the opportunity to use
his modern toilet and then brush my teeth. True, I had to use his
toothbrush, but considering his tongue, not to mention his cock,
had spent a lot of time in my mouth lately that did not dissuade
me.

I should have guessed what he would find for
me to wear would not provide a lot of coverage. In fact, it was a
sort of merry widow outfit. It had a red brocade corset with gold
strings and buckles which he pulled so tight I could hardly
breath!

“I-It's too small!” I gasped.

“Nonsense. It's precisely the right
size.”

It covered perhaps the lowest half of my
breasts, but squeezed them so tightly that my breasts bulged up and
out over the top – though apparently that was by design.

Matching panties, a garter belt, black
stockings, and red shoes completed his idea of what a woman should
wear around the house, apparently, and my input was not desired. So
we went down to breakfast, which I had to make, though with him
standing once more quite nicely behind me and his arms around me
showing and helping me.

The corset was awfully uncomfortable,
squeezing me very tight around the waist and chest, and I
remembered that women had had fainting spells in Victorian times
because of them. You couldn't exert yourself much when you couldn't
expand your lungs enough to get a proper breath of air!

The amazing thing was rather than loosen the
damned things they had invented the fainting couch for women to
collapse onto!

What a stupid era, I thought crossly.

He, of course, dressed in a full three piece
suit, as he always did, and unlike mine, his was not so tight as to
interfere with his breathing!

“We're making an awful lot of food,” I said
doubtfully.

“We have a guest for breakfast.”

I looked at him in alarm. “What!? You can't
let anyone see me like this!”

He snorted in amusement. “Why can't I?”

“But... but... I'm practically... naked!”

“Would you like to be entirely naked?” he
asked.

I shut my mouth and then bit my lower lip
anxiously, my eyes rolling to the doorway and wondering if I could
possibly get away and run upstairs to the mirror!

You have to remember that I had been living
in a strange, lecherous, hedonistic dream with this man, and it was
so very, very unlike me! I had never been so... naked around
another man in my life! I mean, yes, I'd had sex a few times, in
beds and cars, but strutting around fully naked in bright light for
hours at a time, let alone posing... that just wasn't me!

Normally I dressed quite modestly, and was...
uncomfortable when men paid particular attention to my body. But
I'd gotten used to it with James. Letting some stranger see me like
this, though, with my breasts swollen up and bulging out across the
top of the corset, was something that filled me with anxiety and
anguish!

The door bell rang and I yelped and tried to
run off, but he yanked me back and gave my bottom a sharp slap.

“Finish breakfast,” he growled.

He walked out of the room and I looked after
him in some horror! But the way to the attic was after him and he'd
certainly intercept me if I tried to run in these shoes!

I heard him speaking to someone, and already
began to blush, my heart thumping and my pulse racing. As the
voices approached I felt my chest get tight, and focused all my
attention on the bacon and sausage and ham being cooked on the
stove.

I cringed when I heard a strange male voice
enter the room, and then cringed even more when I heard another!
There was more than one of them.

“Hailey,” James said.

I froze, then gasped as he took my arm and
turned me bodily around.

There were two other men there about his age,
both, like him, wearing three piece suits. One had an enormous
bushy mustache and curly brown hair. The second had a grin from ear
to ear and short blonde hair.

“This is my Hailey,” James said.

He didn't say it as if to introduce a
girlfriend, however, it was more like

'This is my dog' or 'This is my horse'.

“Lovely,” one of them said.

“Nice form to her, and very pretty” said the
blonde.

“A little thin for my taste,” said mister
mustache, “though very nice up top.”

Mister mustache's name was Andrew, I soon
learned, while the other was Roger. They sat at the table with
James while I served in my little corset and panties, nervous,
red-faced, and deeply embarrassed.

The men were discussing a business deal for
James to invest in a factory which would produce arc lamps, which
were used to light streets. From what I could gather this was not
the first such conversation they'd held. The factory was actually
nearing completion, and they were simply here to finalize a few
things.

It was odd, but I kind of got used to being
semi-naked around them after a few minutes, though I continued to
be self-conscious. Roger handed James a sheaf of papers, which I
gathered represented shares of stock in the new company, and they
all shook hands, and all seemed to be in good humor.

They went into the living room, or parlor, as
it was called here, and I cleaned up the kitchen and washed plates
and pots. I also had to go out and pour wine for them, though. It
seemed very odd for me to see people drinking wine just after
breakfast, but apparently this was the norm.

I poured, then went to the kitchen to clean,
then came back when called to pour more, then returned to the
kitchen. During my absences the men got, let us say, happier as
they laughed and joked and drank freely.

So when I returned after finishing cleaning
all the pots, pans and plates in the kitchen James pulled me up
across his lap, sitting me across his thighs as he kissed me. Since
the other two men were looking on with interest I blushed heavily.
Which, of course, they noticed and commented on.

“She blushes prettily,” Andrew said.

“A shy girl,” Roger added with a grin.

“She's not shy around me, fellows,” James
said.

“I'd like to see more of these shy girls,”
Andrew said, and it was clear he wasn't talking about me, but my
breasts!

James laughed, and then began to tug loose
the knots which held the corset closed. I squeaked in alarm and
grabbed at his hands and all three men laughed in delight. I
quickly found myself face down across his lap as he completed
undoing the corset, then yanked it free from my desperate
hands!

Crack! His hand slapped down on my
bottom through the thin panties!

“You're being a bad girl, Hailey,” he said
sternly.

Then he yanked down my panties, and I
squealed again!

But of course, it was no use, as he quickly
stripped me naked, gave my bottom some stinging slaps, then rolled
me over and sat me up! I tried to clamp my thighs together, which
annoyed James, and made Roger laugh.

“She's awfully shy for a professional girl,”
he said.

I wanted to shout that I wasn't a
professional girl, but then what on earth would I say I was!?

“She is being quite impertinent,” James said.
“And looking for a thorough punishment.”

“Make her bottom as red as her face,” Roger
suggested in amusement.

“Ha! I can do better than that!”

He stood up and lifted me up across his broad
shoulder, then carried me to the stairs.

“Upstairs, gentlemen!”

The others, amused, got to their feet as
James carried me up the stairs, then up the stairs to the
attic!

I moaned as he carried me to the center area
then flung me forward and dropped me on my feet. He quickly seized
my wrists, held them together in his large hand, and wrapped
leather straps around them to bind them together, before raising my
wrists high and attaching a ring on the straps to a rope dangling
there.

I yelped as he pulled on the rope and raised
me right up to my tiptoes, my arms high above and my body
completely exposed to their lecherous eyes! I had no way at all of
hiding myself now, other than trying to keep my thighs tightly
together, but even that was soon denied me as James pulled them
apart and tied them open!

That left me hanging freely from my wrists,
gasping and moaning and blushing hotly as the three men circled and
examined my body, hands and fingers stroking, caressing, squeezing
and slapping.

My heart was beating like a drum and my pulse
racing as I writhed helplessly in place, my mind a wild tumultuous
mix of fear, embarrassment, excitement and heat! I squealed and
yelped as their hands moved over me, as they slid into me, as they
pinched and rolled my nipples and squeezed my bottom!

“Lovely skin on her,” Roger said.

“Yes, not a mark, not a scar, not a blemish!”
Andrew remarked.

“And fine breasts!” Rogers aid, giving one a
squeeze.

They couldn't get enough of my well-shaved
sex, their eyes and fingers constantly caressing me there, and
their fingers pushing up inside me, dipping in and out to explore
how tight the lips of my sex were!

Of course I was mortified, at least at first!
But I had been, I think, deeply influenced by the last several days
worth of experiences, becoming much more sexualized and much less
inhibited. And as I hung there, panting and moaning, too
embarrassed to speak, and six male hands roamed my body, I began to
feel a rising sense of dark hunger!

This was all so incredible and impossible,
after all, and it was hard to retain the conservative inhibitions
which I had been raised with in the face of the flood of sexual
pleasure which had been poured over and through me!

Now as their hands caressed my taut buttocks,
and fingered my nipples, as they dipped into my sex and combed
through my hair, I felt very bizarrely like some kind of prize cow
at a fair, and yet also felt a storm of wicked, almost masochistic
heat at the bizarre and outrageous familiarity they were
assuming!

I mean, my God, did people act like this back
then!? Even with, well, prostitutes!? I supposed that was what they
thought I was, so perhaps it wasn't that shocking, but it was still
shocking to me!

James was enjoying showing off my body, and
some of his devices, including the round anal tube thing, which he
put some kind of oil on before slowly working it up into my bottom!
They had quite the discussion as he did, about the merits of sodomy
vs using the more traditional vaginal entry, and I realized with
some shock that their discussion was about to turn into a more real
world experiment!

They worked a more traditional length of
smooth wood up into my sex (to loosen me up) and then used their
fingers to test me front and back. Of course, by this time my body
was starting to pulse with energy and heat, regardless of my
embarrassment and anxiety!

I was feeling like an exhibitionist, hanging
naked like this, but since it wasn't by choice there wasn't a lot
of guilt or shame about flaunting my body.

“What do you think, Roger? Is this young
beauty the kind of meat to cause a feast to eyes and body alike?”
James asked jovially.

I moaned in denial, but secretly felt a rush
of excitement as he unbuttoned and drew his erection out. Hanging
by my wrists as I was, I was at the proper height for him to simply
work his way into me, and he laughed at the ease, his hands
gripping my buttocks as he thrust steadily up into me!

I could hardly believe this was happening,
that he was doing me like that while I hung by my wrists! Yet there
was nothing I could do about it! I couldn't even plead outrage
given that, as far as they all knew I was a woman who sold her body
for money!

“Tight. Nicely tight,” he grunted, as he
thrust his pelvis into me again and again!

He pulled out, and they removed the thing
from my bottom, then I felt his slick cock pushing into my back
passage, sliding smoothly and deeply up into my body! I moaned and
arched helplessly, but his hands gripped my hips, jerking them
back, burying his cock to the hilt in my ass!

The other two men stared at me hungrily,
watching my face and body as Roger began to thrust in and out in
long, smooth strokes.

“Beautifully tight,” he growled. “And I love
this one's body.”

His hands slid up to grip my breasts,
squeezing them repeatedly as he ground his hips against my
buttocks!

Then to my shock Andrew stepped up before me
and he drove himself up into my sex! I'd hardly even ever imagined
having two men using me at the same time, but now I felt their big
erections pumping and moving inside me simultaneously and it was
the most shocking, wicked, wild, wondrous sensation!

His hands gripped my buttocks as he thrust
himself up into me, while Roger's hands continued to knead my
breasts. The two men panted excitedly as they used my body, but all
my attention was on their stiff cocks as they plunged up and down
in my tight, pulsing abdomen!

Neither had the stamina of James, though. The
excitement level of the man behind me as he drove himself up into
my ass again and again mounted so quickly that he was soon gasping
for breath as he poured his cream up into my bowels.

Then, as soon as he drew back, the other
moved around to take his place, testing out how tight my ass was
for himself, and delighting in the hard, deep sodomy he was able to
perform there as my body shuddered and jerked.

James, having more recently satisfied his own
lust on my body, did not join them, but merely watched in
amusement, then slapped them on the back in congratulations as they
finished.

“But of course, we came up here to punish our
shy and disobedient servant girl,” he said, then, turning stern
eyes to me. “Not to reward her with a good thrusting.”

“Leave her dangling here in this heat for a
while,” Roger said in amusement. “That should sweat the insolence
out of her.”

“Alas, there are physical limits to how long
one can dangle a young pretty like this without causing actual
damage to her lovely body,” James said. “And that would be a crime,
given its beauty.”

Instead he untied my ankles, though briefly,
letting my feet come down to the floor. Then he untied the rope
which led above from my bound wrists and forced me to my knees. In
short order he bound my ankles together again, and raised the rope
up and back, tying it taut.

He then bound my legs together just above the
knees and pulled the rope forward enough that my bound hands were
forced further behind me in order to arch my back.

That was how they left me, going downstairs
for more wine.

And it wasn't merely the heat which punished
me. Given this was an uninsulated attic, the heat was starting to
rise as steeply as the peaked roof above as the morning warmed
outside and the heat beat down.

James had bound my ankles crossed behind me
as I knelt there, which left all my weight on my knees and lower
legs. I couldn't sit back on my heels, either, because of the rope
which held my arms up and back, and the rope around my legs
preventing me from shifting my body backward beneath them.

I could lower my bottom and unarch my back,
but only at the cost of having my upper body hanging directly from
my wrists, putting a considerable amount of pressure on them. I did
it anyway, from time to time, at least at first, but the pain grew
at my wrists, and I finally had to stop and assume the position he
wanted.

The heat and my exertion soon had
perspiration sheening my skin, and beads of sweat trickling slowly
down my cheeks and chest and stomach. The heat seemed to mount
rapidly, and I groaned wearily as it drained my energy. I was soon
panting like a dog as the heat closed around me, my body feeling as
if it was radiating heat itself.

What was even more frustrating was that the
mirror was just across the room on the other side, behind me. All I
had to do was hurry over there and touch it to be free of this and
back in my own time!

James came back upstairs, smiling in a
contented fashion.

“Well, slave girl. I presume you are starting
to regret your impertinence and disobedience,” he said.

“Yes, master!” I groaned.

He snorted in amusement, then moved behind
me, carrying with him what looked like documents. I rolled my head
weakly as he moved past the middle of the attic towards the other
area, where the chair, armoir and mirror were.

I couldn't turn my head fully, but I was able
to see and hear him push the chair aside, then get down on his
knees. There was an odd sound, like a door closing, then he pushed
the chair back and returned to me, without the documents or papers
he'd been carrying.

“Now, little slave girl, let us see how you
make things up to your master.”

Given my position, there was only one way for
that to happen, and his cock was soon deep in my throat as he held
my head and thrust in and out. I was getting much more used to deep
throating, and even to the rough kind that he liked to practice,
which basically used my throat and mouth the same as his friends
had just used my lower openings.

Still it wasn't easy, for I was a bit dazed,
and sweating like a pig, which made me feel weak and drained of
energy. I gurgled weakly, eyes glassy, as he thrust in and out,
gagging only a little as he began to pull my head in to meet his
thrusts, then push it back as he withdrew.

When he pulled back, he was still fully
erect, his cock long and thick and gleaming. He moved behind me,
and then came back in front of me holding – holding the flog I'd
dreamed about him using on me! It had a short handle and short,
thin leather laces, and his eyes gleamed as he let them trace
across my taut breasts.

“You're a naughty girl, and naughty girls
must be punished,” he said.

He drew his hand back and almost negligently
let the laces slice down across my breasts!

I shuddered and yelped, but was, in fact,
almost relieved, for the pain was minimal. He chuckled and then
knelt before me.

“Do you think I would do anything to damage
your beautiful skin?” he asked.

His right hand pushed between my thighs, his
fingers stroking my clitoris, and I moaned weakly as he jerked back
on my hair and brought his lips in along my exposed throat. He
mouthed my neck gently, his teeth biting lightly as he sucked and
kissed his way down onto my breasts.

Then he was biting into my breasts more
harshly, sucking fiercely as his tongue swept rapidly across my
nipples! His fingers were stroking artfully across my clitoris and
the dark inner heat of my mind began to swell and burn to join the
external heat that was making me sweat so freely.

Soon my hips began to buck helplessly, and I
moaned and whimpered as the heat swirled around my mind. He rose
with flog in hand again, bringing it down across my breasts with
sharp, light swinging motions that sent the thin laces flicking
down across my soft, taut skin with stinging impact!

But the stinging was not severe, just enough
to make me gasp and moan, and given the nature of the dark, almost
masochistic heat which was churning within me, the fact he was
actually flogging my breasts just added to the arousal gripping my
mind.

I mean, yes, it was my breasts, and my skin
was sensitive, but the pain was actually less than when he spanked
my bottom, though it was deepening as each blow followed the one
before, and my breasts began to throb and ache as the skin became
more and more sensitive!

Then he halted, leaving me gasping, and
returned to his knees before me, fingering my sex as he forced my
head back by yanking on my hair, his mouth feeding at my breasts
with hungry licks and bites and sucking motions.

I swayed dazedly, my body trembling with
heat. Then my head hung forward as he released me. He untied the
rope binding my knees together and then spun me around. Now the
rope around my wrists was letting them fall forward, instead of
back, so that I bent at the waist.

James thrust himself up into my sex and I
came, crying out again and again as he used me with savage, hungry
violence, his hips pounding against my buttocks as his cock speared
deep into my quivering belly!

I almost collapsed, fainting, and was only
semi-conscious as he carried me back down the stairs and into the
bathroom. I groaned as he set me in the tub, then turned on the
water, laying my head back as I gulped in the comparatively cooler
air down here.

“I shall fetch us some wine,” he said,
turning and leaving me alone.

The cool water felt glorious against me and I
let my body slide down until I was almost immersed, laying on my
back as the water began to rise around my chest. The water helped
my mind recover quicker than my body, though, for even as I stared
at the thin red lines criss-crossing my breasts I realized that I
had the chance now, with him downstairs, to run for it!

So I did, water spilling off me as I climbed
to my feet! My wrists were still tied, but in front of me, as I
stumbled into the hall. I hurried up the hall to the attic door,
opened it, stepped through, and closed it behind me!

Then I hurried up the stairs and across the
attic to the mirror, almost falling against it as I raised my hands
up.

I turned quickly, heart pounding, and at
first couldn't tell if it had worked or not. But then I smelled the
fusty, dusty air around me and saw how old the chair was, and
realized I had succeeded. I was back in my own time!
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As I stumbled downstairs all I could think of
was cooling off. I went into the bathroom – the same one I'd left a
minute earlier, only this time, of course, there was a shower.

I stood under it, groaning as the water
poured over me, leaving it cold for some minutes before gradually
turning it warm and then soaping myself up. I felt indignant about
what he'd done, even though I understood it.

After all 'ladies' did not act like I had
with him. And from the start he had understood I was, in essence, a
prostitute. Nor had I tried to convince him otherwise. Still, the
behavior of the men reminded me that notions of equality and
respect common today were foreign in the nineteenth century.

James was a rogue, but while the notion of
sleeping with a rogue was intriguing, a relationship was something
else again, especially a rogue from a hundred years ago. What was
more, he would be furious at my escaping into thin air again. If I
ever went back he would probably make sure I never left!

So with a sense of determination, I took a
hammer to the mirror. One quick smack sent a crack running from top
to bottom. Maybe it was bad luck, but that thing had to be
destroyed! Once that was gone the dark, sexual atmosphere around
the house seemed to slowly fade away.

That allowed me to go about my chores in a
clear-headed fashion without sex constantly on my mind!

Sort of.

You see, those days of glorious wicked sex,
and incredible explosions of pleasure had jarred my mind, my
thinking, my entire personality. Sex was no longer something to be
looked at suspiciously, but something I craved like I would any
other wonderfully pleasant experience.

I knew what I had been missing, after all,
and I wanted it again!

And then, three days after returning, when I
was starting to feel like a drug addict missing his fix, I
remembered that business with the chair. I went up to the attic,
looking at the mirror half regretful, then pushed the chair over
and examined the floor.

I went downstairs and returned with a screw
driver, then poked at the floorboards, and after some
experimentation managed to pry one up. There inside was a cavity! I
pulled out a gold watch, a wad of old bills, and some
documents!

And the next thing I knew I was naked, my
face pressed to the floor, my bottom raised high, my mind swirling
with deep, all-encompassing heat as someone rode me violently from
behind!

I grunted, eyes slitted, gasping, heart
pounding, my breasts grinding against the floor as his heavy hips
struck my bottom again and again and again, his big cock thrusting
deep into my burning, sopping depths!

An orgasm tore through me, then another, then
another, so that I cried out so loudly my voice broke and my throat
ached! Still he rode me, pounding, impaling me again and again
until I thought he would break me open from the insides!

I screamed as I came again, my body thrashing
and shaking in his grip, and as I did, my fingers opened and the
watch fell free. The instant it stopping touching me it was like he
faded away into nothing.

He? I'd never even seen him!

I trembled there on the floor, my body slowly
straightening, my breasts sliding along the floor until I was flat
on my belly, gasping and twitching. I groaned and after a minute or
so rolled onto my back, spreading my legs wide and cupping my
aching, bruised sex.

I stumbled back downstairs, my mind whirling,
having no idea what had happened! That had felt so incredibly
real!

It was a day before I dared go upstairs
again. I examined things warily, then picked up the documents. They
were, I saw, stock in the light company he had just bought into. I
gave them a passing glance, then at some of the other papers. My
eyes focused on the watch, and I left it be, going back
downstairs.

Later I returned, picking it up with a pair
of tongs so that I didn't touch the thing. I carried it downstairs
to examine more carefully, then considered what to do to see if
my... experience... the other day was related to the watch.

You might wonder why I didn't simply dispose
of it, but then you had not experienced the incredible orgasmic
pleasure James had given me, and which I had felt the other day, as
well! If I could experience that again but... in a more controlled
way...

I stripped naked and lay across my bed
sideways, the watch sitting on a small stool I had placed on the
other side of the bed. The watch chain hung down to touch the edge
of the bed right near my hands and I reached up and gripped the
chain.

This time I didn't lose myself as I had
earlier. Instead I felt a sudden rush of excitement and heat, felt
my pulse begin to race, and my nipples tingle! I moaned as I spread
my legs wide apart, as I felt my insides beginning to thrum!

Then I felt hands on me, invisible hands!
They slid up and down my thighs, and then up my belly and onto my
breasts. I gasped, staring at nothing, then felt fingers at my sex,
sliding into me!

This was impossible, of course, but no more
impossible than everything else which had happened!

I gasped as I felt myself penetrated by
something more than fingers, then hands gripped my hips, lifting
them up, holding my legs wide as I felt something pumping inside
me! I could actually see the lips of my sex stretched taut apart,
and then my flesh beginning to jerk as his hips struck my
buttocks!

I groaned as the heat swelled, as strong
hands forced my legs up and back and he redoubled his thrusting. I
cried out as the first orgasm took me, clutching my fingers tightly
round the watch chain as some unseen pressure struck my buttocks
again and again and pounded my body down into the mattress!

I came again, and again, shuddering, crying
out as some unseen force continued to hammer me, to use me, and
only when my mind was spun to such an incredible level of shocking
pleasure that I finally forgot to hold onto the watch chain did it
begin to relent!

God! What an incredible thing!

It was like... like he was a ghost, still
here, but … not. Touching the watch chain summoned him like turning
his spirit on and off!

So every night, I summoned him, just before
bed, summoned him and got royally pounded, orgasms sweeping through
me so that I screamed and my voice was almost continually gravelly
from shouting out my pleasure!

But the rest of the day I was fine, normal,
though of course, it was a new normal. Getting that level of
incredible pleasure each night certainly changed my thinking about
sex! I was thoroughly addicted to it!

I thought I understood what was happening, if
not how. But I was only partially correct. I was to discover this
when I hired an electrician to inspect the wiring so I could be
sure I could put in an air conditioner. He was a tall, curly haired
guy with a pleasant, cheerful manner.

I showed him to the basement, to where the
fuse box was, and left him to it. I went into the kitchen where I
was painting the cupboards. Five minutes later I yelped as I turned
around to find him right behind me.

“Mister Allan!” I gasped.

He pushed in even closer and I pushed my
hands out to fend him off. He seized them quickly, pinning my
wrists together and shoving them up and back above my head to pin
them against the cupboard!

“You've been a naughty girl, Miss Hayley,” he
said in a voice which shocked me.

For I recognized it, and it wasn't his!

“Y-You can't be!” I squeaked.

“Can't be what? Can't be your master,
wench?”

He jerked me forward and pushed me harshly
against the table, then shoved me belly down! His hands jerked my
cuttoffs down my legs, taking my thong with them and then his hand
cracked against my bare bottom.

“Naughty girls get punished!” he said.

He laughed as I struggled, his hand gripping
me behind the neck to pin me down as his other slapped repeatedly
at my bottom until it burned red hot!

Then he yanked his trousers down, moved
behind me, and thrust into me! The moment he did my body felt a
tidal wave of heat and lust flooding over me! I cried out in shock,
then moaned in pleasure as he used me roughly!

He tore my t-shirt down the back and ripped
it off, then removed my bra as he rode me! His hands roughly
squeezed my breasts, yanked on my hair, and slapped my bottom as
his hips slammed against me again and again!

And I came, violently!

He rode me for perhaps fifteen minutes, and I
think I climaxed a dozen times before he finished and then went
back downstairs! I stood, half laying on the table, gasping, chest
heaving, moaning, sore, bruised and battered in mind and body for
long minutes.

Then I stumbled away, I stared around
dazedly, then grabbed my clothes and hurried upstairs!

It was about twenty minutes later I heard him
calling me.

“Hello? Miss?”

I gulped and moved warily to the head of the
stairs to see the electrician looking up.

“I'm finished,” he said.

He looked completely the same as he had
before, friendly, smiling, and had his own voice back.

I eased down the stairs towards him, and he
held up an invoice for me to sign.

“Everything looks okay,” he said. “The wiring
was modernized a decade or so back. It should easily handle even a
central air conditioner.”

“Th-thank you,” I gulped, signing the
invoice.

I got him my credit card, and he took down
the numbers, apparently blissfully unaware of what he'd done. Of
what his body had done.

I was to discover that this would happen
every time a man came into the house. It was as if something there
possessed them, and turned them into the physical embodiment of
James again! Their minds went to sleep and instead, horny James was
there!

Which could be a problem, but wasn't
necessarily all bad. I got few male visitors. And as long as I was
careful it should be... manageable.

In the meantime, I discovered that the
company James had bought stock in had been purchased by the Edison
General Electric Company in 1895 in an exchange of stock. He had
ten shares of stock, which was, I discovered, converted into ten
shares of the company which was to become General Electric.

Except that after more than a hundred years
of price appreciation and multiple stock splits those original ten
shares were now worth over a million and a half dollars! I now had
enough money to have someone else finish the house for me and go on
to university!

I took some care in picking men out for the
job, though, meeting them outside the house, and then ensuring they
were either good looking, or letting them into the house while I
waited outside in the garden away from the doors.

The one mistake I made was when I hired
someone to redo some pipes and they started a small fire. That
brought the fire department, who quickly put it out. Except then
all five firemen rode me with frenzied zeal for half an hour before
dressing and leaving!

I was left bruised and battered and all
screamed out!

I went to university, signing up for
Parasychology, which was the subject of studying paranormal
activity. If my life was going to be lived around such shocking and
incredible phenomena I wanted to better understand it!

And in the meantime, I could not resist
provoking the dark heat which lived somewhere in my house, and
somewhere in my mind, like an addict needing her fix, I called it
upon myself again and again, leaving myself drained, breathless and
moaning from the pounding my body and senses received!

It was a dangerous thing, and it threatened
to swamp my mind and turn me into a nymphomaniac. But if life were
meant to be boring our bodies wouldn't provide such intense
pleasure. And I far preferred a life of excitement to one of
chaste, dull routine.

It's possible that one day I will decide to
put aside the watch, and all it stands for, perhaps lock it away in
a vault and live my life normally. Until that day I will ride the
whirlwind and see what it makes of me!

 


End
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