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   Chapter 1: The Offer
 
    
 
   It was late in the afternoon on a hot spring Friday, the last Saturday before Dead Week at the university, and the weather had turned hot.  Dappled sunlight streamed down on the sidewalk that lead up to the large, stately, white-washed house, unadorned even of Greek letters, despite the somewhat common knowledge of the sorority that owned it.  It was a semi-secret sorority, one tolerated not because of its extreme sexual nature, but because of its alumni’s iron fisted control over university officials.   It was the skeleton in the closet, the black sheep among the flock, it was Sigma Epsilon Chi.
 
   Samantha Mayfield stepped gingerly up the sidewalk, her long brunette hair streaming down in a ponytail at the back of her head.  Her porcelain face bore the signs of almost no cosmetics, her “girl-next-door” beauty more than sufficient to attract the longing gazes of both students and professors alike.  Her white blouse was open down the front, just a tad more than modesty allowed, exposing the delicate cream slope of her breasts, both of which were encased in a light pink brassiere that was almost completely visible through the thin cotton.  Her shapely bottom was encased in a black skirt that wrapped its way midway down her thighs.  Certainly higher than her fingertips, it left her white, thigh high stockings just an inch lower than the hem.  Her high heels were strapped delicately around her ankles and toes, arching each foot into that sexually appealing shape that drives men insane.
 
   But Sam barely recognized the suggestiveness, or more accurately, the acute sluttiness of her dress as she shrugged her shoulder, moving her satchel higher up.  She ascended the steps to the porch, seeing the swinging bench, the large thick wood railings, hearing the familiar creak of the planks beneath her feet. 
 
   She dropped her satchel on the floor and almost mindlessly began to unbutton her blouse, humming to herself as she did it.  Her fingers flew down the front of her shirt until she was able to shrug it off, draping it over one arm of the swinging bench, her pink bra seeming to repeat in lace the pattern of the sun falling through the budding leaves of the oak that stood to the side of the porch. 
 
   She wasn’t terribly worried about being seen.  From the sides, the porch was lost amidst the heavy foliage and overgrown boxwood and fotina that bordered the wooden deck, and while it was possible some stray pedestrian or a passing car might get a glimpse of her via the short walkway and stairs leading up to the deck, it would be just a momentary vision.  Besides, she was hardly shy.
 
   In moments the pink lace joined the folds of white cotton, leaving Sam’s breasts bare.  Two cream colored mounds, tipped in the same shade of pink as the bra, seemed to glow in the muted sunlight.  Her fingers unzipped the skirt, working it down over the swell of her hips until the matching rose colored strands of her thong were exposed, and then disappeared back down into the darkness of her bottom.  She deposited the skirt with the rest of her clothes, and then snagged her thong, yanking it down her long legs with practice and grace.  This left her standing in only her thigh high white stockings and the high heels.
 
   It had only been two months since the sorority had started requiring certain novices to strip prior to entering, and Sam had been the first one to stand in sixty degree weather and strip to the skin.  Her mentor, Sister Kristen, had grinned like a Cheshire cat at Sam’s goose bumps as Sam had shivered in the early spring air.  Now, weeks later, the weather was certainly cooperating, and Sam had lost all her inhibitions, as had many of her fellow sorority novices. 
 
   The sorority itself was organized in a hierarchy, with first year members referred to as novices, while older girls were called “sisters” and then eventually “mistress.”  Sam knew that not every novice made it to sister, and not every sister became a mistress, but the she didn’t care.  The last year of friendship, love, sex and discipline had been more than enough to woo Samantha.  She loved the lifestyle.
 
   Gathering her clothes, Sam grasped the door handle and entered the Sorority House.  The main hallway was dark as usual, the light spilling from the glazed glass of the front door, and the far back window.  Common rooms were braced on opposite sides of the hall as Sam’s high heels clacked on the wood, her destination the stairway that led to the upper rooms.
 
   “Samantha,” a voice called out, causing Sam to pause and turn.  Mistress Tami, the senior girl that had chosen and inducted her into the sorority at the beginning of the school year last fall, stood in the doorway of the large common room, her elegant slacks and blouse echoing the richness of her superiority.
 
   “Hello Mistress Tami,” Samantha replied, nodding with both respect and obedience.  The disparity of their dress was more than obvious, echoing their relationship perfectly.  Sam’s nudity, emphasized by the white stockings and heels was the perfect counterpoint to the gray slacks and blue silk blouse of her Mistress.
 
   “Samantha, just leave your belongings in the hall and please come into the common room.  There is someone here who wants to meet with you,” Tami ordered, her voice curiously devoid of emotion.  Sam’s eyebrow went upward with curiosity.  Normally Tami was a very expressive person. It made Samantha wonder. Who could possibly be here at the Sorority House that would put Mistress Tami on edge?  Samantha deposited her belongings on the small hallway table.
 
   Sam followed Tami into the meeting room where she had endured so many torments the previous fall. During her pledge week, a line of wooden chairs had been set up across one end of the room, near the ancient fireplace and hearth.  Each had been fitted with a one of the many mounted dildos used by the sorority; novices were only allowed to sit in one of those wooden chairs.  After the ordeal and her acceptance as a novice, those chairs had been removed to other corners of the house.  In their place, an elegant seating set with leather couches and armchairs had been set before the fireplace.  Only one wooden chair remained, a physical reminder that any novice choosing to mingle with the upper echelons of the sorority did so from a very low place.  The chair itself wasn’t terribly uncomfortable, and it was set in view of both sofas.  The heavy wooden phallus sticking up from the seat glistened with oil.  The novices were required to lubricate every dildo in the house twice a day, and not always with their hands.
 
   Two women were sitting on one of the couches.  Samantha immediately recognized her other mentor, Sister Kristen, who seemed to sit demurely and submissively as she chatted with a beautiful woman in an expensive suit.  Samantha felt a flutter of humiliation as the strange woman’s eyes turned, examining her.  Samantha blushed, surprised.  She thought she’d moved beyond that sensation months ago. 
 
   “Samantha,” Mistress Tami began, “I would like to introduce Mistress Calli Weston.” 
 
   Sam’s eye widened and she stared at Calli Weston.   The name was very familiar to Samantha since both Kristen and Tami had told so many stories about the infamous dominatrix who had revitalized the basement dungeon beneath the Sorority House.  Calli Weston had been Tami’s mentor, and then Mistress, just as she had dominated Kristen’s novitiate.  It was Mistress Calli who had taken both girls downward to sexually torture them beyond what had become accepted practice at the sorority.  Tami, who had been a “sister” at the time, and only provisionally under Calli’s thumb, had not handled the sexual torment well.  Kristen, who had been a novice, had endured it, and been changed by it.  It had been Kristen who had opened the basement door again and shown Sam the same loving attention and the sadistic side of domination Calli had exemplified.
 
   “Mistress Calli, it’s a pleasure to meet you,” Samantha said submissively, her eyes downcast, as Kristen had taught her.  “I’ve heard so much about you.”
 
   “I can say the same, Samantha.  You are very pretty, I must say.  Kristen was absolutely correct in her assessment of your physique.”  Calli smiled, her manners exquisite.  “Please take a seat.” 
 
   Samantha didn’t have to ask where.  She moved immediately to the wooden chair, spreading her white clad legs to each side.  With very little trouble she positioned herself above the wooden phallus and lowered herself gently. The oiled wood entered her sex and she stifled a groan that seemed to always come when she sat down on one of the many wooden chairs around the Sorority House.  Fully penetrated, she placed her hands on her thighs, palms up, and looked expectantly at the three gathered dominatrix sitting in front of her. 
 
   As Samantha expected, Mistress Calli took the lead.  “I see you’ve adjusted well to the different intrusions membership in our sorority has brought to you.  Both Kristen and Tami speak very highly of you and your appetites.”
 
   Sam pressed her lips together in a barely concealed smile as she shifted slightly on the dildo.  There was a slight squelching sound as she couldn’t help her hips thrusting forward, involuntarily working herself on the thick rod she had impaled herself on.  “Thank you Mistress.”  Sam replied gracefully, nodding ever so slightly.
 
   “And so polite too!”  Calli noted, her dark eyes flashing.  She crossed her legs and leaned back, still svelte and professional.  “Samantha, there is an opportunity that I wanted to offer you, as a member of my sorority.  No doubt you are aware that alumni of Sigma Epsilon Chi take special care of their fellow members in a variety of ways.  I am the Special Assistant to the Director of Client Relations at AMT International.  AMT provides a variety of services in the legal, manufacturing, and customer service fields.  My job is to organize the ‘out-of-office’ activities of current and prospective clients when they come to visit, or when we go overseas to form new relationships and form trade partnerships.”
 
   Samantha sat listening, giving her attention to Mistress Calli.  Kristen was unusually quiet, but grinning, while Mistress Tami had a sick look on her face.  Sam wondered what her two best friends at the Sorority knew about this offer.
 
   “I have need of an intern for this summer, as we have several big contracts coming to fruition.  The official title would be ‘Customer Relations Facilitator’ and it would look very nice on your resume.  The position will last seven weeks, so a week after the term ends you would report to me in Chicago.  It’s an unpaid internship, but there is some compensation.  We would pay all of your travel expenses, fees, and provide you with appropriate attire for your work.  As for a place to stay, I’d be happy to put you up at my place.”
 
   Sam’s mouth opened in surprise and her eyes widened.  The offer was a total shock.  She glanced at Mistress Tami still sat quietly, her expression stoic, her arms crossed across her chest.  For a moment Sam grew concerned and she looked back at Mistress Calli.  “What exactly will my responsibilities be?”
 
   Mistress Calli leaned forward.  “On occasion you will be assigned one of our prospective clients.  You will provide our client with anything necessary to make them happy and interested in our company.  You will be their…” she paused momentarily. “Escort.”
 
   Sam stiffened at the word, suddenly understanding.  She glanced at Tami and bit her lip, thinking.  “Why me?  What makes me the right person for this job?”
 
   Calli and Kristen glanced at each other, but it was Kristen who spoke.  “It’s because of what you are Sam.”
 
   Calli’s hand rose, attracting Samantha’s attention.  “Let’s be totally honest, Kristen.  Samantha, there is an expectation that some, if not most of the services you will be providing our clients will be sexual in nature.  You will attend parties and other outings with them, but you will act as a willing partner for their every need.”  Mistress Calli paused momentarily.  “Normally, my regular staff handles these kinds of assignments.  The reason you are perfect for this position is that several of our prospective clients this quarter have some very unique tastes in sexual matters and those tastes are exactly the kind of activities that you have been exposed too here at the Sorority House.  I need someone with your flair for the dramatic.”
 
   Samantha leaned back in the chair, Calli’s honesty overwhelming her.  “You’re asking me to be a whore,” she said softly.
 
   “Samantha, I’d like you not to think of it that way.  You will be improving client relations,” Calli replied. Tami snorted.  Sam couldn’t tell if Calli’s comment was sugar coating or just sophistry, but the woman seemed honest.
 
   Sam fidgeted in her seat, feeling the wooden rod impaled in her sex dig into the sides of her well.  Kristen’s eyes flashed with amusement and Samantha knew what Sister Kristen would advise.  But it was Tami’s expression of dour disapproval that made her curious.  Her imagination flashed through a multitude of possible scenarios and she looked up at Calli, her decision already made, though she knew it would upset Mistress Tami.
 
   “And I can stay with you?” Sam asked.
 
   Mistress Calli nodded and then smiled at Kristen. “You were right, Kris.  She is perfect.”  Calli turned to Samantha.  “That’s right Samantha. I have an extra guest room at my home.  We will also provide you with a company car while you are in Chicago, though you may not need it, since you can always ride with me.  Also, we need you to go get your Passport since we will be traveling overseas.  I’m not sure exactly where, but I know we will be going to Japan at least once, possibly twice, and several locations in Europe.”
 
   Sam nodded, still too stunned to reply.
 
   Mistress Calli smiled at the pretty sophomore girl.  “Samantha, I am looking forward to having you with me this summer.  I wish that I could spend some time right now with you, especially in my old dungeon, since I would enjoy hearing you beg me to hurt you, but I have a plane to catch and need to get to the airport if I’m to get back to O’Hare before the end of the day!”  Calli stood up and reached out a hand to Samantha who took it, squeezing lightly.
 
   “Thank you Mistress.”  Samantha said, shaking Calli’s hand.
 
   “Just Calli from here on in, Sam.”  Calli chuckled softly.  “As common as things are at the firm, I don’t think they would handle ‘mistress’ too well.”
 
   Sam nodded.  “Yes, Calli.”
 
   “I’ll be sending you a plane ticket and the name of a respected tailor here in Dallas.  You will need to go and get measured so that we can provide you with all the necessary apparel you will require.
 
   Calli grinned again and then turned to Kristen.  “Walk me out, Kristen.”  Kristen immediately stood and followed the no-nonsense businesswoman as she marched from the room, leaving Samantha alone with Mistress Tami.
 
   Tami sighed and turned toward Samantha.  “Sam, I wish you hadn’t taken this job from Mistress Calli,” she said, her voice soft and slightly sad.
 
   Samantha cocked her head.  “Why not, Mistress Tami?” she asked curiously.
 
   Tami stood up and moved toward the large fireplace, her back toward Samantha.  “Because of what she wants of you.  In almost every case you will be submitting to men, Sam.  Men who will use you, abuse you, torment you, and think nothing of it.  Sam, she needs you because the normal girls she has working for her aren’t going to tolerate the physical tortures that these prospective clients will inflict upon you.”  Tami looked back at Samantha, genuinely distressed. 
 
   “Sam, I told you at the beginning of this semester that I saw a disturbing pattern in your behavior.  You like being submissive too much.  You are the epitome of a nympho humiliation pain slut.  I know of Kristen’s antics with you, the vulgar punishments, the public abasement.  I’ve seen so much of it and I see how much you respond to it, and I’m not sure whether you will be able to make the transition from novice to sister.”
 
   Sam didn’t move a muscle.  Sam’s relationship with Tami was unusual, since Tami’s requirements of her had been miniscule and barely sexual compared with Kristen’s Calli-like tastes.  The occasional spanking and a once weekly full body massage followed by sexual release seemed all that Mistress Tami had needed from Sam.  Privately, Sam had found Tami to be a weak Mistress, but now Sam began to wonder if Tami’s undemanding behavior was more in response to Kristen’s excess.  She didn’t know what to say.
 
   Tami went on however.  “If you take this job I think you will not be able to transition at all.  I’m worried about you serving directly under Kristen as well, and I fear for the next novice who serves under the both of you.  Even if you are promoted to Sister rank, I fear that it will be in name only, since Kristen will dominate you as thoroughly as now, if not more, never letting you build up your own will to dominate.”  Mistress Tami turned and looked at Samantha.  “Am I making any sense, Sam?”
 
   Samantha looked down at her lap.  She felt such empathy for Mistress Tami, and at the moment, a great deal of love for this tall, auburn haired goddess who seemed to care so much.  For a moment, she almost decided to yield to the passive demands of the woman who had brought her into this life, but she knew she couldn’t.
 
   “I’m sorry Mistress Tami.  But I already said yes.”
 
    
 
   Chapter Two
 
    
 
     Samantha gazed down through the small window to her right, watching the miniature scenery flow past. The occasional white fluff of cloud streamed by, illuminated brightly by the sun and Samantha smiled, a playful innocent look that belied the tension she felt. The last two weeks had been a flurry of activity. First, final exams had taken their toll on all of the girls of Sigma Epsilon Chi, but for Samantha, studying had been a grueling sexual experience, especially when the time had come for Sam to help Kristen.  It’s difficult to remember the right answer when strapped down, knowing that another vicious strike of the whip was the response for a missed question.
 
     But their exams were eventually completed and Sam had driven down to Dallas with Kristen in order to visit Director Calli’s tailor, not to mention the stop at the County Clerk’s office to get Samantha’s passport. Another odd visit was the required check-up at one of Director Calli’s “on-call” doctors. Sam grimaced, remembering the four different booster shots she had received. In short order she was packed and ready, the ticket freshly delivered and waiting. It was with tearful goodbyes that Samantha waved at Kristen and walked to her waiting airplane.
 
   Thankfully, neither Kristen nor Calli had required her to wear any of the usual “in public” accoutrements that Kristen usually preferred to inflict upon her. No dildos, no vibrating eggs, not even the small rubber nipple bands that Kristen enjoyed putting on the tips of Sam’s breasts each morning. Samantha felt oddly empty and wondered what it would be like flying all the way from Dallas/Ft. Worth to Chicago without a single sexual experience. She had dressed in casual elegance, a soft white blouse with a dark gray slit skirt that encouraged naughty thoughts but left plenty to the imagination. Underneath was the soft pink thong and her matching lace bra.
 
   It was an uneventful flight and Samantha found herself almost dozing off until she heard the pilot announce their arrival at O’Hare International Airport. A few tense moments later and she was on the ground, watching through the tiny window as the plane taxied to the terminal. When the sound of the engines faded she unbuckled her belt and stood, reaching into the overhead compartment for the small carry-on bag of personal items she had brought.
 
   Calli had sent an email explaining that Samantha wouldn’t need to pack, and that everything would be provided for her. Samantha had wrestled with that for a bit, until Kristen compromised by telling her she could take a small carry-on bag. There were just a few things Sam had tucked away, for the few moments she would call “private time”.
 
   It took a few minutes to orient herself and head toward her meeting place with Mistress Calli. She was practically there when her cell phone rang and she smiled as she saw Calli’s number flashing across the screen. She grinned as she lifted the phone to her ear.
 
   “Hello Calli.”
 
    “I can see you, Sam. Just keep walking toward the door. I’m in green today.” Samantha heard. She looked up and immediately spotted the immaculately dressed mistress who stood near the main exit, hand to her ear. The long blond tresses of Calli’s hair fell down upon her shoulders, highlighted by the light green blouse she wore. Calli smiled as Samantha caught sight of her.  A moment later the two women hugged like long lost friends.
 
     “I am so glad you’re here, Samantha,” Calli said, her voice warm. “Is that all you brought?” she asked.
 
     Sam nodded. “You said I wouldn’t need anything, so this is just a few personal items.”
 
     “And rightly so. A whole new wardrobe has already arrived, with the exception of a few of the items you will need for our trip to Japan,” Calli said, then looked directly at Sam.  “I hope you don’t mind a new wardrobe.  Some of the items might be a bit risqué, but Kristen told me that you were accustomed to wearing revealing outfits in public.”
 
     “Oh no, ma’am. I don’t mind,” Sam replied, blushing slightly.
 
     Calli seemed to wave off Samantha’s discomfort and pulled the young woman forward, obviously heading toward the parking lot. “Of course, you will get to keep the outfits afterward, but I think I mentioned that. Anyway, I want to get you settled tonight because we have a big day tomorrow.”
 
     Sam looked pleased. “I start tomorrow?” she asked.
 
     Calli nodded. “No time like the present. Though don’t worry. Tomorrow is more like orientation. Nothing serious. We’ll go in together and I will hand you off to our human resources department.  You’ll have to endure the usual company orientation flimflam, but then I’ll introduce you to Antonin, who will be your handler.  He’ll give you some basic information about your role and some of the more special intricacies of the job.”
 
    Sam nodded, her mind reeling. She walked briskly, trying to keep pace with Calli, but still seemed to be stumbling behind her. They entered the parking garage and Samantha was surprised to see Calli heading directly for a cherry red Porsche.
 
      “Wow. Nice car,” Sam said appreciatively, eyes wide as Calli laughed and clicked her remote to open the door locks. The all-leather interior furthered Samantha’s opinion that Calli Weston was on the go and that finances weren’t an issue.
 
    “I don’t mean to pry, but didn’t you just graduate from college?”   Samantha asked as she climbed into the car.  Calli laughed.
 
    “I finished my graduate degree, Sam.  International Studies and Relations.  I got this job due to some high placed influence,” Calli explained.  Then her eyes narrowed.  “And it helped being competent at it too.”
 
    Sam blanched. “I’m sorry.  I didn’t mean…”
 
    Calli waved her hand in the air as she started the sports car.  “Don’t worry about it Sam.  Just remember that there are a lot of perks for being a member of Sigma Epsilon Chi, but nothing beats being proficient and intelligent as well as being sexy.”  The purr of the engine rumbled through Sam and the college co-ed nodded.
 
    “I’ll be honest, Samantha. There will be a lot of things to learn. Practically your whole first week is going to be spent memorizing faces, habits, and personality quirks. Your first exam is Friday night. You’ll be accompanying our CEO to a private party at the Monaco.”  Calli put the car in gear and in moments they were weaving their way out of the parking area.
 
     Sam looked over at Calli, a little frightened. “That soon?  What if I make a mistake?” she asked.
 
     Calli glanced over, eyes narrowed. “Then I punish you severely,” she said darkly. The long pause scared Sam but then Calli suddenly laughed at Samantha’s expression and shook her head. “Don’t worry, Sam. It’s not like a mid-semester exam. If you make a mistake it’s nothing more than a polite apology and a pretty smile.” Calli grinned as she gunned the engine and turned off down the highway.  “And maybe a spanking,” she laughed.
 
     “Of course, I do plan to punish you,” Calli continued. “Kristen has been sending me weekly reports of all the little things she’s made you do and what you like. I think I’ll be able to expand quite a bit on your repertoire of turn-ons. Kristen is still a little new to the sadism aspects of our lifestyle,” Calli explained.
 
     Samantha, feeling a little easier, smiled. “I kind of expected it.”
 
     It was Calli’s turn to nod. “I’m sure. Do you like Italian food?”
 
     “I love Italian!” Sam replied eagerly.  After the trip she was hungry.
 
     “Great, my husband Michael is a great cook and he’s making us his famous ricotta and spinach tortellini. I’m looking forward to it.”
 
     It was Sam’s turn to look surprised. “You’re married?” she asked, somewhat astonished.
 
     Calli laughed. “Absolutely. Almost a whole year. It’s been great.”
 
     Sam suddenly felt the awkward feeling again. “Um…not to be …”
 
     “Don’t worry about that. Michael is well aware of our relationship, in fact, while at our house, you will afford him with the same respect and obedience you show me.”
 
     Sam bit her lip. “In all things?” she asked.
 
     Calli nodded. “If he turns and tells you to lie down with your legs spread so he can fuck you silly, you better be in that position before he can get a hold of a whip, not that he would actually do it. He doesn’t get to dominate me, but you’re still a novice. Our house is to be treated just like the Sorority House, with all the same rules.”
 
     “I’m not allowed to wear clothing at the Sorority House. And I have to undress on the front porch,” Sam replied, still a little shocked.
 
     “Those sound like excellent rules.” Calli grinned. She turned and patted Samantha on the knee. “Really Sam, you’ve got nothing to worry about. You will absolutely adore Michael. I swear. Besides, if Michael’s a problem you’re not going to handle your internship very well.” Calli said, returning her attention to the freeway.
 
     Samantha licked her lips and composed her thoughts. “It’s not that I object Calli, it’s just that he’s your husband,” she said.
 
     Calli smiled. “Monogamy is over-rated, kiddo. Men need constant sexual stimulation. If you fail to provide it for them, they’ll go look for it elsewhere. Some find it in innocuous ways; masturbation, writing perverted stories, looking at porn. Others find the real thing too intoxicating. So, from a woman’s perspective, you can either allow it to happen and be a victim, or you can control it. I choose the latter. You are certainly not the first woman I have brought into my home, under my control, in order to keep the reins firmly upon my husband.”
 
     Sam sat astonished, ignoring the scenery of the drive as she stared, open mouthed at Calli. The blond vixen’s comments were so harsh, so powerful, yet so realistic, that Samantha suddenly thought about how she could apply the same lessons to her own life. It was just difficult to imagine that a man married to a woman as beautiful as Calli could even contemplate cheating, much less with only a single year of marriage!  It was all Sam could do to nod as her brain percolated the incredible concepts Calli had just thrust into it.
 
     “So don’t worry about what you and Michael do. I expect he will enjoy having a couple of tumbles when I’m not around, but to be honest, there will be very few instances when I’m not home that he’ll have unfettered access to you.” Calli said, smoothly shifting gears and taking one of the various freeway exits. Samantha watched silently as the Porsche drifted down to the crossroad and turned right toward what was obviously an upscale neighborhood.  “Besides, he’s not very domineering.”
 
     Calli suddenly grinned and reached out to pat Sam on the knee. “Maybe the right thing to do is make him do a few things to you, things usually out of his comfort zone. Michael is not a sadist, though as long as it’s sexually based, he doesn’t mind a bit of masochism. If I make him punish you it will probably give him enough bad vibes he won’t want to touch you again.”
 
   Samantha nodded, wondering just for a moment, if she had truly made the right decision. Everything with Kristen was so much clearer.  Calli was complicated.
 
    The Porsche suddenly slowed and pulled up into a small drive barricaded with a metal gate. Calli reached up to the visor and pressed a small remote that Sam hadn’t previously noticed. With a smooth hum, the black, wrought iron gate rolled aside, allowing the red Porsche to move forward onto the asphalt drive that twisted through tall evergreen trees up to a stately manor.
 
     Samantha was instantly overwhelmed as she took in the huge house. Its large dark brown brick facade was immaculate, as was the landscaping, and Sam swallowed a small touch of jealousy. Calli drove around to the back where she pulled into an open garage with a black shiny floor. Samantha looked down, noticing that the red of the Porsche was reflected.  Another vehicle, a massive black toned Hummer2 stood gleaming in the next space.
 
     “We’re here!” Calli announced, opening her car door and standing up. She looked over at Sam who grabbed hold of the door latch and swung it open carefully. She rose, grasping the small black carry-on and closed the door.
 
    Calli smiled and motioned for Samantha to follow and moved toward a small entry way at the back of the garage. Sam took a deep breath and moved toward the door. Just as Calli was about to grasp the knob, she turned toward Sam and smiled.
 
     “I think this is where the rules of the sorority are supposed to take effect, Sam.” Calli said it politely.
 
     Blushing, Samantha nodded. “Yes ma’am,” she replied. She set down her carry-on and began the process of undressing. It felt odd to be doing it in a garage, and yet for the first time since she had left Texas she felt as if things were returning to normal. Calli had already seen her naked, even impaled upon one of the devilish wooden phalluses that ordained so many of the different chairs at the Sorority House.
 
     It took only a few moments to strip down to her bra and panties and then those too followed. Samantha stood before Calli in only the small black open toed, high heels she had worn on the flight, her glorious naked body glowing in perfect health.  She draped her clothes over the arm that clutched her small bag.
 
     Calli gazed on in open appreciation. “Now that is the way I like to see a novice. Totally naked, open, and ready.”  Calli’s eyes flashed brightly. “Are you ready Sam?” Calli asked intently, her voice dropping into a seductive tone.
 
     Sam looked at Calli quizzically, unsure of what she meant. Calli stepped closer, her hand moving forward to touch Samantha. The strong yet nimble fingers immediately slipped between Sam’s legs, spreading and probing the soft pink folds, finding the immediate rush of wetness. A single finger delved deep into Samantha, spearing her, eliciting the delicious moans of sexual desire. Sam stiffened, eyes closing in animalistic bliss.  Calli’s single finger inside her swirled and Sam struggled to control herself.  Beyond a simple handshake and the chaste hug, there hadn’t been any kind of physical contact between them and the sudden and immediate penetration, there in the garage, was all consuming.
 
     “I have all sorts of phalluses here, Sam. But not all of my chairs are designed for that function. Some are for even more nefarious purposes,” Calli whispered, her mouth close to Samantha’s ear. Sam groaned as Calli’s finger pulled free, leaving the poor girl wanting. Calli lifted it and ran it between her lips, making even the act of sucking Samantha’s juices from the digit an act of graceful indulgence.
 
     “Now my dear, we shall enter my home and I will show you to your room so you can put your things away, as well as conduct you on a small tour. Are you ready?” Calli asked.
 
     Samantha gazed up into Calli’s eyes, her expression already answering the question. Was she ready to enter this den of sinful pleasures, of naughty delights, of sexual depredations?  Was she really ready?  Samantha took a deep breath, her breasts rising, her nipples hard and turgid.  She felt the pulsing wet need between her legs and she smiled at Calli Weston and nodded. “Yes Calli.  I’m ready.”
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Three
 
    
 
     Samantha obediently followed Calli into the house and after being led through an obvious utility room and closet storage area, she was shown into a small den that took her breath away.  Sam was immediately amazed at the rich designer furniture and delicate art that filled the room.  Calli seemed inured to it all and moved through the room quickly, leading Sam deeper into the abode.  Statues of all kind stood on pedestals throughout the house, erotic art that seemed to demand study. Samantha gazed on in wonder as Calli led her from room to room, pointing out interesting artifacts. For Samantha, a number of items called out for her attention, and she promised herself that she would come back and examine some of the more esoteric items.
 
     “This is a collection of stone god phalluses from the Zeta tribe in South America.” Calli was saying, as she gestured to a series of stone pillars ranging in size from something as thick as a common banana to a final pillar which easily had a girth of six inches. “The tribe women would test themselves, to determine who could most easily service the gods. The woman who could take the largest of the pillars was sacrificed.”
 
     Samantha stared in horror. “How was she sacrificed?” she asked, studying the stone rods.
 
     Calli laughed. “Certainly not the way I would want to go!” The older woman shook her head. “Slit throat while being screwed by the chief priest or whatever. I suppose it worked.” Calli sighed. “That’s the whole purpose of Sigma Epsilon Chi, Sam. To end that kind of thing. Sex is a type of power, one in which women are destined to use over men. We must keep power or we’ll be disposable.” She gestured again to the stone pillars and then moved away.
 
     Sam followed, her eyes widening with each step. Finally, Calli led her down one slightly plainer hall.
 
     “This is where our living quarters and guest rooms are. We don’t decorate as much down on this wing, since usually only our maid service and a few special friends come down here,” Calli said. Suddenly she stopped at one door and grinned. “Here, take a look in here. You’ll like this,” she said, and opened the door.
 
     Samantha stepped into the room and once again gasped in surprise. The center of the room was bare of all furniture, yet covered in a heavy padded mat. One wall was completely mirrored and the other three walls were covered in framed pictures, each one sporting an exquisitely drawn picture of a position from the Kama Sutra. Samantha blushed.
 
     Calli smiled mischievously. “One of the best workouts we’ve ever tried,” she said with some satisfaction and turned to Sam. “If you ever really want to have an exercise session with a man, bring him in here. There are over forty positions. You start at that corner and move around. If you can even make it to the fortieth I guarantee you heart will be racing and every muscle will have been thoroughly worked.” She laughed.
 
     “Do you do this with Michael a lot, Calli?” Sam asked, stepping up to one of the pictures and studying it.  The picture was explicit, with a rather beautiful and quite naked couple featured prominently in the center.  The man was standing while the woman was head down, her ankles in his firm grip.  Her knees were bent though, her entire weight on her arms, which curled around her face.  It appeared the man was holding her as if she were a wheelbarrow.  Even more impressive was the fact that it was clear his manhood was buried deep inside her.  Samantha licked her lips.
 
     Calli shrugged. “Often enough. We try to do it once a week, if not twice. The real problem is that Michael can’t make it through the whole thing. I practically have to make him orgasm right before, give him a ‘hard-on’ pill, and hope for the best if I want to do the whole thing.” She sighed. “If he brings you in here, whatever you do, don’t touch his balls. If you stroke his sack he can’t hold off, okay?”
 
     Sam smiled faintly and nodded. “Yes ma’am,” she replied and then turned back to follow Calli as she was led back into the hall.
 
     “Our room is down there, and here is yours.” Calli opened another door, this one painted a peculiar shade of light blue, which obviously was intended to assist a stranger find his or her own room again.
 
     Sam stepped into the guest room and was astonished at the sheer size of it. Easily as big as the common room back at the Sorority House, her room was the same soft baby blue as the door. White lace curtains softened the sunlight that streamed down and when Sam moved to the window she was astonished to see a wide expanse of lakeshore.
 
     “Lake Michigan,” Calli announced with a smile.
 
     Sam grinned. “Was a bathing suit included in my wardrobe?” s asked with a chuckle, looking down at her nude state. “Presuming I’m allowed a suit.” She dropped her carry-on bag and clothing on the small table to the side of the window.
 
     Calli laughed. “Are you kidding? Several. Come see.” Calli strode over to a side door and opened it, revealing a tremendous bathroom and a walk-in closet. To Samantha’s surprise, it was full of clothes. Calli opened the drawer of a built-in bureau and extracted a delicate thong bikini, holding it up with an amused look on her face.
 
     Sam just stood and stared, her eyes drinking in the sight of the many dresses hanging on the hooks. Each was obviously tailored, several glittering, while matching high heels stood beneath each dress. There were even several business suits, cut professionally. Samantha was breathless.  She got to keep all this?
 
     Calli stood silently, watching the astonished college sophomore, soon to be junior, take in the incredible sight. Calli knew full well that while Samantha had come from a middle class family, the overwhelming riches were a sight to behold. She reached out and patted Sam on the shoulder as tears sprang to the naked girl’s eyes.
 
     “I’m sorry Calli, I’m just speechless.” Sam said, trying to deal with the rush of emotions. Her eyes once more strayed down the racks, amazed at the variety and beauty of the dresses.
 
     Calli waved a hand. “It was a necessity. You are going to have to look the part, Samantha. You fit our needs perfectly. It’s the classic ‘girl-next-door’ beauty, but with the potential to look as if you stepped out of a limousine every day of your life.” Calli grinned. “Just wait till you’re done at the hairdresser on Friday morning!”
 
     While Sam still stared at the beautiful clothes, longing to move forward and touch them, to try them on, Calli took hold of the naked girl’s arm and gave her a soft hug. There was a moment of silence and then Sam yielded to Calli.  A moment later Sam was following her mistress out of the room.
 
     They walked down the hall, the soft clicks of both women’s high heels echoing lightly on the tile and stucco until they emerged into a large open area that was obviously Calli’s entertainment room. A large television with surrounding speakers stood against one wall, while opposite was an overly large sofa with cushions deep enough for two to lie comfortably in each other’s arms. A fireplace stood at one end of the room with the stereotypical white fur rug before it. Sam grinned.  She wondered how many times Calli had made love on that rug!  A wet bar, fully stocked was next to the fireplace and Sam saw a green felt pool table sitting off to one side. It was a warm, relaxing room.
 
     But it was the tantalizing scents of oregano, basil, marjoram, and garlic coming from another open doorway to Samantha’s right, along with the occasional metal clank that drew Sam’s attention. Calli smiled and motioned Samantha forward and they walked through the entertainment room into one of the largest, most incredible, kitchens Sam had ever seen.
 
     It was huge. Dark black granite and cherry colored cabinetry was the marked style, with polished stainless steel appliances. Two ovens, two microwaves, and an extra-large refrigerator immediately presented themselves.  Its very essence was masculine. Pots and pans hung from an overhead rack which was positioned above an island in the center of the cooking area. But it was not the environment which caused Sam to swallow, but the cook.
 
     Diligently stirring something that smelled delicious, his back was turned when they came in, but Calli’s bright and cheerful greeting made him turn around.
 
     “Hey, dear heart. We’re home,” she said.
 
     Michael turned around and Sam felt her heart flutter. His thick wavy dark hair was almost perfect and just a tad bit tousled. His jaw was clean shaven and angular, but sculpted and he had the body of an athlete. His bare shoulders were thick and muscular.
 
     Michael grinned when he saw Samantha and she blushed scarlet as his eyes took in her unclad beauty.
 
     “Hi, Samantha. I’m Michael. It’s good to know I’m not the only one who’s not allowed clothing in this house!” he said, his voice filled with good humor. Sam looked at him in astonishment and then realized what he meant. He was wearing a cooking apron, a red hot chili emblem emblazoned on the front. But it suddenly became apparent that he wore absolutely nothing underneath.
 
     “Michael, stop teasing the poor girl,” Calli admonished him. “How’s the tortellini coming?”
 
   Michael grinned. “Excellent. Just like momma used to make,” he said and then winked at Sam. “I hope you like pasta, Samantha. This is a special recipe my grandmother brought back from the old country.” He turned back around to the stove and Sam couldn’t help stepping forward to get a glimpse as his bare back was exposed again.  Gazing over the island, her eyes followed the curvature of his spine to the perfectly exposed buttocks. Sam bit her lip, trying to suppress the urge she felt to go around the island, reach out and touch Michael.
 
     Calli moved around and did touch him, squeezing his rear end in a playful manner.  Sam caught the look of exasperated tension on the man’s face.
 
   “Having problems?” Calli chuckled, moving her right arm around to Michael’s front, sliding it under the apron. From the look on Michael’s face, it was apparent to Sam that Calli was touching his cock.  Samantha guessed it was hard as a dried pasta.
 
     “Not until you brought Samantha in,” he said, his voice tight. “I don’t suppose you’d let me have a taste right now?” He begged. Sam swallowed hard, blushing but hoping Calli would allow it.
 
     Calli stood on tip toe and gave Michael a little love bite on the ear, her hand still wrapped around his cock, under the apron.  Her arm moved in soft but steady motions as her fingers teased him. “But we can’t let dinner burn, can we?” she said. “Besides, I thought she would be great for dessert.”
 
     Michael smiled but looked thoughtful. “She could lay across the counter right here next to the stove, dear” he suggested, his voice pleading.
 
     Calli laughed and nodded. “Tell you what. Get out your timer. You have five minutes with her, but in the ass. If you don’t come, too bad.”
 
     He leaned forward and gave her a powerful kiss while Sam’s heart hammered in her chest. She stood stock still until they parted and willingly let Calli pull her forward toward Michael, pushing her past the man until she was up against the counter, right next to the stove. She could feel the heat from the boiling pot on her left side as she was bent over, Calli’s hands pushing on her back, pressing her breasts down upon the cool granite countertop. Sam closed her eyes as Calli’s hands moved down her spine. Samantha heard a cabinet door opening above her and Calli reached up to take something down. “Here, you’ll need something to lube up. I don’t want you to hurt her.”
 
     There was the sound of a plastic lid being popped off and Michael laughed. Samantha felt movement behind her and just as she felt Michael’s hands upon her hips a plastic bin of cooking grease was dropped beside her head. A large scoop had been removed from the bin and Sam’s eyes widened in shock as she saw the imprint of Michael’s cock, clearly visible in the white lard.
 
     Calli stood next to her and Sam stiffened slightly as Calli’s right hand moved down past Sam’s hip bone and began lightly stroking Sam’s clit. In seconds Sam was moaning, her sex a wet morass of need. Just as Sam felt Calli slip a single finger into her body, she felt a more powerful set of hands on her hips. Michael gripped her solidly at the waist and Sam felt something hard and tapered against her bottom. She wriggled a bit, trying to help, but only felt the thick rod pressed against her move in every way but the right one.
 
     Michael repositioned himself and then with a groan, pushed the head of his cock past the tight ring of muscles that bordered Samantha’s bottom. Sam forced herself to relax.  She was no stranger to having things up her rear end, though admittedly it was usually Sister Kristen fooling around with an anal plug back at the Sorority House.  She cried out as he entered, both in pain and in delight, feeling his huge shaft penetrate deeply. It was tight, despite the greasy coating Calli had liberally applied to Michael’s manhood, and it took him a moment to begin the repeating rhythm of thrust and draw.
 
     Sam was only vaguely aware of the ticking of the timer, an old fashioned turnstile clock that sat on the small ledge above the stove. As Michael pistoned behind her, she felt Calli wriggling the buried finger inside Sam’s sex.  Calli pushed a second finger in, eliciting a sharper moan from the impaled girl. In seconds Sam’s body responded, tightening around Michael, but more importantly, squeezing the two penetrating digits Calli was using to stimulate Sam.
 
     “Come on, baby. Come for me.” Calli whispered, her right hand buried between Sam’s legs as her left touched Michael, stroking his shoulder. Sam whimpered in delight and began to tremble as the sensations overwhelmed her.
 
     “Oh God…” Michael said, his eyes closing. Sam felt the powerful thrusts and pushed back to meet them, tightening around his shaft. Michael groaned again.
 
     “Better hurry, honey. Your time is almost up,” Calli said, her voice a mischievous taunt. Michael responded by slamming into Samantha’s bottom even harder, hurrying his thrusts.
 
     Just as Samantha felt the first waves of approaching orgasm, the timer rang, a shattering bell that caused both Sam and Michael to jump despite their coitus. Calli was the first to respond though, pushing Michael away and extracting her fingers from Samantha in one fluid movement. It elicited the same response from both of them, desperate groans that left no doubt to the unfulfilled needs.
 
     “Oh please, Calli!” Michael begged, his brows narrowed in an expression of pain. His cock bobbed up and down, still hard as a rock. His apron was all twisted to the side and Samantha couldn’t help staring at his throbbing shaft as she tried to calm down.  Calli laughed at him, her eyes flashing.
 
     “I gave you five minutes. That was what you agreed to. It’s not my fault you didn’t come in that time limit. Now I think you need to go back to cooking. I don’t want the sauce to burn,” she replied.
 
     Sam stayed put through the entire conversation, eyes open, her heart hammering from the unfulfilled desires still flooding through her. There was a soft ache in her bottom and she tightened her muscles, feeling the sudden emptiness. For a moment she considered turning to Calli and begging, asking to let Michael put himself back inside her. But from Calli’s tone, Samantha knew that it was unlikely the stern and unyielding dominatrix would allow it. In addition, the man was Calli’s husband, and Samantha still felt odd considering the relationship.
 
     Michael gave a disappointed grimace to his wife and moved over to the stove top.  Sam watched him as he carefully stirred the sauce. She wished she could see his cock, to tell if it really was still hard.
 
     “Are you really that desperate?” Calli asked, her voice suddenly tender.
 
     Michael turned, looked at his blond wife desperately, and nodded.
 
     Calli looked as if she were thinking and then seemed to come to a decision.
 
     “I’ll let you fuck her in the ass until you come, but only if you give her pussy twenty strokes,” Calli’s said, her eyes flashing brightly.
 
     Samantha couldn’t help herself, letting out an explosive gasp. Michael’s cock jumped and he turned to look at Calli.
 
     “You know I don’t like doing stuff like that, Calli.” His tone was dark and disapproving.
 
     Calli nodded. “I know. I could order you to do it, but then what would be the point of a reward? Do you want to fuck her or not?”
 
     Michael hesitated. “Can’t you do the whipping?” he asked plaintively.
 
     “I don’t think so. This is about your need. Not mine. Do you want to come in her ass or not?”
 
     Samantha could see the tension on Michael’s face. “I want to, Calli. You know that. I just don’t want to hurt her,” he replied, his hand still stirring the sauce.
 
     Calli smacked her hand into Samantha’s bottom, causing Sam to jump and eliciting a small cry from the naked girl.
 
     “Sam doesn’t mind. She would gladly spread her legs for you to whip.”
 
     Samantha whimpered again, hoping that Michael would agree. She was scared to open her mouth. She didn’t want Calli to change her mind. She closed her eyes, wishing silently Michael would agree.
 
     “Better decide soon, Michael. In five seconds it will be twenty five lashes, straight on her clit.” Calli said.
 
     Sam peeked through closed slits, seeing the indecision on Michael’s face.
 
    “Michael,” she said quickly. “Please, it’s okay. Whip me!”
 
     Another hard slap to the bottom made Sam hiss as the sharp pain radiated outward, followed by heat.
 
   “Silence!” Calli snapped at Samantha, showing the iron will Sister Kristen had always talked about. “It’s at twenty five, Michael. In a moment it will be thirty.”
 
     Sam held her breath as she watched the indecision play across Michael’s face. He glanced down at her, obviously torn between agreeing to whip her and something else. Sam saw him make the decision and his head dipped down.
 
     “I’ll wait,” he said softly. Sam let out a soft groan of disappointment.
 
     Calli chuckled. “Geeze you have a soft heart. Better stir your sauce, but use a spoon and not your dick, okay?” Calli said. She tapped Sam on the shoulder. “Stand up straight, Sam.”
 
     Sam straightened and looked over at Michael, who was trying hard to avoid eye contact. There was a burning ache between Samantha’s legs and she squeezed her thighs together to deal with the wet need the pulsed through her. Calli headed toward the doorway, motioning Samantha to follow her and Sam bit her lip as she walked past Michael.
 
     At the doorway, Calli held up a hand and turned to Sam. “Wait here a moment. Keep an eye on Michael and let me know if he touches his dick for anything more than to clean it off,” she ordered.
 
     “Yes, Calli,” Sam said obediently, turning back around to stare into the kitchen. Michael took a moment to pull a few sheets of paper towel from a role hanging under the cupboards and wiped his cock clean before studiously checking his pots and pans, stirring carefully under Samantha’s eye. The finely sculpted muscles of his shoulders and back bore careful scrutiny from Sam. She was still in the process of imagining Michael screwing her silly when she heard Calli’s voice from behind her.
 
     “Stay right where you are Sam. Just spread your legs wide until your ankles are touching the sides of the doorway.
 
     Sam’s heart thudded and she resisted the urge to glance behind her and Michael turned in surprise. The red sauce covered spoon trembled in his hand as he watched Samantha spread her legs wide apart, each ankle moving outward until she stood splayed in the doorway.  But it wasn’t Samantha’s position that caused his hand to tremble, nor the beauty of the young lady and Sam wondered what Calli was holding at the ready.
 
     “Brace your arms on the door frame too, Sam.” Calli’s voice was like steel.
 
     Sam did as she was told, stretching out her arms. It took no great genius to figure out what was coming, and the wetness between her legs was more than enough to encourage her acceptance. She looked at Michael, a sorrowful expression on her face.
 
     “Wait! Calli! I said I didn’t want her whipped!” Michael said, coming forward, the spoon extended like a medieval broadsword.
 
     Calli peeked over Samantha’s shoulder. “That was never the option. It was whether you would whip her for the chance to fuck her ass again, Michael. You decided that wasn’t acceptable. So now she’s getting whipped by me, except it will be thirty strokes instead of twenty five because you chose not to torture her. Not only that, but she doesn’t get to feel your cock again until after dinner.”
 
     Michael’s eyes narrowed for a second but then he yielded, turning back to the stove to stir his sauce and resentment in one pot.  Samantha felt Calli take a step back and composed herself for the first stroke.
 
     It was an underhand swish, and one that would not usually make Samantha twinge, having been the recipient of many lashings, but Sam played it up, crying out as if in agony so that Michael would react. In truth, her sex exploded in delicious heat as the multithreaded leather whip stung her flesh, even digging slightly into the pink slit of her flower.
 
     Michael turned to watch, his eyes wide as Calli whipped the leather upward again, causing Samantha to hiss and rise up on her toes. She closed her eyes, mouth open in a soft moan, stretching her neck as the delicious blows sent her spiraling back up toward orgasmic release.  Several more strokes later Sam’s sex was a glistening rose, the petals swollen and marked with the faint lines of her whipping. Sam’s hips pumped madly as Calli continued the light but terrible onslaught. As Calli approached the thirtieth stroke she paused and called out to Michael, whose cock was standing at rigid attention under the apron.
 
     “Come here now,” Calli ordered. Michael obeyed, putting down the spoon and hurrying over. “Stand in front of her, your cock between her legs, but not in her. Spread your legs wide.” Calli demanded.
 
     Sam watched as Michael followed the commands, spreading his legs to match hers. He leaned forward, his hands on Sam’s hips as he positioned himself. Their eyes met, a burning intensity, and he leaned forward to kiss her.  Sam opened her mouth as his tongue met hers.  Sam tensed as she felt the length of his cock press against the soaked and tender petals of her sex and she couldn’t help rocking, wanting his manhood to slip in, but knowing that Calli would never allow it.
 
     “Now take her nipples in your fingers and give her a good pinch,” Calli said, taking a step backward.
 
     Sam moaned, hoping he would obey. Her breasts ached in desire and she bit her lip.
 
     “Do it!” Calli yelled, her voice harsh.
 
     Michael looked apologetic and slowly raised his hands, cupping her breasts. His palms were warm. Sam moaned again as his fingers lightly took each nipple and squeezed gently.
 
     “Harder, Michael!” Calli said again.
 
     Sam let out as gasp as the pressure increased on her nipples and she wriggled her bottom, Michael’s pubic hair rubbing against her clit. She groaned, wanting, desperate for the final release. She heard the swish of the whip before it impacted, striking the insides of her thighs and a bit of her flesh.
 
     Michael however stiffened, pinching hard down on Sam’s breasts. The lash of the whip had caught him directly on the extended, hard length of his cock, curling around his balls. He groaned, a look of pain on his face, his fingers tightening reflexively around Sam’s nipples. He began to move away, pulling his cock free when the second lash struck. More of it impacted on Samantha this time, stoking the fires and almost making her release her pressure hold on the door frame. She gasped, pumping her hips, the wet petals of her sex gliding over and around the tip of Michael’s rod. For half a second she almost had him in.  All he would have had to do was thrust forward.
 
     “Back in place,” Calli ordered. Michael, his face matching the color of his pasta sauce, nodded and moved forward. This time however, Samantha was ready, arching her hips so that as he moved his cock struck the base of her tailbone and then drove upward, deeply penetrating her sex. He gasped, pulling out, just as Sam groaned in pleasure.
 
     “My my…what an opportunist!” Calli commented, leaning forward. Michael’s expression was filled with shock and he glanced over at his wife, wondering what diabolical punishment she would inflict on him for the unauthorized penetration.  He glared at Samantha who groaned in sexual need.
 
    “Please Mistress! I didn’t mean to do it!” he said, his voice trembling. Samantha could feel his hands shake through her breasts.
 
     Calli laughed. “I wasn’t talking about you, Michael. Our little vixen here tilted herself so when you moved you’d go in. She’s desperate and horny.” Calli reached up and took a handful of Samantha’s hair, pulling her head back. “Have you come yet, Sam?”
 
     Sam looked up at the ceiling and shook her head. “No Mistress….I mean Calli,” she said, amending herself.
 
     “You want Michael’s cock in you, don’t you?” Calli asked, still gripping Sam hard. Samantha managed to nod.  She made a clicking noise with her tongue.
 
     “Yes please, Calli.”
 
     Calli grinned, an evil mischievous smile. “Too bad.” She turned and looked at her husband. “You. Back to the stove.” She said. “And you, Sam, are heading to your room to get cleaned up.”
 
     Sam let out a whimper as Michael moved away, his cock leaving a warm yet aching need between her legs. Spasms of longing seemed to rock her as she slowly closed her legs, standing erect as Calli watched in amusement. Sam took a moment to calm herself, breathing deeply as her wants and desires still pounded through her blood. She looked at Calli and realized that it was never Calli’s intention to let her orgasm, and that every action of the last thirty minutes had been executed perfectly by a master conductor who knew the performance limits of her instruments.
 
     “Ready to head back to your room? You need a shower to get all that grease out of your bottom.” Calli said, a beaming smile on her face.
 
     Samantha Mayfield looked up at Calli Weston and nodded. “Yes Calli. I’m ready. For whatever comes next.”
 
     Calli ignored the innuendo, held out a hand, taking Sam, and led her from the room.  “Good.  Because that will be dinner.”
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Four
 
    
 
    
 
   Samantha spent several minutes just trying to calm down as she stared out the window of her room.  The blue green waves of Lake Michigan frothed along the shoreline of Calli’s property, and Samantha once again marveled at the extreme beauty of the house and gardens.  Her fingers lightly caressed the long gauze curtains, the light creamy gold contrasting so directly with her own bare pale skin that she was tempted to wrap herself in the see-thru material.
 
   In reality, she was trying to take her mind of the terrible sexual longing that seemed to pulse through her veins.  Meeting Calli’s husband in such a sexually charged atmosphere, along with the rather intense and penetrating personal introduction, had taken their toll on the young co-ed.  Both her bottom and her sex tingled in desire and she bit her lip, trying to control the urge to touch herself until she came.  Back at the Sorority House, Sister Kristen had always insisted that Samantha never masturbate unless ordered, but that she could beg for torment at any time.  Samantha wished that Calli would make another appearance and scratch that most persistent of itches!
 
   Samantha turned and went to the closet, taking time to examine the intricate and beautiful outfits that lined the walls.  Many of them were cut provocatively, even daringly, but to Sam’s astonishment a few had even bordered on downright obscene.  One dress was nothing more than soft purple gauze with a sparse number of silver sequins sewn to the material.  Sam knew instantly that it was entirely opaque and would leave nothing to the imagination.  Some were more costume than clothing; including a private school girl uniform, complete with white blouse and plaid skirt.  There was also a pink dress with frills and lace that Sam wouldn’t want to be caught dead wearing.   It was clearly a little girl’s dress, yet sized appropriately for her.  She was tempted to measure the hem line, but had a feeling that it wouldn’t cover her bottom.
 
   On a whim, Sam explored the drawers, finding a whole new set of lingerie that ran the gauntlet from adventurous to slutty.  Some of it was elegant, some naughty, but Samantha examined each with an open mind, wondering what she would need to wear during her first day at work.  A knock on her door a few minutes later disturbed her from her discoveries, and she immediately went to the door and opened it, looking up into the smiling face of her host.
 
    “Relaxed enough for dinner?” Calli asked with a grin.  She had changed from her light green blouse and skirt into a leather bustier and skin tight leather pants.  All of it was black and Sam realized the only accessory still needed was the whip.
 
    “Yes Calli,” Sam meekly replied, bowing her head.  Calli nodded and took her arm in her own.  As they began walking down the corridor Calli kept a light hold of Sam.
 
    “So what do you think of Michael?” Calli asked conversationally.
 
   Sam glanced up at her host.  “I think he is very sweet and handsome,” she said.   Then in a more daring tone, “But I think he isn’t really cut out to be in charge.”  The statement came out in a dark whisper, as if it were some long held secret.  Calli burst out laughing, her eyes dancing in merriment.
 
    “That is the understatement of the year!” she said.  “But he can be pretty forceful in his own way.  During our second month I tried to cook something and he banished me from the kitchen,” she said with a chuckle.  “I told him I could cook if I wanted too and he gave me a look that I thought I would never see.  He even threatened to spank me with a spatula!”  Calli shook her head.  “I didn’t want him to get any ideas so I announced that from then on he would cook for me.”
 
   Sam laughed as Calli shrugged.  “I suppose I was really giving in to him, but frankly I don’t care.  Besides, he is a superb chef.”
 
    “I’m looking forward to sampling him,” Sam said eagerly.  Then looked embarrassed. “I meant his food,” Samantha replied politely.  Calli only laughed.
 
   They had reached the door that led to the large dining room and Samantha took another deep breath as the kitchen doorway came back into sight.  The incredible aroma from the kitchen had only intensified and Sam once again felt a stirring between her legs, realizing that the scent of Italian food would always be irrevocably linked to her first experience with Michael.
 
   Sam felt a mixture of disappointment and relief as Michael exited the kitchen, now fully dressed in khaki shorts and a polo shirt, carrying a bowl to the exquisitely set table.
 
    “Hi Sam!” he said brightly as he put the bowl down.  He gave her huge smile and once more gazed at her perfect body.  “Come and have a seat.  The best Italian food in Chicago is being served!” 
 
   Sam smiled in return and glanced at Calli who was motioning her forward.  “Your seat is the one on the left.” 
 
   Sam nodded and moved around the table to the chair Calli had indicated.  As she pulled it out, she realized that there had been no way for her to miss which chair was hers: a seven inch dildo that looked dangerously like the punishment phallus at the Sorority House was embedded in the seat.  She glanced up at Calli who was staring at her.
 
    “I wanted you to feel at home.”  Calli said, her voice moving from sweet to steely.  Samantha nodded and moved in front of the chair, gripping the armrests as she lowered herself down.  Part of her longed for the coming impalement of the sex toy, her soaked slit making the implantation of the large dildo that much easier. But another part of her dreaded it, knowing that dinner would be a sexual trial similar to the ones she frequently experienced at the Sorority House.  She let out a soft moan as she felt the thick bulbous head work its way deep.  She shifted a little, getting comfortable as both Calli and Michael sat down, Calli to her right, and Michael directly across from her.
 
   Michael reached out and snagged the bowl of ravioli and passed it to Samantha, his face beaming.  “So Calli tells me you’re still in school.  What year are you?” he asked politely. 
 
   Sam took the proffered bowl and helped herself to the ravioli as she answered.  “I’m actually a junior now,” she said.  “Though it’s taking a bit of getting used to.”
 
   He nodded as she passed the pasta to Calli.  “I can imagine.  So what are you majoring in?”
 
   Sam grinned.  “Well, I’m not totally sure right now, but it’s a toss-up between…” suddenly her voice caught in her throat and she turned and looked at Calli.  The dominatrix sitting at the head of table looked at her without expression as the phallus embedded in Samantha’s body began to vibrate violently.  Samantha let out a small moan and gripped the table hard, knuckles white. 
 
   Michael looked over at his wife, sudden comprehension illuminating his face.  “Ah, playing with our guest?” he asked, his tone a combination of frustration and amusement.
 
   Calli gave him a beaming smile as the vibration inside Samantha suddenly ramped up, churning inside her.  The buzzing was much more intense that the usual vibrators at the Sorority House. 
 
    “Samantha is certainly used to the multi-tasking requirements of being a novice of Sigma Epsilon Chi, and given a moment to compose herself, will no doubt answer your question,” Calli said with assurance. 
 
   As soon as Calli said it, Sam tried to master herself.  She swallowed, closing her eyes, trying to ignore the roar between her legs.  “I’m sorry, Michael.  It was just a surprise,” she explained lightly.
 
    “She’s used to being stuffed and vibrated,” Calli said tersely to her husband, her fork ticking against her plate as she stabbed a piece of ravioli.
 
   Sam gave Calli another worried glance before turning back to Michael.
 
    “I’m going to major in graphic art and design,” she said, finally finishing the answer she had started almost a minute before.
 
   Michael nodded, thoughtfully chewing.  “So you’re okay with all this?” he asked.  Sam could tell that Michael’s question was innocuous, totally without judgment, which Sam felt appropriate.  As Calli’s husband and to some extent, slave himself, Michael could hardly judge her own sexual appetites. 
 
   Sam nodded.  “I’ve been doing it for almost a year,” she replied.  The ravioli was delicious and she dug into her food, trying to ignore the vibrations between her legs.
 
    “So what made you get into it?” Michael asked between mouthfuls.  Sam quickly swallowed, wanting to answer him.
 
    “I got invited, but before that I was kidnapped and these two guys hot waxed me.”  Samantha said.  She had long before gotten over the stigma of her encounters with the “Waxers”, two men who had been kidnapping and sexually assaulting undergrads at her university.
 
   Michael’s eyebrow went up.  “You got kidnapped?  You’re kidding?” he asked, suddenly amazed. 
 
   Over the next twenty minutes Samantha told the story of her encounter during the spring of her freshman year, and how she had been tied down, oiled, and then hot waxed.  Michael asked pointed questions throughout the retelling as they finished off the spinach and romaine salad, the garlic butter rolls, and of course, Michael’s incredible pasta.  Sam had to concentrate on her food, since the story of her assault did nothing to ease the tensions between her legs.  However Calli seemed fully aware of the incident.
 
   At one point during the narrative, Samantha seemed clearly on the verge of orgasm, unable to control herself and Calli turned the vibrator down until it was nothing more than a light buzz.  It made things easier for Sam and she had slowly calmed down enough to continue the story without screaming out her release.  Michael listened in rapt attention as Samantha described the sensations.  The food slowly disappeared until finally all of them had pushed their plates away, sated in at least one way.
 
   Calli looked over at Samantha with an evil glint in her eye.  “I hope you’ve enjoyed the vibrations, but I just wanted to warn you: brace yourself.  If you orgasm, you get punished.  Understand?”
 
   Samantha nodded.  She had clearly been expecting this since the very first moment she had sat down upon the phallic vibrator embedded in her chair.  Calli’s every action since arriving had been to excite Sam, yet provide no relief.  This was a typical ploy Sister Kristen used frequently, and Sam was well aware that when she was warned that a punishment loomed in her future for the crime of giving in, the power was not in her own hands, but the hands of her tormentor.  She also knew that almost always, she would cum, earning the punishment she was meant to have.  Holding off was merely an illusion of choice. 
 
   The intensity of the vibrator inside her suddenly increased and Michael watched with a direct fascination as Samantha moaned, shifting in her seat.  Another electrical sound came from beneath the poor writhing girl and Sam gasped, her hands gripping the table as she tried to figure out what was happening inside her.  It felt as if the phallus had twisted and was rotating deep in her well.
 
   Samantha had been prepared for electrical shocks, but not the steady vibrating, rotating mixer that caressed her in ways previously unimaginable.  And while Sam was privately glad the phallus didn’t thrust, which would have driven her over the edge even quicker, she found herself rocking her hips as her body ripened.  She felt the oncoming orgasm begin to crest again, rising up from her toes to flood her veins with heat.  The entire afternoon’s torments, all stuffed behind a wall of her own making burst forth with a vengeance, overwhelming every inhibition, every measure of control.  With a cry she allowed the release, exploding in a sexual abandonment that made even Calli start with surprise.  It had only taken a single minute of the intense stimulation to bring her to climax and Calli grinned with delight.  Clearly Sam hadn’t even bothered to try to hold off the explosion.
 
   “My goodness.  How deliciously naughty!” Calli exclaimed, watching Samantha’s shaking body.  Michael looked on too, his eyes greedily taking in Samantha’s highly charged released.  It seemed to go on forever, but finally ebbed, leaving Sam slightly dazed.  Samantha slumped in her chair when her body finished its rise and fall, her chest heaving slightly, her luscious breasts and the hardened nipples almost grazing the edge of the table. 
 
   “I know exactly how to deal with a disobedient little girl like you,” Calli said.  Sam turned as Calli stood, motioning Michael to rise as well and Sam looked up, waiting for the dominant woman to give her the order to stand. 
 
    “Get up, Samantha,” Calli ordered.  She lifted a small remote control and Samantha felt the vibrator between her legs shut off.  “Michael, escort Samantha to our play room and put wrist and ankle cuffs on her.” 
 
   Michael nodded, his lips pressed tightly together and he looked over at Sam.  Sam was already rising, the sudden emptiness of her sex squelching noisily as she lifted herself off the phallus.  She let out a small groan as Michael came around the table and wrapped a supporting arm around her waist.  The scent of her arousal and release filled the room.
 
    “Come on Sam.  I’ll take you to the playroom.”
 
   Calli gave Michael a glare, but said nothing as he carefully guided Samantha forward.  As they left the dining room Sam clung to Michael, breathing in his scent, enjoying the feel of his hands against her bare flesh.
 
    “What do you think she will do to me?” Sam asked softly as soon as they were out of earshot.  Her voice was dreamy, almost as if drugged, but Sam knew that the sexual euphoria of her release would fade soon enough.
 
   Michael shrugged.  “I truly have no idea.  But if she wants cuffs on you, I would imagine it will be intense.”  He opened the door to the main hall and they began walking down the corridor.  Sam recognized it as the hall that lead to main parts of the house as well as her own rooms.
 
   Two doors down, near the exercise room, Michael turned and opened a door.  As he stepped into the dark interior a series of wall sconces activated, providing a somewhat creepy, indirect lighting scheme to the room.  Samantha looked around.  The walls were painted a dark, almost gunmetal gray with an off white or cream colored molding.  It was sparsely furnished, and the objects that were artfully arranged, each in their own space, could hardly be described as furniture in the normal sense.  As Sam studied several of the pieces, she suddenly recognized more modern and technically imposing versions of the wooden apparatus at the Sorority House.  To her right sat a motorized “T” bench, designed to spread the bound novice for punishment or pleasure.  A more sophisticated “breast grinder”, a devious device that Mistress Tami had used upon Sam several times during the last year, sat in one corner.  Sam’s eyes failed to recognize several other pieces, and she was totally oblivious to their function, but her gaze lingered on the metal triangle with the blunted top.  Clearly the wooden horse had evolved into a metal one; hard, painful, and just as torturous.
 
   Michael led her to a small cupboard on the far side of the room and opened the black lacquered cabinet.  An assortment of cuffs, whips, chains, clamps, and unusual sex toys sat on the various shelves, along with a collection of tubes, oils, and lotions.  Michael quickly picked up a set of cuffs and turned toward her.
 
    “Your wrists please,” he said with resignation.
 
    “You don’t like this, do you?”  Sam asked as she held out her arms.  The light clinking of the metal buckles were her only answer for a moment, but then Michael looked at her with a sigh.
 
    “Not particularly.”  Michael replied as he secured the padded cuffs to her wrists one at a time.”
 
    “I find that a little odd,” Sam said in consternation.  “Why did you marry her if you don’t like what she does?”
 
   Michael looked up at her in surprise.  “Oh no, you misunderstand,” he said.  “I take no pleasure in witnessing your abuse, your pain, your torments, and your release.  That does very little for me.”   He reached back into the cupboard and removed two more cuffs.  “It’s when she does it to me that I respond.”  He knelt down in front of Sam and began securing the cuffs to both of her ankles.
 
    “So you’re a sexual masochist too?”  Sam asked in wonder, lifting one foot on tiptoe to ease Michael’s task of attaching the ankle cuff.
 
    “Does it really turn you on to watch another girl tortured?”  Michael asked pointedly as he secured the restraints. 
 
   Sam considered the question.  “To be honest, not really.  It’s more jealousy I think.  I want to replace her, experience what she’s going through,” Sam replied.
 
    “You’re going to make a lousy sister for Sigma Epsilon Chi then,” he said, standing back up.
 
   Sam swallowed a certain thrill of fear. “You seem to know a lot about the sorority.” 
 
   Michael shrugged.  “I was with a certain fraternity in college so I’m relatively familiar with Sigma Epsilon Chi.”
 
   Sam couldn’t help asking, “Did you graduate from…”  Michael shook his head.
 
    “No, Calli and I met last year at a special association meeting held by some of Sigma’s more powerful alumni.  I’m actually about six years older than Calli.  I made some money on the stock market, which is how we can afford this place.”
 
   Sam’s eyes widened in surprise.  She had thought Calli was the predominant wage earner.  “So Calli didn’t pay for all this?”
 
   Michael laughed.  “Heck no!  Her salary is generous and quite decent for the services she organizes.  Six figures is still six figures, but I admit the first number of her figure doesn’t quite compare to mine.”   He gave Sam a sudden smile.  “But don’t let Calli know I told you.  One thing Sigma Epsilon members learn is that money equates to power.”  He shrugged again.  “You should have seen the prenuptial agreement I had to sign.”
 
   Sam crossed her arms, rubbing her shoulders.  “I’m just surprised.  That’s all,” she replied.
 
   Michael nodded.  Just then Calli entered the room, her dark eyes flashing in excitement.  She was still dressed in the black leather cat suit, her curves clearly accented by the skin-tight leather.  In her hand was the black leather cat-o-nine-tails she had used on Samantha earlier in the kitchen doorway.
 
    “My, my, you both look delicious.”  Calli announced, moving over to the two submissives.  “Samantha, get out two cuffs, like the ones you are wearing on your wrists and put them on my dear Michael.  I’ve decided that he will be playing as well.”  Calli turned toward her husband.  “And I think that you need to disrobe.  Samantha has already seen your assets, as well as has them rammed up her ass.”
 
   Michael nodded his supplication immediately and moved to remove his shirt as Samantha dug around in the cupboard to find matching cuffs.  As Michael pulled down his khaki shorts and boxers, she pulled out a set of soft rubber padded cuffs.  Michael held out both arms, duplicating her earlier position, quietly watching as she secured them tight around both wrists.
 
   Calli stepped forward when Sam was done, the multi-strand whip swinging lazily.  With a quick flick, she snapped the whip at Michael’s buttocks.  “Move over to the hanging chains!”  Calli ordered suddenly.
 
   Sam watched intrigued as Michael moved toward the center of the room and lifted his arms.  Calli stepped to a small bank of switches on the wall near the door and pressed a button while the thrum of an electric motor whined in the ceiling.  A small spotlight came on, illuminating Michael.  Sam noticed two long chains descending from a set of holes in the ceiling.  As soon as they were near Michael’s extended wrists, Calli flicked the switch again and stepped forward.  Two clips were quickly secured to the chains and bound Michael tightly.  Sam couldn’t help but notice how toned his body was.  His thick manhood stood straight up, clearly in need of attention.
 
   Calli returned to the wall panel and in moments Michael dangled on his tip toes, straining against the chains.  His musculature was even more evident when he was stretched, and Sam licked her lips, jealous of Michael’s position, and jealous of Calli’s possession.  She hoped Calli would let her touch the chiseled perfection of Michael’s form.
 
   Sam’s wish came true almost immediately as Calli motioned her forward.  “On your knees in front of him.  Get that cock into your mouth and bring him close to cumming, but stop when I tell you too.”  For Samantha, such an order was almost exactly what she desired and she moved forward with a grin of excitement.  In short order Michael’s rod was in her mouth as she slurped and sucked upon his shaft with enthusiasm.
 
   Her hands traveled upward along his legs until she found his scrotum, pinned between his thighs because of the awkward position he was bound in.  With a gentle tug she freed it, stroking it lightly as her head bobbed up and down upon him, eliciting a wanton groan from the man.  She could feel him pulsing and when he began thrusting, moving his hips in time to her own long drawing movements, she knew he was getting close. Sam wondered if Calli would stop her in time to prevent Michael from coming.
 
   But Calli’s experience with Michael was much greater than Sam’s and the dominatrix swung her whip across the quivering man’s posterior at full force, startling both Sam and Michael.  He grit his teeth and groaned as she struck him again and Samantha realized that the intense whipping would actually make him last longer.  She redoubled her efforts, running her hands along his body, from his ankles to his nipples, tweaking the small points of his pectorals, her mouth and tongue swirling and sucking non-stop.
 
   Suddenly Calli reached out, pulling Samantha back by the shoulder.  Michael’s cock bobbed free in the air and Sam stared at it, slick and wet, pulsing with immediate and desperate need.  As soon as Sam stopped her ministrations, Calli’s whip went into overdrive and she laid half a dozen strokes across Michael’s backside, followed by one across his wet and rock hard manhood.
 
   As Michael cried out, Sam watched in delighted interest.  She was no stranger to male sexual torment, as often both she and Sister Kristen had taken some of the boys from the fraternity in thrall to Sigma Epsilon Chi and tormented them beyond what some would consider the bounds of decency.  Samantha remembered her pledge week, when she had been the first to actually mount one of the freshman boys in a cock milking challenge that had resulted in her debasement and humiliation in front of the university president.  No, Sam had no problem with Calli’s actions on Michael.  She just wished she was getting some too.
 
   But despite the whipping, Michael’s cock was still rock hard, and he strained against the chains.  Calli reached out and gave the man’s sex a solid squeeze as his head fell forward.  Then she looked over at Sam and grinned.
 
    “Stand up Samantha,” Calli ordered.  As Sam rose the dominatrix found a chair at the side of the room, a hard backed, straight chair that resembled so many of those found at the Sorority House.  She moved it quickly in front of Michael, but behind Samantha, so that the girl and the chair were back to back.
 
    “Get in position.”  Calli said.   Sam was intimately familiar with the position Calli asked for and Michael watched with rapt attention as Sam leaned back, bracing herself against the chair, arms behind her, with spread legs.  The position was designed to present the front of a novice for whipping.  Sam’s arms trembled as she leaned against the back of the chair and she looked at Michael, trying to ignore Calli’s approach.
 
   The dominatrix wasted no time, swinging the cat-o-nine-tails rapidly, aiming directly across Samantha’s loins.  The leather strands curled and slashed across Samantha’s extended mons, the still soaked and swollen petals taking the greatest brunt of each stroke.  Sam hissed, the arches of her feet tightening and she twisted slightly as the heat exploded upward from her sex.  The next swing caught her across both breasts just as the heat reached the nipples.  Sam let out a soft cry, whimpering slightly.  Calli ignored the sounds Sam made, giving the young girl a flurry of blows that created a striped pattern down her front.
 
   As Samantha’s body flooded with the radiating heat, she noticed that Michael’s cock was still rigid as steel, bobbing as his eyes took in her torment.  She could see the displeasure in his eyes as he watched, but his body responded sexually, demanding relief.  Just as another lash kissed Samantha’s most tender crevice, Michael gave out a matching low moan.
 
   And then Calli was standing in front of Sam, reaching down, giving the beautiful lashed girl a deep kiss.  Calli pulled her upright, holding Sam and caressing her, their lips locked together.  Samantha practically swooned in the embrace, feeling the smooth leather of Calli’s outfit against her skin.  Then Calli broke free and pushed Samantha toward Michael.
 
   “Mount him,” Calli ordered.  Sam’s heart suddenly leaped and she smiled, pleased that Calli had read her so well.  Sam moved up to Michael and tried to figure out how she could impale herself on his cock.  He was much taller than her.  Suddenly a loud clatter at her feet distracted her and she saw that Calli had dropped a footstool next to her.  Sam hooked the stool with a toe and dragged it in front of Michael, taking a step upward.  It took her only a few moments after that for her to slip her body along Michael’s, feeling his thick cock slip deep into her sex.
 
   And then to Sam’s surprise Calli was attaching chains to Sam’s wrists, pulling them up and clipping them to the links that held Michael.  Calli stretched her tight, almost pulling her off Michael’s shaft.  Sam pushed herself against the man, clamping herself down upon his cock as she was deftly secured.  Sam tilted her head and looked around Michael’s shoulder as Calli spent almost a minute at the cupboard, finally returning with two sets of nipple clamps.  Sam trembled as Calli reached between them, quickly clamping Michael’s small pectoral nubs, before entangling the chains and then letting Samantha feel the intense bite of the other set.
 
   Sam realized that by twining the chains, Calli had connected them together, even more securely than their physical coupling, and that any movement away from Michael’s chest would result in a painful tug.  She tested the distance, pulling back to take up what little slack was allowed, and finding that after three inches she could feel the steady pull adding to the already intense pinch.  Michael just groaned and shook his head.
 
   As Sam adjusted, she could feel Michael throbbing inside her, his cock beginning to rock back and forth.  She let out a soft sigh, pleased with the thrusting motion, especially after the long torment of vibration in the dining room.  Even the small movements were a delight.  Sam began matching his motions, making the small pelvic thrusts even more effective.  Michael closed his eyes in rapture.
 
   With sudden violence, Calli moved quickly, her booted foot swinging to the stool that supported Samantha, kicking it hard and sending it flying across the room.  Samantha cried out as she dropped, all of half an inch, before the combination of wrist chains, nipple clamps, and Michael’s sex halted her.  Her toes dangled almost a full five inches above the ground as she bounced against the man.  Her breasts throbbed with sensation, tight shooting pains exploding up through her chest.  Just as she began to adjust, Calli swung the whip, this time catching Sam squarely across the bottom.
 
   Unlike the earlier whipping, this stroke was much harder, bringing instant welts across her creamy skin.  Samantha yelped, bucking away from the stroke, mashing her hips against Michael, his cock plunging deep into her well.  Her back arched instinctively, pulling her torso away from his, but causing the nipple clamps that held them together to tighten, shards of pain hitting both.  The soles of her feet scrambled for purchase as she involuntarily squirmed, her weight on Michael’s cock, whimpering cries escaping from her throat.
 
   Calli swung again, and then again, each time laying another set of stripes across Samantha’s posterior.  Each stroke was a mixture of torments for the bound girl as the pain radiated out from her bottom, flashing to heat.  Her breasts burned as her body reacted to the punishment, pulling violently away from Michael, the clamp chains taut.  And lastly her sex ached with both need and pressure, the heavy impact of the whip the driving force of her sexual agitation.  Another five strokes came before Calli moved around to Michael, the whip swinging out to kiss her own husband’s posterior.
 
   Samantha gasped as Michael bucked forward, ramming himself hard into her body.  The touch of the whip against his own buttocks caused his hips to drive forward, and Sam suddenly felt the most intense series of thrusts in her life.  Michael’s cock had become a mechanical piston, moving through her oiled chamber with force.  The crack of the whip would sound and Samantha would gasp as Michael’s cock went from a shallow penetration to deep.  Another few blows and Sam felt the rod inside her suddenly tremble, turning to granite.  Michael began thrusting on his own, ignoring the regular pattern of strokes Calli continued to lay across his buttocks.  Suddenly he let out a deep throated cry from between clenched teeth and Sam felt him erupting inside her, his thick cream bubbling up and filling her well.
 
   Calli stopped in mid-swing and waited, watching the two entangled sex slaves dangle.  Sam whimpered as she felt Michael’s cock wither, allowing her to slip downward, just a tad, tightening the bite of the nipple clamps.  Calli moved forward and deftly released the alligator snaps, which elicited another cry from Sam as the blood rushed back into her crushed nipples.  Michael only groaned.
 
   Sam hung loosely, still tense from the lack of sexual gratification as Calli activated the motor which slowly lowered them both to the ground.  Michael reached out first, steadying Samantha as her feet once more touched the ground.
 
    “Are you okay?” he asked softly, his thumbs stroking the sides of her breasts, but then digging into the soft flesh.  Sam nodded, not wanting to say out loud her desperate need for satisfaction, wondering what Michael would think of her wanton nature.  But Calli was under no constraint and knew precisely the state of Samantha’s sexual need.  “She is not okay.  She’s trembling with desire,” Calli said, interrupting the tender moment between the two naked sex slaves.
 
   Michael held Samantha as Calli quickly released the chains from their cuffs, letting them dangle.  Sam closed her eyes as the dominatrix moved around them, inhaling Michael’s scent, wishing it wasn’t over.  She heard the motor humming and imagined the chains retracting into the ceiling.
 
    “Lie down on your back, Samantha,” Calli suddenly said.  Sam opened her eyes and noticed that the chains had been lowered even further, rather than retracted.  Without a moment’s hesitation she released Michael and lay down, stretching out underneath the two dangling steel link chains.  Calli returned to her side, bending down to grab one cuffed ankle and lifted it up, using the “D” clip carabineer to secure the thick cuff to the chain.  Michael just stood and watched as Calli moved to Sam’s other side and repeated the procedure.
 
   With her legs up in the air and spread slightly, Sam looked over at Michael.  She wondered what was coming next, but suspected that Michael wouldn’t be involved.  Calli activated the motor and Sam felt the chains pulling her feet up until her she struggled to keep herself from banging against the floor. The chains kept climbing and Sam felt the rush of blood to her head as she found herself hanging upside down, the soles of her feet almost touching the ceiling.  Her hair fell beneath her, sweeping the heavily carpeted floor.
 
   Sam groaned as she adjusted to the new position.  It was rare for her to be hung upside down at the Sorority House.  Her legs were spread wider than her arms had been and Sam realized that moving them together would take greater strength than she possessed.   Calli was bustling around her, removing more items from the cupboard, but Samantha was unable to get a good view.  A ripping noise sounded eerily like duct tape and Sam twisted to get a glimpse of her tormentor’s preparations.
 
   Michael had moved to one corner of the room and sat down, knees drawn up to his chin and Sam suddenly had the impression of a sad puppy dog.  His arms were tightly wrapped around his legs and he watched both his wife and Samantha with a look of sorrowful intensity.  Calli’s body blocked the view and she held up an object for Sam to study.
 
    “Take a look at this.”  Calli ordered.  Sam focused on Calli’s hand and noticed she was holding a large pink vibrator.  What captured her attention however was the strip of duct tape that held a thick white candle to the end, with two grooves cut in the tip of the candle to prevent wax from pooling.  Samantha whimpered slightly as Calli wasted no time in turning on the vibrator and embedding it deeply into the waiting wet crevasse between Samantha’s thighs.
 
   The vibrations immediately stoked the fires of her desperation and Sam let out a groan as her sex pulsed and tightened around the phallus.  The sharp snick of a lighter was lost in the sounds of her need and it wasn’t until she felt the first hot stream of wax touch the petals of her sex that she truly understood the nature of the coming torment.
 
   Sam arched her neck, pulling up, looking at the candle and she noticed that the grooves were positioned so that they would direct the wax forward and back, streams of hot fluid melting over her swollen petals and moving to coat either her clitoris or the crack of her bottom.  She bucked again as another hot wave seemed to pool around the vibrator before cooling slightly.
 
   Calli pulled a thick leather sap from behind her back, where it had been thoughtfully tucked into the waist of her black leather pants.  With a casual flick of her wrist, she slapped it hard across the exposed underside of Samantha’s right breast, causing the dangling girl to squeal and buck sending even more hot wax flooding down over the swollen and tender petals of her sex.  Sam pulled her arms up and held them across her bosom, involuntarily guarding her chest from Calli’s strokes.
 
   The dominatrix dropped the sap on the floor and grabbed at Sam, twisting the hapless girl’s arms behind her back and quickly locking one wrist cuff to the other with a silver metal clasp.  The rough handling caused Sam to swing, which caused another hot trickle of melted paraffin to drizzle down between her legs, lightly burning the delicate tissue between her sex and her anus.  The heat made her jerk again, which sent another stream from the candle go even farther.
 
   For Calli, it became a game.  As soon as Samantha mastered herself enough to prevent the hot wax from splashing on her exposed privates, Calli would smash the sap into one or both breasts, creating a rectangular red swath across the creamy white globes.  This radiated pain caused Sam to once again thrash, the movement sending the hot wax even further down along her skin.  It wasn’t long before it appeared as if Sam was wearing a pair of white wax panties.
 
   To Sam, it was as if her loins were on fire, the external heat coating the sweet petals of her sex matching the burning temperature in her depths, created from the constant vibrations.  She began thrashing in her bonds, her mouth opening and closing as she began whispering the word “please” over and over.
 
   Calli was silent, continuing the strokes of the sap until some untold moment when she decided to stop.  Calli reached up and grabbed hold of the candle, ignoring the hot wax that splashed down upon her hand.  Her lips puckered and she extinguished the flame, yanking the candle and vibrator upward, the wax coating around the base cracking.  Calli raised the sap in her right hand and brought it down upon Samantha’s paraffin coated clit, eliciting a high pitched squeal from the inverted captive.  Calli then rammed the vibrator back down, thrusting it powerfully into Sam’s wet oven.
 
   The first thrust was almost enough for Sam, but Calli pulled the vibrator back out and administered another bruising stroke to Samantha’s sex with the sap.  Wax chips went flying as Sam cried out again.  It was the third thrust that took Sam over the edge, the orgasmic explosion ratcheting through her like a ricocheting rocket.  Calli’s final stroke of the sap against Samantha’s tender petals put the last touch of heat into Sam’s release.  She screamed out loud, tensing against the chains as the waves of pleasure and pain rushed through her.
 
   Calli looked down on Samantha, her face set in a smug smirk of power.  With a snap of her fingers, Michael got up from his seat against the wall and operated the switch that lowered the chains holding Samantha upside down.  Slowly the bound girl dropped until she was resting on her side, arms still behind her back.  Calli moved forward and released Sam’s wrists, but left her ankles bound to the chains, her legs still dangling from the lowered restraints and spread in the air.
 
   Sam turned her head to see Michael crawling over as Calli quickly shucked off the black leather pants, exposing a shaven slit that seemed swollen and moist.  Michael wasted no time, moving forward and burying his tongue between Calli’s legs, licking at the clit, suckling as her fingers entwined through his hair.  Calli suddenly twitched and then groaned, holding her husband’s face to her twat as she matched Samantha’s orgasm.  Then it was over and Calli was pulling her black leather pants back on.
 
   Sam lay still, trying to recover from the tensions her hosts had placed upon her body.  The powerful orgasm she had received while being whipped with the sap had been so different from anything Sister Kristen or Mistress Tami had ever done to her, yet it had been familiar.  With a sigh of contentment, she looked around the room again, wondering how soon Director Calli would be using the various machines to inflict that same combination of pain and pleasure.
 
   Calli reached over to the chains still holding Samantha’s legs up, stroking the insteps of both feet lightly, and eliciting a slight shudder from the bound girl.  Sam moaned lightly as Calli freed her, holding her ankles tightly before gently lowering them to the floor.
 
    “Do you think you can stand?” Calli asked Sam softly.  Samantha nodded and pushed herself up, taking hold of the offered hand.  Soon she was standing next to Calli, looking up at her mistress’ face.  Michael still remained nearby, kneeling, his face covered with a glistening sheen of Calli’s love juices.
 
    “Let me help you to your room, my dear,” Calli said, wrapping one arm around the still naked girl’s shoulder.  Samantha gave the black clad woman a smile and together they headed to the door.
 
   An hour later Samantha sat upon her bed, a terry cloth towel loosely draped across her freshly scrubbed and showered body.  Every nook and cranny was freshly cleaned, and Samantha had been pleased to find that Calli stocked her guest bathroom with the same sundries that came standard at Sigma Epsilon Chi, right down to the enema bottle.  Sam studied herself in the mirror.  The marks of the sap had already faded to nothing more than a blush, while the welts of the whip had become raised ridges of swollen flesh; easily felt, but harder to see.  She reached up, taking hold of the thick paddle brush and began pulling its thick bristles through her dark brown hair.
 
   Calli had thanked her for a wonderful evening, giving her a chaste kiss at the door after their session.  Sam had wondered if Calli would enter, for she had longed to pull Calli down upon the bed, removing the black leather and entwining her body along next to Calli.  But it had not happened.  Instead, Sam’s host had departed, either not sensing the heart’s desires that still pulsed within Sam, or ignoring them.  Sam had been left to herself, running soft fingertips over her own slight injuries, letting the little sparks of pain remind her of the completed session.
 
   Just as Sam finished combing her hair there was a soft knocking on the door.  Sam quickly jumped up from the bed, tossing the towel aside, and went naked to answer the summons.  To her surprise, Michael stood in the hallway, dressed in silk boxers and a Chicago Bears tee shirt.
 
    “Hi Michael,” Sam said politely as his eyes couldn’t help put travel downward from her face to her breasts, and then lower.  After an awkward moment he tore his eyes away and looked into her eyes.
 
    “I’m sorry for disturbing you.  Can I speak to you for a moment?” he asked with a warm smile. 
 
   Samantha smiled.  “Sure.  Come on in,” she said.  She turned and stepped toward the bed, accentuating her step so that her bottom swung as if she were still wearing her high heels.  She didn’t need to see if Michael was watching.  She knew he was.  With an energetic spin she sat down on the mattress, putting one leg up so that her pink flower would be perfectly exposed to the man who gingerly took a seat at the other corner, clearly putting some space between the two of them. 
 
    “I’m sorry if Calli hurt you,” he said, somewhat distracted by Samantha’s revealing pose.  Her dark pink slit still glistened.
 
   Sam shrugged.  “I’m not.  I enjoyed every second of it.  I wish she had done more.  But I appreciate the sentiment,” she replied honestly.  Michael clearly looked startled.
 
    “So you enjoy having the crap beaten out of you?” he demanded, clearly disconcerted by her attitude.
 
    “Of course.  I wouldn’t be a novice in Sigma Epsilon Chi if I wasn’t.”  She leaned forward, her bare breasts dangling.  “Look Michael, I like that kind of stuff.  It intensifies the pleasure for me.  It’s like…getting in the pool before you get in a hot tub.  If I got in the hot tub first, the water would only be hot.  But if I cool down in the pool first, then I can tolerate a lot more hot tub.  And I like the hot tub.”
 
   Michael said nothing, his eyes once more tracing their way from her breasts to her sex.  After a moment he nodded.  “I was afraid of that.  So pain is a turn on for you.”
 
   Sam nodded.  “It’s one of them at least.  I also love being restrained.  Embarrassed.  Even humiliated.  It’s what changes the temperature.  The pain is an intensifier.”
 
   Michael looked down at his hands, folding them together.  “Have you ever had sex… you know…the normal way?”
 
   Samantha smiled.  “Michael, I’ve had sex in almost every way.”  She looked over at his hands and noticed he was trying to hide the growing shaft of his cock.  She leaned forward and moved onto all fours as she crept across the expensive coverlet.  Her rump swayed dramatically as she stalked forward like a predatory feline.  “I especially enjoyed it this afternoon when you took me in the ass,” Sam whispered, her eyes flashing with hunger.  “It’s too bad you didn’t get to finish.”  She twitched her hip which did some marvelous things to her posterior.  Michael’s eyes slipped past her face and down her back to watch.   But then her lips were close to his and she took advantage of that fact, pressing her face to his.
 
   Their kiss was sudden and Michael stiffened, but melted almost immediately afterward.  He reached up, his hands cupping her breasts, thumbs rubbing across the nipples with gentle strokes.  Sam moaned as their mouths opened, tongues entwining and she lifted one hand to find his shaft.  It was hard and the silk boxers opened at the front, enabling her to quickly grasp him, pulling him out.  She broke their kiss and bent downward, her brown hair spilling into his lap as she took him into her mouth.
 
   Michael had already experienced her cock sucking abilities, but the different position and freedom enabled her to expand on the experience, using both hands to stimulate him.  It took only a minute before his blood began to boil and Samantha quickly lifted up, spinning on the bed to present her posterior, wiggling her hips provocatively.  The soft pink opening just below the brown button of her bottom glistened invitingly.
 
    “So, are you going to finish what you started in the kitchen?  I’m totally ready,” she declared.  Michael wasted no time, rising to his knees and moved across the bed until his shaft was pointed at the small button of her bottom.  As soon as he began to press, she pushed against him and he felt himself slide in as if she was greased.  He moaned as her muscles tightened around him.
 
    “How…?” he gasped as he rammed his shaft into her rear.  Sam settled herself on one arm as the other reached down between her legs to lightly pinch her own clit.  With a soft moan she answered his question between thrusts.
 
    “Sister Kristen…ooohhh….taught me to lube….ooh….myself so that….ahhh….I’d be ready for….yesssss….anything she wanted to ….oh…put inside me….ohhhhh.”
 
   The rhythmic motion of their movements intensified and they shook the bed as Michael pistoned inside her.  The tight tunnel of her bottom clenched around him constantly.  He grabbed her hips and pulled her to him.
 
   Samantha cried out as an explosion rocked through her body, the double stimulation of Michael’s prick impaling her as her own fingers stroked her clit, driving the sensations forward.  She groaned, pushing back and tightening the muscles of her bottom, narrowing the tunnel that Michael was repeatedly moving through.  He gripped her waist, fingers pressed into the soft flesh above her hips, driving himself deeper.  He almost failed to notice her shudder and orgasm as his own erupted, spewing forth inside her.
 
   With a gasp he held her as he emptied his load into her ass, stiff as a board, his cock pulsing with pent up release.  She wriggled against him and then both of them collapsed on the bed, his shaft still buried inside her plump bottom, pillowing his loins.  Sam sighed, pulling out one arm from under her, feeling the weight of Michael pressing her down into the mattress.  For almost a minute they lay that way as his rod softened, slipping from her body.  He rolled onto his side, his hand coming up to stroke the small of her back.
 
    “That was incredible,” he said softly.
 
   Sam grinned, turning her head and sweeping her hair out of her eyes.  “Glad you liked it,” she replied, her voice tinged with exhaustion.
 
   Michael sighed in pleasure again, stretching alongside her.  “So you keep your ass permanently lubricated.”  It was more a statement than a question.
 
    “Yes.”  Sam said in a matter of fact tone.  “When you live in a house where most of the chairs have six inch long dildos pointing straight up out of the seat, you learn quickly that it’s a wise choice to keep yourself lubricated.”
 
   Michael chuckled and propped himself up on one arm, looking down at her.  “I thought those were for your pussy.  Not your ass,” he replied.
 
   Sam shrugged.  “Depends on how fast you’re forced to sit down, your aim, and some of the chairs have double dildos, so occasionally there’s no choice.”
 
    “I see.”
 
   Stretching languidly, Samantha sat upright and swiveled, tucking her knees under her chin.  “So do I pass the cock-sucking requirements?” she asked.
 
   Michael smiled wickedly.  “I believe so.  Though I suspect that practice is the key ingredient in keeping that skill up to par.”
 
   Sam swung her legs to the floor and stood up.  “Wait here,” she said softly.  In a trice she entered the bathroom, wet a washcloth with warm water and returned to the bed.  Michael lay back as she began to clean him, softly stroking his shaft and loins.  After a few moments she tossed the washcloth to the floor and slipped up beside him, still on all fours.  Her hair dangled down as he gazed up at her perfect breasts.
 
    “You know what the best way to test a girl’s ability to give a blow job is, right?” she said with a naughty look.
 
   Michael pulled his eyes away from her chest, a confused look on his face.  “No, what?”
 
    “Do it after he’s just come,” she whispered and she slid downward, skin stroking skin, until all Michael felt was the warm wetness of her love.
 
                         
 
    
 
   Chapter Five
 
    
 
    
 
   The following morning was a whirlwind of activity for Samantha.  She had woken sticky and realized that she needed another shower.  Calli had knocked on the door around seven and announced to a rather wet and sudsy Samantha that breakfast was on the kitchen counter if she was hungry.  Samantha had thanked Calli and then hurried through her usual morning routine.  Once she had put on her makeup she had padded naked through the house to the kitchen, smelling coffee in the air.
 
   Breakfast was a selection of bagels, muffins, and fresh fruit, along with a rasher of bacon that seemed to sizzle even out of the frying pan.  Michael was sitting at the dining room table attired in a simple terry cloth bath robe and gave her a smile as she sat down across from him.  For a moment, Samantha felt awkward.  Did Calli know that Michael had come to see Sam after their first tryst?  Did she know he stayed half the night?  She glanced at Michael, somewhat leery of creating a stir. The Wall Street Journal was propped up in front of him, opened to the stock prices.  Calli, who was sitting at the head of the table, seemed oblivious of Samantha’s nervousness and concentrated on placing a thin smear of cream cheese on a multigrain bagel.
 
   Calli put down her breakfast a moment later and looked over at Samantha.  “Well, I have to say I’m just a tad bit disappointed,” she said smartly.
 
   Samantha’s face went white and she froze, her hand half extended for the strawberry preserves that sat in the middle of the table.  Even Michael looked up over his table.
 
    “I was hoping you’d come out dressed for work, and I’d get to punish you for not being appropriately attired in my home,” Calli said with a grin.  Samantha sighed and then smiled at the beautiful woman before her.  “Do you know what you’re going to wear for your first day?”
 
   Sam looked thoughtful. “I figured one of the business suits?  Unless you have a suggestion?”
 
    “As a matter of fact, I do.  There is a cream colored outfit which I think would look superb on you.  It’s basically a skirt and a top, but it should work nicely.  Not too conservative and definitely scrumptious. Oh, and don’t bother wearing a bra.  You don’t need it anyway and the top will look better with just you in it.”
 
   Samantha blinked.  She remembered seeing something in the guest room closet that resembled what Calli was describing, but it had looked like something she might wear to an upscale club.  Not to a new job.
 
    “Are you sure that’s appropriate for a…” Sam started to say.
 
   Calli gave her a hard stare.  “Samantha, who is your boss?”
 
   Sam flushed beet red.  “You are, Calli.”
 
    “Then I think you should finish your bacon, then go get dressed.  Today is going to be pretty busy, but also terribly boring.”
 
   Sam nodded but then looked at Calli quizzically.  “Boring?  Like as in political science boring?  Or as in no sex stuff boring?”
 
    “Probably both,” Calli said, finally giving Samantha a grin.  “You’ve got to attend the orientation program.  It’s a requirement for all new employees, regardless of their position in the company.  In fact, it lasts two days.  The only good news is that you’ll be able to come up to see me this afternoon.  They always let the trainees and interns out early.  But basically you will spend the day learning about the company’s history, its projects, and its future.  Horribly dull stuff unless you’re into stocks and bonds and corporate takeovers.”
 
    “You can fill an entire day with that?”  Sam asked with resignation.
 
   Calli laughed.  “Not really.  There is also a couple of tours, plus a phenomenal catered lunch, and when they let you out you will head up to my office.  That way you can meet Antonin, your handler and maybe even get a chance to look over some of the projects you’ll be working on.  The second day is more hands on.  They teach you our computer system, inter-office protocols, that sort of stuff.” 
 
   Samantha shrugged.  “I think I can handle that.  It actually sounds a lot like the first few days of class.  You would think professors would realize that we can actually read a syllabus on our own.”
 
   With a nod, Calli smiled.  “It gets a little better in grad school, Sam.  But you are exactly right.  Wednesday will be more exciting.  You’ll begin some prep work with Antonin.  He’s Russian and very handsome.”
 
   Sam look intrigued.  Calli had mentioned that title again.  “I get a handler?”  Samantha asked, finishing up her bacon and grabbing a blueberry muffin.
 
   Calli nodded.  “Yes, each of my special assistants gets a handler who manages their time, equipment, supplies, safety, housing and travel arrangements.  Antonin is my best.  He’s a former KGB officer who knows the ins and outs of the espionage world.”  Calli said, her eyes flashing.
 
   Sam looked up from her blueberry filled muffin and looked at Calli in concern.  “Espionage?  I’m not going to be doing anything illegal or dangerous am I?” she asked.
 
   Calli laughed.  “Oh no.  Your role is more important.  Antonin is there to make sure that everything you need is just so.  He makes sure you are taken care of; from a clean hotel room, to arranging for a car.  He’s also there to make sure you are safe.”
 
    “Oh.  Okay,” Sam replied, not certain of how she should feel about the situation.  
 
   It only took Sam a few minutes to make her way back to the guest room and she quickly pulled out Calli’s suggested attire.  To Samantha’s dismay, the skirt barely came down mid-thigh.  The blouse was even worse, lacking the necessary buttons to secure the front properly.  Had Sam not been used to being paraded around in similar outfits back at home, she’d have resisted wearing the blouse.  The collar dipped and showed an unseemly amount of cleavage. She swallowed hard as she looked in the mirror.  She couldn’t help feeling as if she were dressed as a secretary whose position was as much under the desk as bent over it.  A moment later Calli knocked on the open door frame and glanced in.
 
   
  
 

 “Mmmm… yes.  That is very nice,” she said with appreciation as Samantha turned to the door. 
 
    “Calli, it’s not that I mind, but are you sure that wearing something like this will be…”
 
    “Appreciated?  Absolutely.  Just don’t say yes to any date requests.  You are otherwise occupied.”  Calli’s eyes roamed over Samantha’s rather prominent bosom.  “You are scrumptious though” she paused dramatically, “and will certainly turn a few heads.  Don’t’ forget the shoes.”
 
   Sam slipped on the matching high heels and then met with Calli in the hall.  Together they headed out to the garage and began the drive to the office.  The conversation in the car was on mundane topics and no mention was made of Sam’s late night tryst with Michael.  The drive was also fascinating since Samantha was able to see even more of Chicago’s downtown.  The famous Sear’s Tower was the only building she readily recognized as they threaded their way down a maze of streets.  After thirty minutes, Calli pulled up into a reserved parking space in a basement garage of one of the other skyscrapers.
 
    “We’re here!” Calli announced, opening up the door of her car. “I’ll take you to the orientation room and drop you off.  We’ll see each other later, but I’ve got a pretty full plate today, so it may not be until this afternoon.  When orientation ends, make sure you come up to my office.” 
 
   Samantha nodded.  “Will I be able to find it?” she asked, getting out of the car.  Sam was glad that Sister Kristen had kept her in high heels almost the entire year since the pair Calli had bought to match the skirt and top gave Sam an additional three and a half inches.  Carefully, Samantha followed Calli down the row of parked cars.  An executive elevator stood at one end of the reserved parking area and Calli pressed the button for the third floor.  “My office is on the twenty third floor, but they will walk you by it on the tour.”  Sam nodded, mentally noting the floor numbers as the elevator whisked them upward.
 
   The third floor of the building was decorated in a mixed style of classical and modern, oddly complimenting each other.  Samantha followed Calli who strode through the halls like royalty, and the few people they passed nodded at her in greeting.  The corners of each hallway had the large circular mirrors to prevent you from slamming into fellow co-workers, and Samantha lost track of the rows of offices that lined the interior.
 
    “Here we are,” Calli said, stepping aside and motioning Samantha to enter.  Sam stepped into a brightly lit room filled with three rows of tables.  Padded folding chairs were lined up along one side of each table, all facing toward a large white marker board that lined one wall of the room.  For Samantha, it was a familiar setting, with its resemblance to one of her own college classrooms.   A number of other people sat stiffly in at the tables, studiously looking at their Blackberries.  However, that completely changed as they noticed Samantha.  Even the women looked at her in shock and Sam felt her heart thud painfully in her chest.  Everyone else was dressed conservatively.  She, on the other hand, looked like a secretary looking for a fuck.  Compared to everyone else, her obvious sexual appeal was readily apparent.  She turned and gave Calli a questioning grimace but merely got a pat on her shoulder.  Calli then disappeared back down the hall, leaving Sam to endure the heated stares of her fellow classmates.  Sam took a deep breath and then headed to an empty seat, resigned to the next two days of “orientation”.
 
   Later that afternoon, mind numb and stiff, Samantha pressed the button for the twenty-third floor and felt the elevator rise.  The mirrored interior was elegant and she couldn’t help studying her reflection in the reflective surface.  Her breasts seemed huge thanks to the cut of the blouse and the flared and dipped collar.  The form fitting skirt still hugged her shapely bottom, and except for her hair being just a little lifeless, she still looked relatively decent.  The orientation class had been grueling, but only from a mental standpoint, though admittedly her feet hurt.  While lacking the energy of her early morning self, Samantha was still standing straight and she realized she was more mentally fatigued than physically.  She felt the elevator slow and stop and then doors opened on to the twenty third floor of the office building.
 
   The hallway was lavishly decorated and looked like a cross between old world elegance and modern art deco.  She marched toward Calli’s office, a corner window suite that showed a better sense of interior design than the hallways.  Earlier in the day Samantha and her orientation classmates had been shown this floor and even “met” Calli, who greeted the assembled new hires with a smile and encouraging comment.  Only a special wink directed at Sam had passed between the two of them.  Now it was approaching four o’clock in the afternoon and Sam opened the door of Calli’s office and stepped in.
 
   Calli was talking on the phone but grinned as Sam entered and motioned her toward one of the empty chairs near her desk.  Sam took a moment to look around Calli’s personal workspace, noting the expensive computer, a large wall mounted corkboard filled with photographs and names, and even a strange clock that looked like a map of the world, which was illuminated in turn by a moving “sun”.  Samantha could see that it was already night time in London, not to mention all of Europe and a good portion of Asia.  As it was, sunrise was already creeping up on Japan.
 
    “You like my clock?” asked Calli, who had just put the phone down with a chuckle.  “I bought that so I could tell what time it was anywhere in the world.  It’s a life saver when you’re dealing with so many different clients.” 
 
   Samantha nodded and smiled.  She stood up and examined the corkboard, looking at the various pictures pinned to the wall.  Several of the various men looked vaguely familiar.  “What is this?” Sam asked.
 
   Calli got up and moved around her desk.  “To put it bluntly, these are the men and women who are either high profile clients, or various politicians that have power in areas this company operates.  Our department researches their various likes and dislikes, habits, needs, and so forth in order to tailor suitable compensation or persuasion in order to get increased business or favorable endorsements.”
 
    “Isn’t that the President of the…” Sam asked, eyes widening in alarm.  Calli laughed.  “Don’t worry about that dear heart.  This gentleman,” Calli tapped on a picture of a handsome Japanese man, “will be your primary target.”  Calli waved a hand in the air.  “But not yet.  That’s not till next month and you will have two weeks to study up.  You still need to get through orientation.  That’s our first priority.” 
 
   Calli’s desk phone suddenly rang and Sam’s mentor moved back around the desk and answered it.  To Sam’s surprise, Calli’s tone changed almost immediately, sounding much more professional, yet somewhat meek. 
 
    “Absolutely sir.  No, we are totally ready for that operation.  Yes, I’ve made a hire for the Takanada account.”  There was a pause.  “Perfectly sir.  Actually, she’s here with me now.  Certainly.  Right away.”  Calli put the phone back in its plastic cradle.  “Time to head upstairs,” Calli said.  “The boss wants to meet you.”
 
   Sam blinked, somewhat surprised.  “The Director of Customer Service?” Samantha asked.  During the tour she had also been introduced to Calli’s direct supervisor, a matronly woman who had looked at Sam with a knowing eye. 
 
   Calli laughed.  “No.  While I report to Barbara, I’ve got a direct line a little higher up.”
 
   Sam blinked.  “You mean the CEO?  Mr. Fredrickson?”  Orientation class had repeated that name at least a hundred times and Samantha had it and the man’s face memorized.  Calli nodded and gave her a smile.
 
    “Barbara knows what I do, but stays out of my way most of the time.  Come on.  He’s on the next floor up,” Calli said brightly.  Sam nodded, still a bit stunned, and obediently followed Calli out of the office.  Together, both women entered the elevator and Calli pushed the button, taking them upward.  When the doors open Samantha was surprised to find herself in a plush waiting room, with an incredibly attractive secretary, wearing an outfit not dissimilar to her own, standing guard between an open door and the elevator.
 
    “Good Afternoon, Ms. Weston.  You can go right in,” the secretary said with a smile. 
 
    “Thanks Alicia,” Calli replied, and motioned Samantha to follow her.  Calli leaned over to Sam and whispered in her ear.  “Alicia used to be one of mine!”  Samantha glanced back, but the beautiful blond woman was already taking a seat behind a desk again.  Sam took a deep breath and continued onward, following Calli.
 
   Mr. Fredrickson’s office suite was huge, with a large conference table sitting near the interior wall, a small door that obviously lead to a private bathroom, and what looked like a fully stocked bar.  Two entire walls of the office were nothing but windows looking out over the entire city of Chicago.  Sitting in the very apex of the view was a huge teak desk, elegantly decorated but relatively clear of office debris.  Behind it sat Mr. Fredrickson.
 
   He was in his early fifties, with just a touch of gray showing in his dark brown hair.  He was thin, but in an athletic way that made Samantha suspicious that a good portion of his evenings were filled with time at the gym.  Frankly, to Samantha, he looked like a racquetball player, a sport she enjoyed and even played back at the University. 
 
    “Ah! Calli! Great!”  Joseph Fredrickson said, standing up and coming around his desk.  Calli and Samantha approached, with Sam a few steps behind.  Mr. Fredrickson gave Calli’s hand a little squeeze and then his penetrating gaze fell on Samantha.
 
    “Mr. Fredrickson, this is Samantha Mayfield, the summer intern I hired for the Takanada Account,” Calli said, introducing Sam.
 
    “It’s a pleasure to meet you Mr. Fredrickson,” Sam said, trying to put both energy and a pleasant demeanor into the greeting.  She held out her hand and he took it, almost caressing it as they touched.
 
   Fredrickson returned the smile.  “It’s good to meet you Samantha.  You certainly look perfect for the position.  I expect that Calli has made you aware of the unusual nature of the account?”
 
   For a moment Samantha was confused.  Unusual nature?  But then Calli’s explanation back at the Sorority House came to mind, and Sam remembered how Calli had explained that Sam’s unusual sexual proclivities were practically tailor made for this position.  Sam looked at Mr. Fredrickson and nodded.  “Yes sir.  She has explained to me the requirements.”
 
   An arched eyebrow was the CEO’s only reply and he looked over at Calli.  “Are you sure about this?  We need Takanada’s cooperation in the Kyoto deal.  It almost would be better not to do and fail at getting the preferential standing, than risk offending him.”  He looked directly at Calli, his face stern.
 
   Calli gave the CEO a reassuring smile.  “I can assure you that Samantha comes with the highest recommendation.  I have also personally examined her capabilities and find them in order.”
 
   Fredrickson glanced back at Sam and then his eyes narrowed.  “So you claim. We’ll see.  I’ll send her back down to your office in a little bit.” He turned his gaze toward Sam and Calli nodded.  Sam stiffened slightly.  Calli turned toward her.
 
   “Samantha.  I’ll see you in a little while.  Please follow any orders you receive from Mr. Fredrickson as if they were from me.  Understood?” 
 
   With that command Samantha relaxed slightly.  “Yes Mistress,” she replied, completely forgetting that Calli had ordered her not to call her that in front of others.  But if Calli Weston noticed, she didn’t mention it.  Sam watched as Calli nodded once more at Mr. Fredrickson and then left the office, closing the door on her way out.
 
   For a moment Mr. Fredrickson stood there, his eyes examining Samantha.  Sam took a deep breath and folded her hands in front of her, waiting patiently.  She had no idea what was coming, but felt that she would be able to handle it.  Surprisingly, she was already feeling a slight tingling between her legs as the sexual tension began to build.  She watched Mr. Fredrickson return to his office chair and sit down, leaning back.
 
    “All right, Samantha.  Why don’t you get more comfortable?  As delightful as that blouse is, I’m sure you’ll feel more relaxed with it off.”  The last sentence was delivered as an order, the kind you don’t argue with.  Despite the fact that she wore nothing underneath the blouse, Samantha nodded and quickly reached up to the front of her shirt.  Slowly, with a soft gleam in her eye, she began unbuttoning the front.  Perfect pale skin appeared from her throat to her belly and then she pulled the loosened front of the blouse apart, exposing both of her incredible, firm breasts to the executive sitting behind the chair. 
 
   With his eyes glued to the delicate points of her breasts, Samantha shrugged out of the blouse, letting the soft material slip down her shoulders.  When it came loose, she caught it with one hand and then glanced around for a place to set it.
 
    “On the conference table, my dear,” Fredrickson said, putting his fingers together. Sam turned slightly and walked over to the table and laid her blouse down. It gave Fredrickson a chance to examine her back, not to mention the movement of her rump.
 
    “Your skirt now,” Fredrickson ordered next.  Samantha turned back toward the CEO and her fingers moved downward, pulling at the elastic and hook fastening of her skirt.  It slipped down her bare legs and she bent at the waist to step out of the heavy cotton.  Folding it was a breeze and it too went into a pile on the conference table, leaving her standing before Fredrickson in nothing but a light pink thong and high heels.  She resisted the urge to cross her arms across her bare breasts, and instead lifted one leg up slightly and mentally forced her hands to hang limply at her hips.
 
   Fredrickson stared at her studiously, examining her curvature with intense interest.  Sam let a tiny smile of anticipation creep onto her face and when he finally returned it, she knew she had pleased him.  Carefully, she took a few steps forward, crossing her ankles with each step, accentuating the swing of her hips.  When she was in touching distance he reached out, sliding his fingers along her arms.  She shivered slightly under his hand, but not with revulsion.  She wanted him physically and when his fingers slid down her arms and onto the soft expanse of her breasts, she lifted her chin and exposed her neck.
 
   His hands pressed into the soft flesh of her bosom and Samantha moaned lightly, loving the texture and feel of the caress.  Fredrickson dug his thumbs into her nipples, stroking the stiffened tips until he finally bent down, suckling first one and then the other between his lips.  Sam leaned into him and then arched her back, her arms around him as he nibbled upon her front.  Then his hands went downward to cup her bottom, slipping under the thong and digging into her rear.  Sam moaned in quiet willingness.
 
   After a long moment, his mouth let go and he straightened.  He was taller than Sam, even with the heels on, and he looked down into her willing eyes.  “Did Calli explain to you what your duties would be?” he asked gruffly, his voice filled with need, the sexual tension hanging in the air. 
 
   Sam nodded.  “Yes sir,” she whispered, mentally willing him to tug down her panties next.  A thousand thoughts raced through her mind as her body presented options.  Should she get down on her knees and devour his cock?  Should she pull his head into her bosom again?  Should she ask for a spanking?  Should she strip and beg for him to fuck her?  Instead she stood there as he continued to caress her breasts.  Tiny shivers of pleasure seemed to spark along the tender areola.
 
    “The assignment we have selected you for will not be pleasant.  Did Calli tell you what you would have to endure?” Fredrickson asked, eyes intent.
 
   Sam licked her lips.  “She wasn’t exactly specific, Mr. Fredrickson, but I understand that I’m to be used in that way.”
 
   He nodded this time.  “Do you think you can handle it?”  The tone in his voice made it clear that he had his doubts.  She knew he thought she was attractive enough, but could she handle the abuse?
 
   Sam’s eyes flashed and her smile was incredible.  With a look of fierce determination, she shoved her panties down, much to Fredrickson’s surprise.  She reached out, grabbing at his belt, but he backed away suddenly.
 
    “Wait! Please!  Let me show you?” Samantha begged.
 
   Fredrickson froze, one eyebrow arched in suspicion, but then he took a deep breath and moved back toward her.  Samantha’s fingers found his belt buckle and quickly freed the leather strap.  She pulled it from his pants, tugging it free until it hung from her hand between them.  She knew he was expecting her to suck him, but instead she doubled the thick leather belt and pressed it into his palm.  As soon as he took the belt she gave him a naughty look, turned around, and bent over his desk, her white and perfect rump a delectable target.
 
    “Hit me,” was all she said.
 
   He took a deep breath and then raised the belt.  It came with a swish that cut the air and landed hotly across her rear end.  Instantly an inch thick red line appeared across both globes. Sam hissed, rocking her hips in a lewd fucking motion, but her breasts and hands stayed in place on the desktop.  After a moment she looked back at him. 
 
    “Thank you, sir.  Can I please have another?” she begged.  To his surprise, she actually spread her legs wide, exposing her slit, which was clearly soaked.   He obliged her, striking even harder just an inch or two lower.  Sam winced, twisting in pain, her now dripping sex perfectly visible to Fredrickson’s eyes.  He swung a third time, even before she seemed ready for it, sending the cruel pain of his belt through her like lightning.  Sam let out a thin and reedy cry, bucking but not covering her ass as the searing pain cut into her.  Fredrickson hit her again, and then again, leaving her derriere brightly red.  Finally he paused, clearly not wanting to deal her any real damage.
 
    “I can take more,” Sam whispered, looking back at him and shaking her ass.
 
    “I believe you,” Fredrickson replied, “but I want you available and undamaged for a party this Friday evening.  You’ll be accompanying me and I will need your services.
 
   Sam nodded but held her bent over position.  She eyed him, her gaze lingering on the bulge at the front of his pants.  She wiggled her reddened bottom again and licked her lips.  “Then maybe you should do something that will test me, but not leave marks?”
 
   Fredrickson laughed suddenly.  “Calli chose well.  I might have to offer you a full time position!” He unbuttoned his pants, letting them fall even as he pulled out his prodigious cock.  It slipped inside her immediately, like a well-oiled sword in a leather sheath.  He let out a groan that matched hers as he penetrated her sex, driving his cock forward through her flesh like a plow does the earth.  Sam arched her back, moving in excitement and need as he thrust from behind with her braced upon his desk.  They moved together in equilibrium, rather than as dominant and submissive, until he exploded with a grunt that sent ribbons of white cream shooting deep inside her.
 
   When he pulled out, Sam didn’t wait for permission.  Instead she turned and knelt, grabbing his cock and scrotum and immediately taking it in her mouth.  Fredrickson groaned and allowed her to clean him off, enjoying the delicate caress of her fingers against his testicles.  Her talented mouth slurped quietly and quickly. To his surprise, he felt himself hardening again under her skillful ministration and the tonguing of his cock became something intended to arouse.  When his staff was solid, he pulled away from her, cock straight and hard for the second time.  He lifted her to her feet and pulled her toward the massive windows.
 
   All of Chicago was in view and the sight was impressive.  She could see the Sears Tower and the other skyscrapers seemingly just feet away.  With a firm hand, Fredrickson pressed her up against the heavy glass, mashing her breasts against the skyline.  The surface of the window felt cold to Samantha, but she stifled her reaction.
 
   “Have you seen Chicago, before Samantha Mayfield?” Fredrickson asked softly.  His hand slid down her spine, touching her lightly and sending shivers through her body.  “Because Chicago has now seen you.”  His hand curled around her hip and then slid down to the crevasse between her legs.  She opened herself, putting her high heel clad foot even farther out.  He found the tender nub of her need and he worked it back and forth even as his hardened and slick cock pressed against her bottom. 
 
   “I want you to cum to Chicago.  Show the city what a slut you are, give into the need and the desire,” he said in her ear even as his fingers worked her even harder.  Sam groaned and pushed back against him.  Her hand moved behind her, seeking and finding his cock, squeezing and stroking it.  Finally it was more than Fredrickson could handle. He pushed her to the plush carpeted floor and then kicked off his shoes and trousers.  His jacket and shirt went next, all while she reached for his shaft, stroking and squeezing it with intense desire.  When he finally stood above her undressed she drew him down to her and he pushed her back, his mouth finding hers even as his manhood delved deeply once more into the warm wet slit of her desire.  They moved together and Samantha’s release was quiet and intense, leaving her sated even as he thrust deeply into her.  Finally Fredrickson joined her in climax and Sam smiled as she looked out through the windows, across the city, the company’s chief executive officer mindless mouthing one nipple in sated pleasure.
 
    
 
   Chapter Six
 
    
 
    “So, how is Antonin treating you?” Calli asked as the waiter scurried off to place their orders.  Samantha grinned at Calli from across the small table and laughed lightly.  Almost an entire week had passed and Samantha had adjusted to Calli’s direct demeanor.                  “He walks on eggshells around me.  It’s actually quite sweet. I feel like I’m his kid sister or something,” Sam replied, eyes bright.  “To be honest, I didn’t think there would be so much memorization, but he’s a pretty good study partner.  He even took me to a gym and taught me some self-defense moves!  I hope I won’t need them though. It seems kind of scary”
 
   Callie nodded.  “Antonin is one of the best. But we’ve never had one of our staff injured.  Antonin is just paranoid. When the Soviet Union fell he left their intelligence service and came west, so I guess the lure of capitalism was enough to sway him.” 
 
   Sam snorted.  “That and the fact he’s gay.”
 
   Calli’s eyebrow went up.  “I’m impressed.  Not a lot of people know that.” 
 
    “Well, he’s very butch, that much is obvious, but during our self-defense stuff he put his hands on me in a way that should have aroused a wet noodle.  He made it clear he wasn’t interested,” Sam explained. “It feels different.”
 
   The shrug Calli gave was enough.  “So how are you coming with the targets?” she asked.
 
   Sam grimaced.  “Okay I guess. Good enough that I’ll be able to greet people by name if needed.  Antonin is focusing on guys who will be at tonight’s party.  I’ve got four, though I can’t imagine how I’d be able to handle more than one,” Sam said honestly.
 
    “Don’t worry about that.  You’ll arrive with Fredrickson and do the opening rounds with him.  He will talk to the four men who you’ve studied and get a feel for their position.  Then he’ll tell you which one to engage.  After that you’ll just need to get them back to the hotel room, select the appropriate accoutrements, and enjoy yourself.”
 
   Sam frowned. “It still sounds kind of callous.  I mean, I’m whoring myself…”
 
   Calli glared at Sam. “It is NOT whoring, Sam.”
 
   Sam bit her tongue and glanced down. “I’m sorry, Calli. I just don’t know what else to call it.”
 
   Calli gave her a stern, rather lecturing look.  “You are using all of your assets to promote the company.”
 
   Sam nodded obediently, but was pleased when their lunch arrived a moment later.  She made small talk after that, not wanting to rouse Calli’s ire.  When they finished, Sam said goodbye to Calli, who kissed the young intern on the cheek.
 
    “Be careful.  Listen to Antonin.  I’ll see you tomorrow evening,” Calli said, reaching out to hug Samantha.  Sam smiled and watched as Calli walked off.
 
    “Malyshka, are you ready?” a thickly accented voice asked in Samantha’s ear.  She turned and looked at Antonin.  He was a massive man, easily six feet tall and muscled as if he intended to play professional football or go into wrestling.  His dark brown hair was peppered with gray, especially at the temples and he wore a dark blazer over a turtleneck shirt and dark gray slacks.  At first glance, he didn’t look particularly smart, but once you got to his eyes you could see the depth of intelligence behind them.
 
   Sam grinned.  “It’s just a styling, Antonin.  Really, you don’t have to accompany me everywhere.  I know how to get my hair done.”
 
   The big Russian returned her smile.  “Da.  And then some crazy man will sweep you off your feet and the director will ask Antonin ‘where is the malyshka?’ and Antonin will not know.”
 
   The rest of the afternoon was a whirlwind as Antonin quickly moved her from salon, to sandwich shop, and back to Calli’s residence where Samantha put on the evening dress Calli had selected for her.  Samantha felt awkward sitting in the back of Antonin’s Lexus, a heavy black colored beast with extra horsepower under the hood.  She wasn’t sure if she rated a chauffeur, but she doubted it.  Just before seven, they pulled up in front of the office tower, right behind a limousine.  Antonin got out of the car and opened the door for Samantha.
 
   The girl that got out of the car looked nothing like the college co-ed that had gotten off the airplane just four days before.  Her brunette locks had been curled artfully around her face and the highlights in her hair seemed to glisten.  She had gone from girl-next-door pretty to drop dead gorgeous and the dress, a crimson number that was more ribbon than material, exposed wide swaths of luscious cream colored skin that offset her stunning brown eyes.  Her delicate ankles sported gold and emeralds and the high heels were matching ruby, open toed, and showing off Sam’s instep.  As she stood up, she blinked as Mr. Fredrickson hurried out of the building, heading toward the limousine, wearing a tux.  When Fredrickson’s eye caught her though, he pulled to a halt.  
 
    “Well now, Samantha.  I see that you are my first partner for the evening.  How very lucky for me,” he said politely.  Antonin stepped closer and quickly opened the door of the limo.  Fredrickson was a perfect gentleman and held out one hand for Samantha, who climbed into the spacious interior of the vehicle.  She wasn’t quite sure where to sit, and ended up along the side seat, knees pressed together, half draped across the bench.  Fredrickson climbed in beside her and then the door shut.  Sam knew that Antonin would follow behind in his own car.
 
    “So Samantha, are you ready for the party?” Fredrickson asked.  He seemed a bit preoccupied, despite his obvious pleasure at her appearance.  His eyes kept going to her thighs where the low hem of the dress had ridden up.
 
   “Yes sir. I’m ready,” Sam nodded.
 
    “And you know which men you might be asked to…” his voice trailed off.
 
   Sam smiled. “Of course sir.  There’s Senator…” she was about to say the name, but he waved her off and put a single finger on her lip.
 
   “Better not to say it, my dear.  Rest assured I know that you’ve been well prepared for tonight.”  He settled back as the limo began moving and he gazed across at her.  “From the amount of skin that’s showing, I’m quite positive you aren’t wearing anything under that dress.”
 
   Sam’s eyes widened in mock innocence.  “Why, Mr. Fredrickson!  What a thing to say! I’ll have you know that I am the soul of respectability.”
 
    “Can you even get out of that dress without a pair of scissors handy?” he smirked.
 
   Sam laughed.  “Maybe that’s the fun part.  Opening the present?”
 
   He chuckled.  “I suppose,” he grunted.  “I guess someone will be opening you tonight.  Wish it were me.”
 
   Sam slid forward and put one hand on his knee.  “If you’d like sir, I can give you a quickie before we arrive?” 
 
   Fredrickson thought about it for a moment, and despite the obvious bulge in his pants, he shook his head.  “We don’t have far to go and I don’t want your makeup messed up.”
 
   Sam nodded, but then reached for him anyway.  When he opened his mouth to protest Sam smiled, her fingers teasing his throbbing cock.  “I’ll just rub, I promise.  Didn’t you know that rubbing it makes it feel better?”
 
   Fredrickson barked out a laugh, but moved his hand back.  He closed his eyes as she fiddled with the thick ridge beneath his trousers.  Both of them wished it could get both more intense, but in short order the limo came to a stop and Sam snatched her hand away from Fredrickson’s crotch as the door opened.  The CEO took a moment to adjust himself, giving her a wry look, and then climbed out of the vehicle.  Sam followed a moment later, latched on to Fredrickson’s arm.
 
   The party was glitzy and glamorous and all of the women who arrived either were matronly and wealthy, or disgustingly young and sexy, much as Sam herself was.  The number of trophy wives present was disturbing and Sam found herself led from one conversation to another.  Joseph Fredrickson made the rounds with a skill that actually impressed Samantha.  He seemed to know practically everyone and he politely introduced over and over. 
 
   But it wasn’t until Illinois State Senator Michael Carrock approached Fredrickson that Sam stiffened in surprise.  She recognized him, from the Senator’s quirky smile to the short crew cut.  He was one of her targets!  Quickly she went through the mental profile of him, remembering the man’s likes and dislikes, his work, and most of all, his dark appetites. 
 
    “Joseph!  How are you?” Senator Carrock asked Fredrickson, his beaming smile somewhat plastic.  Sam put a matching smile on her own face as Fredrickson turned and reached out to shake Carrock’s hand.
 
    “Michael!  I’m excellent.  How are you?”
 
   The senator shrugged.  “Well, you know how things are.  This last legislative session was brutal and it’s not like we got anything done.  Those damn Republicans interfered again.”  Then the senator turned and looked at Samantha.  “And who is this lovely young thing gracing your arm Joseph?  Not another secretary I hope?”
 
   Fredrickson laughed, though Sam thought it somewhat brittle.  “Of course not.  However, she is an employee.  Samantha Mayfield, may I introduce you to Senator Barry Carrock.  Senator – Samantha Mayfield.”
 
   The Senator looked down at Sam and made a pointed effort to make sure she knew he was appreciating the barely wrapped body on display before him.  Samantha couldn’t help blushing.  “My goodness, I can’t imagine what position you hold in the company Ms. Mayfield, but I hope you are on the top.”
 
   The sexual innuendo was crude, but Sam smiled back at the Senator warmly.  She laughed and then reached out to place one hand on his bare wrist, her fingers lingering.  “On the contrary, Senator.  I like being on the bottom.  It means I can work my way up.”
 
   The senator’s eyes widened as did his grin.  He nodded his head politely and then looked back at Fredrickson.  “You’ve got a winner with this one, Joseph.”  Then the Senator’s eyes narrowed.  “Did you hear about the tax committee’s new proposal to apply a local tariff on foreign goods?”
 
   Fredrickson jerked his head and a look of consternation crossed his face.  “Are you serious?  Again? I thought we’d already dealt with that!” he said roughly.  Senator Carrock shrugged.  “You know how they are.  I’ve asked them not to, but…”
 
   Fredrickson eyes narrowed.  “I thought you had some influence with the committee.”
 
   Senator Carrock flinched back, but then smiled again. “I do.  I just haven’t called in all my markers yet.  A few of them will be running for reelection next year and their coffers aren’t full, so it may take a little time.”
 
   Fredrickson nodded.  “I see.  Well, it’s something to think about, isn’t it?” he muttered.
 
   Senator Carrock nodded sagely, his eyes moving back to Samantha’s chest.  “Well, let me know if there is anything I can do for you Joseph.”  The senator turned toward Samantha.  “Good evening, young lady. I hope I see you again tonight.  Enjoy the party.”  Then the senator moved off.
 
   Fredrickson let out an explosive breath and muttered a few choice swear words under his breath.
 
    “Mr. Fredrickson?” Sam asked softly, her hand still on his arm.  “I’m not sure I understand what just happened?” she asked.
 
   Fredrickson glanced over at Sam.  “Don’t think about it too much, Ms. Mayfield.  But I’m glad that man is one of your projects.  Please give him about ten or fifteen minutes to find an out of the way spot, then I’d like for you to go encourage him to stifle the committee’s new tax legislation.”
 
   Sam gave Mr. Fredrickson a question glance.  “But I don’t know anything about that.  How am I supposed to…”
 
   Joseph Fredrickson’s stare was enough to quiet her.  “Obviously, you don’t need to know anything about it. He made it clear enough.  Do what you were hired to do and that will be the end of it.”  He pulled his arm away from hers.  “Now go.  Find two glass of champagne and take care of Senator Carrock.”  He turned and walked away.  A few moments later a sultry blond, wearing another highly sexualized dress, was wrapped around Fredrickson’s arm and Samantha recognized her as one of the other girls from Calli’s department.  Sam blinked, surprised and just a little shocked at how quickly things had progressed.
 
   She turned back around and made her way through the crowd.  The party was being held in the gardens and ballroom of the hotel and it only took her half a second to locate both a waiter and two flute glasses of champagne.  Next her eyes sought out Barry Carrock.  He was in one corner, engaged in an animated conversation with another man who looked both irritated and annoyed, all at the same time.  Sam took a sip of her champagne and waited a few feet away and behind the arguing pair until the other man stalked off, leaving Senator Carrock alone.  Sam moved in quickly, before someone else could approach the politician.
 
    “Senator Carrock!  Would you care for a drink?” Samantha asked eagerly as she pushed a glass toward the Senator.  His face was flushed and his eyes were dark and he whirled on her for a moment before his expression softened.
 
    “Oh!  Young lady. Of course. My apologies,” he said.  He accepted the glass gratefully and almost downed it in one pure gulp.  “I hope you weren’t put off by that little argument.  Politics is not for the weak.”
 
   Sam shrugged. “I understand.  I was just making sure that you were having a good time.”
 
   Senator Carrock grinned.  “Well, I’m not terribly fond of parties…” he said lamely.  Samantha blinked, but covered her shock well.  Was he actually going to suggest they leave together this quickly?
 
    “I don’t mind them in general,” she replied, pressing up against the Senator.  His large girth made him soft and she took another sip.  “But I admit, I like them a bit smaller than this,” she said, waving her glass around.
 
    “Really?” the Senator asked.  “And how many people do you think makes for the perfect party?”
 
   Sam’s eyes flashed.  “Just two.”
 
   The senator laughed.  “Doesn’t sound like much of a party,” he said, offering her an out.  Sam grinned back at the man. 
 
    “On the contrary, Senator.  The party games in such an intimate setting are much more interesting.”
 
   He nodded.  “Clearly Joseph knows how to hire the right kind of woman.”
 
    “Senator, you have no idea how right I can be.”
 
   She took his hand and put her drink down on a nearby table.  “To be honest, I had planned to make a late night of it.  So I happen to have a room here.  But I’m not sure where it is.  Do you think you could help me find it?” she asked, with a pouty sort of expression in her eyes.
 
    “I’d be honored, Ms. Mayfield.”
 
   They left the party and Sam only had another glimpse of Fredrickson, who was now being accompanied by a third girl, a dark haired beauty wearing blue.  Samantha realized that a whole cadre of Calli’s staff must have been brought to the party, and one by one, used by Fredrickson.  She put it out of her mind and instead focused on the clammy hand of the Senator, who clutched hers close.
 
   It didn’t take them long to take the elevator up.  The card key slid soundlessly through the reader and a moment later the heavy suite door opened.  Sam led the politician inward and grinned as he looked around the room.  It was massive, clearly one of the presidential suites of the hotel.  The giant king sized bed was already turned down, the cream colored sheets ready for use.  A bottle of champagne, much more expensive than what was being served downstairs was on ice and already opened, with two crystal goblets waiting.  The lights were already lowered and soft music was playing.  If the senator noticed the discrepancy or preparedness, he either chalked it up to Joseph Fredrickson’s great planning, or ignored it all together. 
 
   As soon as the door shut behind them Sam whirled on the senator.  Her mouth locked on to his ravenously, and she pressed herself against him, rubbing the front of her body against his perfectly fitted tux.  The ribbon like material that spanned her bosom wasn’t meant to handle that kind of movement and as she swayed the dark points of her pink nipples popped into view. 
 
   The senator loved it, his eyes widening as his hands came up and began pinching her lightly.  She moaned, finally feeling the sexual beginnings of desire.  She placed her hands over his, arched her back, eyes closed.  He began pawing at her, pushing the crimson ribbons aside until her dress was barely hanging on her frame, her breasts totally exposed.  His mouth latched down on one nipple and he suckled, drawing her into his mouth.
 
   Sam shivered, but she knew she needed to make the night memorable.  Senator Carrock was a powerful man, but he was also one with appetite, and Samantha had the knowledge to not only get what Fredrickson wanted, but to deliver a message.  Slowly she disengaged and stepped back.  Carrock’s hungry eyes followed her and he took a step forward.
 
    “My, my, my, aren’t you wanting,” Sam said naughtily.  Carrock laughed and reached out for her again.  She let him take her, drawing her body toward his.  His fingertips darted over her nipples and then struggled against the rest of the dress, trying to force it off her body.
 
    “Senator, please, wait,” Sam whispered.  He looked up, his eyes burning.  She reached down and cupped his throbbing manhood that bulged at the front of his trousers.  “Give me just a moment to get into something more comfortable and I promise I’ll make your evening one to remember,” she said softly.
 
   He pulled back.  “Naked is just fine,” he growled hungrily and tugged once more at her dress.
 
   She laughed. “It is, but naked is for the end.  This is just the beginning, and I can promise you a fantasy you’ll never forget.”
 
   Carrock took a deep breath, but then let her go. “Besides, I’d hate to rip such an expensive dress.”
 
   Sam’s laugh was bubbling.  “Of course!”  She twirled backward a step, toward the massive walk in closet and bathroom on the other side of the suite.  “Give me just a few minutes, pour us both drinks, and then the fun will begin.
 
   Carrock nodded and turned toward the wet bar, ignoring the champagne as he pulled his bowtie loose.   Sam took a deep breath and then hurried into the closet.  The outfit she intended to put on was already waiting for her, one of four.  She grabbed it and quickly removed the remnants of her evening dress, kicking it into one corner.  Then she slipped on the ridiculous costume, picked up the required accessory, and then pushed a pair of black framed glasses onto her face.  The lens were clear plastic, but a quick check in the mirror assured her that she looked exactly right.  Then she headed back to Carrock.
 
   The senator was sitting in the lounge chair next to the bed, a small tumbler of scotch and soda sitting on the table.  As Sam emerged from the closet and bathroom, his eyes widened and his mouth dropped open.  He couldn’t help staring.  Gone was the elegant woman that had brought him to her hotel room, and in her place was a slutty looking schoolgirl whose luscious breasts were barely contained behind the white blouse she wore.  In fact, it seemed that the blouse wasn’t even big enough, leaving Samantha’s midriff and most of her breasts fully exposed.  The skirt was even worse, cut so short and so low that a twitch of her hips would no doubt send it toward the floor while a single hop would send the hem upward, exposing her cleanly shaved and bare slit.  Her feet were still encased in the high heels, but it mattered little.
 
   And then, none of this shocked Senator Carrock.  But as Samantha walked forward, hands outstretched, it was the massive wooden paddle she held that got his attention.
 
    “Ms. Mayfield, I…” he stammered.
 
   She grinned.  “I’ve been a bad girl.  I deserve to be punished.  Will you punish me, Mr. Carrock?” she asked with a pout.  She held out the paddle and he seized it, eyes wide as he hefted it’s very real weight.  She licked her lips and the moment the paddle was lifted from her palms she turned around and bent over the table, sticking her very bare ass out toward him.
 
   Carrock couldn’t resist, the hormones raging through him.  He reached up and began stroking Samantha’s bottom, feeling the soft curves and running his fingers through her crack.  He went lower and was surprised to feel the sodden swamp of her sex, brimming with need.  She moaned as he grazed her clit with his hand and then he brought it back, slapping her rump with a hard stroke.  Sam sighed lustily and wiggled her hips.
 
    “I’m not sure you could take this punishment, Ms. Mayfield,” the senator said softly. He slapped her ass again.  “You’ve been very, very naughty.  It might be more than you can handle.”
 
   Sam rolled her hips, her bare bottom making a large circle under the senator’s hand.  “I think I can handle it sir.  And if my bottom can’t, you can always spank me somewhere else,” she said eagerly.  She twisted slightly and arched her back, pushing her breasts forward.
 
    “Really?” Carrock asked, slightly out of character.  Sam nodded and put her hands to her breasts, tugging down the white blouse.  Her bosom popped free and hung there, supported by the tight blouse.  Carrock grinned and swung the paddle a bit, testing its weight.  “Then brace yourself.  I’m going to spank you.”
 
   Sam looked away and closed her eyes.  She grabbed hold of the table and stood on tip toe, her thighs against the wooden edge.  She lifted her head and took a deep breath as Carrock moved into position behind her.  Then he swung the heavy wooden paddle against her ass.
 
   It was a solid spank, but it barely phased Samantha, who had endured much more brutal beatings at the hands of her Sorority sisters.  The sting faded almost immediately and she was left with just a slight heat.  She looked back over her shoulder.  “Thank you, sir.  Can you please hit me again, and harder this time?” she begged.
 
   Carrock’s eyes widened and then he grinned.  With his teeth clenched he hauled the paddle back and then swung it hard, slamming the thick wood into Samantha’s rump with a swing that would have made a golf instructor proud. 
 
   This time Samantha cried out.  Pain exploded in her ass and she clenched her teeth, tears coming to her eyes as the burning heat flashed across her buttocks.  But she held on to the table.  Her chest heaved as she sucked in air and then Carrock was rubbing her bright red rump, exploring her flesh.
 
    “So do you still deserve punishment, little girl?” he asked roughly, working her ass with his fingers, digging into the soft skin and muscle. 
 
   Samantha nodded.  “Yes, sir!” she gasped, still suffering.  “Please can you spank me again sir?” she begged.
 
   Carrock lifted the paddle, but merely set it against her skin. She flinched, but then stuck her bottom outward to him, accepting the coming blow.
 
    “Why do you deserve punishment?” he asked, still not hitting her.
 
    “Because I’m a naughty slut,” Sam replied, the right words coming to her mind after the endless drilling of the previous week.  “Because I’m a sex slut and I masturbate and fuck and want to suck cock.”
 
   The paddle smashed into her rump again and she screamed, the pain almost overwhelming her again.  Her ass felt as if it had been dipped in molten lava and it was everything she could do not to let go of the table and cup her ass.
 
    “So you want to suck cock, huh?” Carrock asked.  He tossed the paddle down on the table next to her bent form.  “Turn around and get on your knees!” he ordered.
 
   Sam hurried to comply, her brain already warping around the pain.  She dropped to the plush carpet and reached out for his trousers with every intention of freeing his bulging throbbing cock and taking it in her mouth.  But he caught hold of her wrists and he pushed them up behind her head.  A slap to her breasts caught her cold and she gasped, looking up at him. 
 
    “You touch me when I tell you to touch me, slut,” he ordered.  Then he slapped her tits again, causing her to gasp and flinch.  She remained in position though, ignoring the sting across her breasts.  He hit her again, and then again, slapping his fingers and palm against her bosom until her entire top looked almost as red as her bottom. 
 
   When Sam was wincing with every touch he grabbed her hair in his fist and shoved her downward so that her mouth touched the bulge in his pants.  “Now start sucking cock, you dirty little whore,” he demanded.  Sam nodded and brought her hands down to his crotch. He didn’t hit her again, but instead reached out as she unbuckled his pants and he snagged her right nipple.  Twisting it, he pulled and pinched as she finally freed his thickly swollen cock and began swallowing it, licking the tip and bobbing her head up and down upon it. 
 
   Carrock groaned as Sam’s tongue danced upon the head of his pin.  Her intricately curled locks bounced in time with her mouth’s exquisite work on his shaft and after only a few moments he pulled her off with a gasp, his face flushed and ruddy from his need.  Samantha didn’t waste a moment.  She grabbed a nearby condom and quickly put it on the Senator.  They fell together on the bed, his arms wrapped around her. Then with an eagerness that belied her own needs, she straddled the senator and slid her loins against his. His pre-moistened cock slid through her petals, picking up even more lubrication before a single rock of her hips and his guiding hands enabled him to plunge upward into her sex, forcing himself up through the strata of her body. 
 
    “Oh yes! That’s right! Do it, baby!” Carrock groaned as Sam pressed her breasts into his face.  His hands gripped her buttocks, squeezing and pinching them as his mouth hungrily lapped at her nipples.  He came a few moments later, gasping for air as he slammed himself against her loins.  His thick cock jerked wildly inside her and then Sam felt the tell-tale spasms that indicated ejaculation.  She let out a whimper of frustration and clenched down tightly on Carrock’s shaft, trying to get herself off, but it was too late.  The senator let out an explosive sigh and then rolled off Samantha, pulling himself free. He lay senseless on the bed in his rumbled tux shirt, eyes closed as he recovered.
 
   Sam felt him soften inside her and she rolled off the Senator, moving to his side.  She twisted on the bed and propped her head up on one hand.  Still needy, she reached over to the senator and began carefully undoing his shirt, removing the studs one at a time.  He roused enough to smile at her and laughed.
 
    “You are voracious, aren’t you?”
 
   Sam grinned and after getting the last stud free she let her hand trail down his body until she found his cock.  Carefully she stripped off the condom and tossed it away, letting her fingers slip around his flaccid member, rubbing the fluids around his skin.  He moaned softly as her fingertips grazed his scrotum, caressing him softly.
 
    “Maybe you’d like a shower, Senator?” Samantha asked with a sexy little wiggle of her eyebrows and a flash of her smoldering eyes.  “I can show you how I like to clean a strong, powerful man,” she paused dramatically, then continued, “with my tongue.”
 
   Carrock glanced over at her, his eyes going down to her still exposed breasts.  The white blouse she was wearing was still bunched beneath them, holding them up.  The tips were still hard and the pink tinge of his slaps still colored her bosom.  He reached over and with a single finger began poking at her nipple.  Sam moaned loudly and closed her eyes. 
 
    “I’m not positive, but it seems as if you are still being a bad girl,” Carrock said, pushing her nipple around in a circle.
 
   Sam nodded and went to all fours, moving over him, making sure that her breast was still close enough to touch.  She swung her leg over his hips and straddled him, rubbing her wet slit over his limp but now twitching cock.
 
    “I am a bad girl,” she whispered.  “You spanked my bottom, and my breasts, but you missed a spot.”
 
   Carrock blinked.   “I did?  And what spot is that?” he asked.
 
   Sam licked her lips, wriggling her hips against him.  “My pussy,” she whispered.
 
    “You want me to spank your twat?” he mused.  “I think I can handle that.  How many strokes do you think you deserve?”              
 
   Sam grinned. “As many as you think I deserve, sir.”
 
   Suddenly Carrock rolled her over so that she was flat on her back in the middle of the bed.  Samantha gasped but then opened her mouth in a soundless cry as his fingers snapped against her clit.  She struggled for a moment to spread her legs as he slapped her pussy, sending sparks of hot heat through her.  Her skirt, which was nothing more than a thin band of material anyway, rode up and merely provided delineation between her belly and her loins.  Carrock continued to smack her between the legs, both his strokes and his cock growing harder as the seconds passed.  Finally Samantha was in a frenzy, desperate for his cock and she cried out.
 
    “Please! Please fuck me!” she demanded, reaching out to him.  Carrock nodded, his throat tight and his shaft bobbing.  He grabbed hold of her skirt and practically ripped it off her body, lifting her rump from the mattress.  He tossed the plaid skirt away, letting it fall on the floor yards from the bed.  Sam spread her legs again as he got off the mattress to grab another one of the condoms laid out on the side table. He struggled with the prophylactic but then managed to get it on.  Properly clad, he crawled up between Samantha’s outstretched legs and prepared to plunge in deeply.
 
   The heavy knock on the door came as a rude interruption.
 
   Sam blinked, sudden embarrassment and shock overwhelming her.  Who could be knocking on the door?  Was it Antonin, coming to get her?  Calli?  It didn’t make any sense.  Carrock froze for a moment, burdened with indecision, but then let out a curse.  He rose from the bed, grabbed hold of his trousers, and yanked them up his legs without even bothering with his boxers.  He even kept the condom on. With a bare chest, he stomped across the sitting area and yanked the door open.  Sam scrambled for the sheet and yanked it upward, struggling to get under the covers as she spied two men in business suits outside the door.
 
    “Morrison!  What’s the meaning of this?  I’m just a little occupied right now!” demanded Carrock, blocking the door.  Sam peered out from under the sheet, clutching it to her chin.  The man Carrock called Morrison was the same man the senator had been arguing with earlier at the party.  To her surprise, Morrison pushed his way into the room, followed by the second man.  Senator Carrock resisted physically for a moment, but then couldn’t stop the two men from grabbing him by the arms and pushing him backward.
 
    “Morrison!  How dare you!  I’ll have your head for this!” Carrock bellowed, his face dark red.
 
   Morrison gave the senator a contemptuous glare and then turned his attention to Sam, who huddled under the sheet in shock. 
 
    “Well now, looks like you’ve been having a bit of fun when you were supposed to be handling Mr. Giodolfi’s business.  Was she worth it?” Morrison asked.  “Does your wife know?” 
 
   Carrock fumed, his eyes bulging.  He took a step forward but the second man, Morrison’s accomplice stepped up and pushed the senator back.
 
   “How dare you?” Carrock hissed.
 
   Morrison shrugged, his attention still on Samantha.  He took a step toward the bed and Sam shrank backward.  With a quick movement, Morrison grabbed the sheet and yanked it away, revealing Sam’s naked body.  She let out a cry and wrapped her arms around her naked bosom and across her loins, twisting and moving away from Morrison.
 
   The only warning was the click of the entry door lock and then Antonin appeared.  Sam cried out and rolled off the bed toward the large Russian, falling to the floor.  Morrison’s eyes widened and his hand shot to his suit coat, but the massive gun held by Antonin was sufficient to stop him. 
 
   “Crawl to me, malyshka,” ordered Antonin.  “Stay down.”
 
   “Who the fuck are you?” demanded Morrison, his hand twitching.
 
   Antonin nodded his head.  “I am the man who will shoot you if you or your associate attempts to draw a weapon.”  Sam reached Antonin and stood up behind him.  It wasn’t much, but she yanked her blouse up over her breasts.  It wasn’t much, but at least it helped.  A little.
 
   Antonin started backing up and Sam realized they were leaving.  He kept his gun trained on Morrison and the other man and it wasn’t until he was about to step out of the room and into the hall, that Carrock let out a cry.
 
   “Wait! You can’t leave me here with them!” he said, taking a step forward.
 
   Antonin shrugged. “You are not my problem, senator.  These gentlemen seem as if they need to discuss business.  I would pay attention to them.”
 
   Morrison gave Antonin a crazy look.  “You’re here for the girl?” he asked in bewilderment.
 
   Antonin smiled. “Da. Dosvidaniya,” he said, then backed out of the room, closing the door. 
 
   Sam blinked at the huge man after glancing around the hall.  Naked from the waist down, she felt incredibly vulnerable.  She kept one hand across her sex while Antonin grabbed her arm. 
 
   “Come, we must hurry,” he said, his Russian accent thickening.  He kept his gun out as he propelled her down the hall to the stairwell. 
 
   “Wait!  What about Carrock?” Asked Sam.  “Is he going to be all right?”
 
   Antonin pushed open the door to the stairs and pushed her into the caustic concrete stairwell.  “I have already called the police, but the important thing was to remove you to safety.”  They started down the stairwell and Sam clung to him.  After a moment he put away his gun.
 
   “This wasn’t how I imagined the evening ending,” Sam said a moment later as Antonin took off his blazer and wrapped it around her.  His shoulder holster was massive, stretching across his back so that the massive handle of his weapon stuck out under his left arm pit.  At the bottom of the stairs he glanced around once and then pushed her out into a service corridor.  A moment later they were in the parking lot and Sam grimaced as the hard surface hurt her bare feet.  Then they were at Antonin’s car and he pushed her in.  As they drove around the lot and past the front, Samantha blinked in shock as four police cars pulled in to the front, all with lights flashing.  The black clothed officers all had weapons drawn and were running in to the hotel.
 
   “My apologies if I scared you,” Antonin said. 
 
   Sam blinked and then sighed.  She adjusted the blazer around herself, though her loins were still somewhat exposed.  “Don’t worry about it.  I guess I’m just not used to this.”
 
   Antonin laughed. “It does not happen often, trust me.”
 
   Sam crossed her arms and frowned.  “I hope not, otherwise I’m not sure I’m going to finish this internship,” she exclaimed.  “And you know what really sucks?”
 
   “What is that malyshka?” Antonin asked gently as he drove away from the hotel.
 
   Samantha Mayfield pouted. “I didn’t get to cum.” 
 
                           
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Seven
 
    
 
   Calli was apoplectic when Antonin had dropped Samantha off at Calli’s home.  After hearing the Russian’s explanation and then making sure that Samantha was okay, she had immediately phoned Fredrickson to inform him of what happened.  The CEO had not been pleased and Calli spent over thirty minutes writing instructions down on a notepad.  After that she had calmly and carefully put Samantha to bed, tucking the brunette beauty into the sheets with a soft kiss.
 
   Saturday morning Samantha awoke feeling refreshed and to be honest, the previous night’s incident felt more like a dream than reality.  She had heard that Chicago politics worked a bit differently than elsewhere in the country, but it still had the feel of a gangster movie and she couldn’t help wondering if Kevin Costner as Elliott Ness would be calling on her soon.  That fantasy brought a totally different thought to Samantha’s mind and she stepped into the shower, already hot and bothered.  As she was toweling off, Calli stopped by the room, knocking politely just once before opening the door.  Sam let out a startled squeak, clapping the towel to her chest, but then winced in chagrin as she realized that looked bad.  She let the towel drop and faced Calli.
 
   “Ready for breakfast?” Calli asked, admiring Samantha’s body.  Sam nodded, her stomach growling already.
 
   “Are you feeling better?” Calli asked as Samantha padded naked down the hall behind her.
 
   Sam shrugged. “It wasn’t too bad.  I guess I’m still a little shocked.  I’m not used to guns or stuff like that being waved around my face.  Is Senator Carrock okay?”
 
   Calli took a deep breath. “From what I’ve been able to ascertain, yes.  The police got there in time, and to be honest, I sort of doubt that Morrison would have hurt Carrock.  He’s too important and on too many committees. Morrison is an enforcer for one of the crime bosses here in the city.  Doesn’t surprise me that a prick like Carrock has business with them.”
 
   Samantha nodded.  For a moment, she wondered if they might have hurt her, rather than Carrock, in order to deliver a message.  She swallowed hard and silently thanked God that Antonin had been nearby.
 
   “I hope the rest of my internship won’t be this way?” Sam asked as they entered the dining room.  The table was again loaded with goodies and Calli turned and smiled at Sam.
 
   “No.  This was not only unfortunate, but highly unusual.  I’ve never even heard of one of our girls being in this kind of situation before.”
 
   “Well, that’s a relief,” Sam said.  She moved around to her side of the table and pulled the chair out.  As she expected, a massive rubber phallus was mounted in the center of the seat.  Gingerly she lowered herself down.  Her earlier arousal came back with a vengeance as the thick, cock-like probe penetrated.  Sam let out a gasp as the thickness moved through her and she settled gingerly on the seat.  Her sex contracted around it and she took a moment to adjust.
 
   Michael stepped into the dining room, a massive grin on his face and a white apron wrapped around his body.  Underneath he was naked and Sam had to stifle a laugh when she realized that Calli had cut a hole in the apron, right in front of Michael’s cock.  It stuck out perfectly, hard as a rock and when he moved close to Calli, she reached out and gave him a loving squeeze. 
 
   “Morning, Sam!” Michael said has his wife fondled him, working the palm of her hand up and down his shaft. 
 
   “Good morning, Michael.”
 
   “What can I get you for breakfast?” he asked.
 
   Sam bounced a little.  Then glanced at Calli.  “Oh, I’ll have what Calli’s having.”  The sexual innuendo was not lost on either Calli or Michael and he smiled.
 
   “Eggs over easy, cheese, ham and toast then,” he said carefully.  His face was flushed and the head of his cock had turned a dark purplish color.  Calli gave him another squeeze.
 
   “Calli, dear. I can’t go cook breakfast if you’ve got a death grip on Sammy,” Michael said softly.
 
   Calli turned and looked up at Michael.  They kissed and then she let him go.
 
   “I’m going to do more than keep a death grip on Sammy later this morning.”
 
   Michael took a shuddering breath and then headed back to the kitchen.
 
   “Turn the television on before you go!” Calli called out.
 
   Sam watched as Michael grabbed a remote control from the bar and the television mounted on the wall opposite flickered to life.  Then he tossed the remote across the room and Calli caught it perfectly.  It only took her a moment to find a news station.
 
   To Sam’s surprise, Senator Carrock was on air, giving an interview about how he had been threatened by the Chicago mafia and it was only through the actions of the valiant Chicago police department that he had been saved.  No mention of Samantha, or Antonin, much less what the senator had been doing, was mentioned.  Calli, who was sitting nearby, sighed audibly. 
 
    “Well at least you got out of there.  Antonin did his job.”
 
   Sam nodded.  “Does Antonin watch other girls?”
 
   Calli shook her head.  “He’s our trainer.  Every one of our assistants have their own handler.  I asked Antonin to be your handler because he’s the best.  We leave for Japan in two weeks and then we’ll be in Germany after that.  With so many visits to foreign countries, I wanted someone with experience following you around.
 
   Sam nodded.  “I guess that’s smart,” she said. “Do you really think I may need help though?”  She shifted in her seat, trying to ignore the massive dildo spearing her sex.  But it was hard.  She couldn’t help starting to bounce a little.
 
   Calli shook her head.  “It isn’t likely.  But stranger things have happened. I’d prefer him to be there rather than not.  I don’t think there will be any problems in Japan.  They’re too polite and Hiroshi Takanada is one of their elite.  So I’m not worried about handing you over to him.  Germany however might be a little more intense since your assignments will be more varied.”
 
   Sam nodded. “I’ve already looked over the portfolio on Takanada, but have you met him?”
 
   Calli smiled. “He’s arrogant, a control-freak, incredibly intelligent, slightly ruthless, and exceedingly polite.  I have no doubt that he would be just as happy stabbing us in the back as he would be hosting a dinner for us.”
 
   Sam blinked. “And we want to do business with him?”
 
    “Oh, absolutely.  Trust me, Sam.  In the world of global economics, it is easier to trust your enemies than your friends.  Fredrickson knows that no matter what, Takanada will do exactly what is best for Takanada in any given situation.”
 
    “That seems complicated,” Sam said wistfully.  “Guess I’m not cut out for global economics then.”
 
   Calli reached out a hand and took Samantha’s fingers, giving them a squeeze.  “Of course you are.  Except you are one of the oils used to make things move easier.”
 
   Sam laughed.  “Did you just compare me to KY Jelly?” she asked.
 
   Calli’s eyes glittered. “Well, sort of.  Would you prefer oil?”
 
    “I’d prefer to get fucked as soon as possible. I’m having trouble just sitting here like this,” Sam said delicately as she lightly bounced on the massive dildo between her legs.
 
   Calli leaned back and let go of Samantha’s hand. “Well, I happen to like you sitting there.  Knowing that you are desperate, ready instantly, maybe even willing to let me torture you, all in order to cum, is quite a turn on.”
 
   Sam swallowed.  “Please torture me, Mistress?”
 
   Calli gave Samantha a hard look, but then smiled with a wicked grin.  She scooted her chair back and then stood.  Samantha watched as Calli walked around the table, her own silk bathrobe concealing, yet revealing the sexy body beneath.  Calli went to a small wooden box that sat on a shelf nearby.  Opening it, she drew out a pair of leather bondage cuffs and several small lengths of chain.
 
    “Do you keep cuffs everywhere in this house?” asked Sam petulantly.
 
   Calli laughed. “Of course. You never know when you’re going to need to restrain someone.”  She walked back over to the table and quickly put the accessories down.  “Now, what should we begin with first?  Oh yes…” Calli picked up one of the chains and Sam saw the familiar clover clamps dangling from both ends.  Calli pinched open the first clamp and set it above Sam’s nipple.  The tiny brunette closed her eyes, waiting with mixed emotions of both want and dread.  Then the clamp closed and the tight cruel bite of the metal jaws latched onto her left nipple.  Sam let out a tiny cry.
 
   Sam’s moan only encouraged Calli.  Quickly the taller woman applied the second clamp.  Sam felt a strange pull as well as the crushing bite and looked down.  The chain between the two clamps was no longer than six or seven inches, pulling her breasts tight and leaving a distinct cleavage.  Sam groaned and cupped her breasts.  It did nothing to alleviate the discomfort, but it certainly increased her sexual appetite.
 
   Calli moved on.  The leather cuffs came next and Sam lifted one wrist at a time in quiet suffering.  With the black cuffs encircling her arms, Calli lifted the last two chains, both again six inches long.  With a cruel smile, she linked the cuff of Samantha’s right hand to the clover clamp at her left breast, crossing Samantha’s arm across the poor girl’s bosom. Then the left wrist was connected to the right breast, glittering steel crisscrossing the poor girl’s body.
 
   Samantha realized a moment later that her freedom of movement was highly restricted.  Any gesture that moved her wrist farther than six inches away from the opposite nipple generated a delicious but horrible tug on the tip of her breast.  As Calli moved away, Michael came in, carrying two steaming plates.
 
    “Breakfast is…” he started to say, until he caught sight of Sam.  His cock, which had been drooping slightly, shot back upward through the hole in the apron.  “Oh my.”
 
   He put down one plate in front of Calli, and the second in front of Samantha.  She glanced down.  Two eggs over easy sat on top of a slab of thick ham, which in turn was nestled above a richly browned and buttered piece of toast.  Her mouth watered.  She reached down to get the fork and was rewarded with a harsh pain in her left breast.
 
    “Wow.  You might have trouble eating this morning.”
 
   Sam snatched up the fork, hissing and then cut into the eggs. “This looks delicious.  Thank you, Michael” she said, trying to ignore both the pain and the rapidly building need between her legs.  It was everything she could do NOT to bounce on the dildo as well.
 
   Michael returned to the kitchen and then brought back a third plate as well as drinks.  Finally he sat down across from Sam and watched as she struggled to not only cut off a piece to eat, but to bring it up to her mouth.  With each movement the chains tugged on Samantha’s breasts, and Michael watched with intrigue.
 
    “Have you never seen breasts before?” Sam asked a moment later, just after wincing through another bite. 
 
   Michael laughed.  “Well, yes, but never quite like that.  It’s almost electrifying.”
 
   Calli chuckled. “No, that will come later.”
 
   Sam’s eyes widened.
 
    “Well, I meant…”
 
    “I know what you meant, dear heart,” Calli said, reaching out a fond hand to Michael.  “I just mean that I’ll shock Samantha’s breasts later, and maybe some other parts of her.”
 
   Michael and Samantha looked at each other, both swallowing with just a touch of excited anticipation.
 
    “Whatever you’d like, my dear,” Michael said softly.
 
   Calli went back to her food.  “Maybe I’ll shock your cock too.”
 
   Sam and Michael exchanged glances and then they both laughed.  Calli glared at them and let out a soft grunt.
 
   “You both are incorrigible! I’m trying to frighten you here,” she said playfully.
 
   Sam shrugged.  “Sorry Calli, but while I know it will hurt, I also know I’ll be cumming.  And for me, that can’t happen soon enough.”
 
   Calli gave Sam an appraising look.  “Did you masturbate this morning?” she asked.
 
   Sam blushed but shook her head. “Kristen discourages that sort of thing at the sorority house.  She wants to be the one who makes me cum each day,” Sam admitted.
 
   Calli’s eyes sparkled. “Sister Kristen,” she said sternly.  “I’ll be reporting this to Tami, so that you can be properly punished when you return to the sorority house.”
 
   Sam couldn’t help grinning.  “It might be better to tell Kristen herself,” she said, deliberately not using Kristen’s title.
 
   This time it was Calli’s turn to grunt and she looked thoughtful as she continued to eat.  Finally she put down her fork and looked at Sam. 
 
   “Is Tami a decent mistress, Sam?” Calli asked suddenly, trying to make it sound like an offhand question, but failing.
 
   Sam blinked and hesitated.  “I’m not sure how to answer that,” she replied cautiously.  She shifted in her seat, the thick dildo a stabilizing force between her legs.  It helped her to think.
 
   Calli looked down for a moment as Michael stayed silent.  “I don’t mean to pry, Sam.  But Tami seemed reticent to allow you to come this summer, and even after you agreed to it she tried to get the sorority council to invalidate my request.”
 
   Sam’s eyes widened. “What?  I didn’t know about…” she went silent as Calli lifted a hand.
 
   “No. You didn’t.  Kristen let me know about it and I was able to head it off.  What’s the deal with Tami?”
 
   Samantha blinked, then looked down.  “I… I’m not sure it’s my place to say,” she replied.
 
   Calli’s eyes widened.  “Sam, I’m an alumni. I’m not used to being told no.”
 
   “It’s not that!” Sam protested. “It’s that I don’t understand it myself.”
 
   “I see,” Calli said quietly.  Sam looked as if she were going to say more, but then shook her head.  Calli noticed and tilted her head to the side.  “You have something more to say. 
 
   Sam bit her lip then looked down. “No mistress. I was just thinking,” Sam replied.
 
   Calli’s eyebrow went up.  “Finish your breakfast,” she told Samantha, picking up her own fork.  For the next few minutes all three of them ate quietly.  When it appeared that both Michael and Samantha were done, Calli looked up at her husband.
 
    “Can you please take Sam to the workout room?  Get her strung up and spread, then oil her?”
 
   Michael smiled warmly at his wife. “It would be my pleasure,” he said, standing up and putting his napkin on the table.  A second later he’d removed the cooking apron and set it down as well.  Moving around the table he held out his hand to Sam who rose up from her chair, a wet sucking sound accompanying the movement as she pulled free of the dildo.  Together they headed down the hall, both naked, both aroused, as Calli stood up and began to clear the table.
 
   “You should have answered her questions,” Michael said cautiously as he led Samantha down the corridor.
 
   She glanced at him, then reached out and grabbed hold of his cock, squeezing it lightly as they walked.  “Why?” she asked as he let out a tiny moan.  She rubbed the tip of his rod with her thumb and he stumbled.
 
   “Because,” he gasped.  “She’ll get it out of you anyway.”
 
   Sam shook her head. “I doubt it.  Besides, I’m not sure what’s going on.  Tami has been reticent to punish me since day one. I just figured it was the way she is.”  She shook her head. “I don’t want to talk about it.”  She tugged on his shaft again, distracting him.
 
   Michael moved forward, one hand on her wrist, helping to keep her hand on his shaft as they continued walking.  Finally they made it to the door of the workout room and he led her in.  The moment they stepped up onto the practice floor, feet sinking into the vinyl and foam padding, Michael grabbed Samantha and pushed her downward.  With a laugh she went to her knees, turning toward him.  In seconds his cock was in her mouth, her open lips wrapped around his firmness.  He felt her tongue glide across the tip, swirling in ever widening circles until she began bobbing her head.
 
   A minute later he yanked himself out and pushed her down.  She fell onto her back and opened her legs, letting the desperate man above her descend upon her body like a ravening wolf.  His mouth left a quick trail of kisses along her glistening, inner thigh, then latched down upon her clit, returning the oral favor until her chest heaved and her own fingers found the tips of her breasts, pinching and twisting until her hips thrust upward.  Michael scooted upward, his tongue leaving a wet trail up to her nipple, the tip of his cock finding her sodden entrance.  She gasped as he penetrated, driving deeply, pumping with abandon as he suckled at her bosom.  Then they were face to face, looking into each other’s eyes, mouths pressed together.  It was fast and desperate, as if both of them were hoping that Calli wouldn’t walk in, yet wanting the consequences of it as well.
 
   Michael came first, despite his attempts to hold off.  Samantha grinned as he trembled, unloading the pressure and his cream into her depths. She wrapped her legs around him, hooking her ankles together as he groaned, spurting.  His arms trembled and she felt his weight upon her, reveling in the glory of his use.
 
   “Yes,” she whispered. “This is what I’m for.” It was for his ears, and hers, but it roused him from the stupor of release and he looked up into her eyes.  His smile was warm and she could see the throb of his pulse at his neck.  Slowly he pushed himself up from her, pulling his still semi-rigid cock from her. 
 
   “Ohhhh,” she said with a groan.  “I hate that,” she said as he rolled free.
 
   He looked back at her. “Me pulling out?” he asked.
 
   She nodded. “Exactly. I like it when a guy softens inside of me.”
 
   Michael grinned and stood up.  “I’ll have to remember that.”  He moved toward the small closet at the side of the room and Sam rolled onto her side, propping up her head. 
 
   “You’re all sticky. You should let me clean that up,” she told him languorously. He glanced back with a grin.
 
   “If Calli gets here and you aren’t strung up and oiled, we’ll both get punished.”
 
   Sam laughed. “So?”
 
   “Masochist,” he replied, pulling out two sets of leather bondage cuffs.  Next he set out a thick metal bar that had metal rings on each end, plus a pin in the center that actually held the two halves of the bar together.  All of this he carried over to Samantha. 
 
   As he lifted her wrist and began strapping on the cuff she sat up and moved her head closer to him.  Her tongue darted out, licking at the tip of his cock.  He was flaccid now, despite the tableau before him and he laughed.
 
   “Voracious.  That’s what you are,” he observed.
 
   “I’m horny,” Sam said in frustration.  “I didn’t cum.”  He ignored her and grabbed her other arm.  The second bondage cuff went on easily.
 
   “Sorry Sam, but I’m sure you’ll be cumming with Calli in a few minutes anyway.”
 
   She blinked.  “But I’m multi-orgasmic. I can cum now AND cum with Calli.”
 
   Michael moved downward and grabbed her foot.  She spread her legs, presenting her pink and wet slit in a clearly provocative pose, one thigh open, her leg bent outward.
 
   “What would you have me do?” Michael asked as he finished buckling on the leather ankle cuff. 
 
   Sam closed her eyes. “I don’t care! Lick me! Fuck me! Hit me! Anything!”
 
   Michael dragged the spreader bar over and quickly attached one end to her left ankle.  Spreading her legs, he positioned the brace between her feet, opening her up wide.  Sam didn’t resist, and instead brought one hand down between her legs, caressing her own sex and rubbing her clit. 
 
   He moved fast.  The motorized winch and hook in the ceiling began to lower as he pressed the controls on the wall.  Twenty seconds later he was lifting her up, yanking Samantha’s wet fingers away from her own well, only to secure both her wrists together and hanging her from the hook.  She straightened and glared at him with mock anger.  Michael gave her a little kiss, then went back to the wall and pressed the up button on the winch, pulling her taut.  Finally she was fully stretched, her feet barely on the ground, legs spread a good four feet apart.
 
   “Mmmmmm,” Samantha said. “I love being bound like this.”
 
   Michael went back to the closet and pulled out a large bottle of lavender scented baby oil.  He brought it over to Sam, poured liberal amounts down upon her shoulders, then began sliding his hands across her back, working the oil into her skin.  Sam moaned, the massage a delightful sensation.  His fingers dug into her muscles, relaxing her even though she was bound, and when his hands moved around to her chest, caressing and kneading her breasts, his fingers flicking at her nipples, she pushed back against him, rubbing her bottom against his loins.  He still wasn’t hard, but she felt oil slipping down to her buttocks, transferring to his torso.
 
   He dribbled more lubricant on her, kneeling down to rub the oil across her shapely posterior and when his fingers worked themselves into her crotch, she tried to push her bottom outward, giving him even more exposure.  She sighed lustily as he caressed her bottom, then her perineum, only to oil the petals of her sex, one at a time, between thumb and forefinger.
 
   “You’re driving me crazy,” she whispered huskily. 
 
   “Good.  That’s sort of the idea,” Michael replied, dragging his finger back to her ass and sliding his oiled pinky up into her derriere.  Sam gasped, toes curling at the narrow penetration, but it felt amazing. She jerked as he finger fucked her ass, working the oil in deep.  Finally he pulled his hand free, poured more oil into his palm, then began oiling her thighs, constantly brushing and tantalizing her sex with each up and down movement along her legs.  He even oiled the tops of her feet and each toe, leaving only her hands, her soles, and everything above her neck bare.
 
   It was only then that he stood in front of her.  He kissed her gently, his hand coming up between her legs, lightly caressing her, his thumb circling her clit even as she felt him push his fingers into her slit.  She trembled in need, thrusting her hips forward as Michael stimulated her. Eyes closed, she moaned in desperation, wanting more, held in check only by the stretched form of her body.  She pulled against the hook in the ceiling, and could only bend her knees if she lifted her feet off the ground.  Even then there wasn’t much room to maneuver, and none of it made it easier to cum.
 
   But Michael understood her predicament and focused his caresses on her clit.  To the bound girl in front of him, it was electrifying, sending waves of pleasure through every nerve.  She almost sobbed in relief as her needs were finally being met and she felt the orgasm build between her legs like the initial blast of a rocket ship as the engines are ignited in pre-launch burn.
 
   “That will be enough, Michael. Thank you,” said Calli from the door.  Michael yanked his hand away from Samantha’s crotch with a guilty expression, leaving Sam gasping.  The poor girl’s eyes flew open and she let out a wail of need that filled the room.  Michael took a few steps back from Samantha as Calli came in, carrying a black case.  She handed it to Michael who immediately set it down and began unpacking the contents.
 
   Calli was now wearing a black leather vest and a pair of lace panties.  Her bare feet stepped up on the padded floor and she ran one finger down Sam’s torso, starting at the hollow of her neck, between Sam’s breasts, and then down to the bound girl’s slit.  Sam stiffened, jerking slightly at the touch, clearly desperate.
 
   “This is even better than I expected. Did you fuck him?” Calli asked Sam.
 
   Sam nodded, her chest heaving, eyes glazed with need. “Yes, Mistress,” she whispered.
 
   “Good.  That sort of thing is healthy for him.  Have you cum?”
 
   “No Mistress,” Sam groaned.
 
   “Even better.  I’m glad that he didn’t let you have release.  How bad do you want it?”
 
   “Please Mistress? Can I cum?” Sam begged, a small smile creeping across her lips.
 
   Calli laughed and shook her head. “Not yet, pet.  Not yet.  First we’re going to have a little conversation about Sorority life.  I’m still very concerned about what’s been going on down there since I left and I want details.”
 
   Sam blinked, Calli’s words rattling around in her skull.  It took Samantha a moment to restart her brain, focusing on Calli’s sentences.
 
   “What?  What do you mean?” Samantha asked, shaking off the bliss that had come with Michael’s hands. 
 
   Calli reached up and put her hands on both of Samantha’s breasts.  Gently she began teasing Sam’s nipples, using her thumbs to rub the raised tips. 
 
   “Tell me of a normal day, Sam.  What does Kristen do to you?  What’s breakfast like?”
 
   Sam groaned, Calli’s caress making it hard to think.  “Kristen chooses my outfit for the d-d-day,” Sam began, only to feel Calli’s knee press up between her legs, rubbing at her sex.  “And then we head over to the cafeteria to eat breakfast together.”
 
   “No Sam. How does Kristen torment you?” Calli pushed, still rubbing the bound brunette as Michael finished unpacking the case.  Sam didn’t even notice as Michael stood and ran an electric cord to a wall outlet behind her.
 
   Sam gasped as another thrill of sensation exploded inside her. “Toys,” she whispered.  “I’m always stuffed with something.”
 
   Calli grinned. “A suitable torment for a girl like you.  What toy is Kristen’s favorite?”
 
   Sam closed her eyes as Calli began twisting the tips of both breasts, gently, but with increasing pressure.
 
   “The thumper,” Sam groaned.  “She likes setting it off while I’m in class.”
 
   Calli laughed. “I’d love to see that.  You, sitting there, facing the professor, legs spread.  That rule is still in effect right?  Keeping your knees as far apart as possible?”
 
   Samantha nodded, but then let out a groan as Calli let go of her breasts and took a step back.  Sam opened her eyes and saw Michael hand some sort of metal and plastic dildo to Calli.  It was connected to the machine by a long cord.
 
   “Yes, Mistress.  That rule is still in effect,” Sam said, her eyes tracking the dildo.  The machine it was connected to had several dials and a number of lights.  Calli held the probe low and moved it close to Samantha’s wet petals. 
 
   “Good. And I suppose you aren’t allowed to wear panties, correct?”
 
   Sam nodded. “Just during my time of the month.”
 
   Calli grinned. “Sensible.  And how does Tami torment you each day?”
 
   Sam’s eyes widened.  She opened her mouth, but then looked away. “Um… spankings,” Sam said quickly.
 
   Calli pressed the probe against Samantha’s clit and a sudden burst of pain exploded between her legs.  Sam yelped and jerked back, eyes widening as Calli lifted the probe and pressed it to Sam’s nipple.  Another shock blasted through the bound brunette and Sam let out a sharp cry.  Calli moved back half a step, clearly wanting to let Samantha recover.  It took her a few seconds, but Samantha managed to pull herself back together.
 
   Again Calli pressed the probe to Samantha’s sex and Sam flinched, but there wasn’t any pain.  Slowly Calli pushed upward and Sam’s eyes widened as the thick plastic and metal dildo entered.  It was much wider than Michael’s cock and it felt incredible as it penetrated.  She tilted her hips forward as much as the bondage would allow and reveled in the steady thrusts Calli perpetrated upon her person.
 
   “And how many times a day does Tami spank you?” Calli asked.
 
   Sam’s eyes were closed and she was too focused on the dildo.  As much as she wished Tami would be harder on her, Sam didn’t want the senior girl to get in trouble.
 
   “Twice,” Sam whispered, lying.
 
   “Really?  Twice a day?”  Calli asked suspiciously.  “That’s not what Kristen says.”  There was a sharp click and then Samantha’s loins burst with electrified pain.  She cried out, throwing her head back as the electricity surged through her insides.  Her entire vagina clamped down on the dildo as every muscle in her body rebelled.  Then the surge stopped and Samantha realized that Calli was vigorously fucking her with the probe, sending waves of pleasure.  It totally confused her, going from shrieking agony to unimaginable ecstasy.  Her chest heaved as she tried to breath, her body struggling to deal with the sensations.  Suddenly the probe was yanked out from between her legs and Sam had to deal with the sudden emptiness, the lack of stimulation, only to feel it once more pressed to her breast.
 
   “When was the last time Tami took you to the punishment room?” Calli asked.
 
   Sam twitched, frightened of the shock. “I… I don’t remember!” she answered.  Calli pressed the switch on the probe and another arc of blue lightning speared into Samantha’s breast.  To Sam, it felt as if her nipple was being pierced by a hot needle.  She flinched, trying to get away, but she was bound to tight.  Then the burning pain receded.
 
   “When was the last time Tami had you in the punishment room?” Calli again asked.
 
   This time Sam didn’t hesitate.  “During initiation!” she cried out.
 
   Calli blinked and stepped back, pulling the probe away from Sam’s heaving bosom.  “What?  That was almost a year ago!  I had Tami and Kristen in the punishment room or the basement every day!”
 
   Sam hung from the bondage hook, not even bothering to support her own weight.  Her head hung downward and Calli licked her lips. Slowly she moved back to Sam and slipped the probe back up between the bound co-ed’s legs.  Sam whimpered as it entered and only began responding once Calli began pumping it.
 
   Calli turned her head and looked at her husband.  “Michael, get me a wet cloth. I want to clean her nipples.”
 
   Michael stood and hurried out of the room, his cock once more hard and stiff.  Calli continued to gently thrust the probe into Sam, wrapping one arm around the bound girl.
 
   “Sam, I think I know what the problem is.  Tami is worried that Kristen is doing too much to you, warping you.  So I have to ask.  Do you like what Kristen has you do? And what she does to you?”
 
   Sam’s eyes opened and she looked deep into Calli’s own blue orbs.  For half a second the world narrowed and it was just the two of them.  The nod was almost imperceptible but then Sam’s mouth curled up at the corners.  The words were almost inaudible, but Calli heard them just fine.  For half a second the dominatrix couldn’t believe it, but then she too smiled.  As Michael came back in with the washcloth, Sam let out a shriek, her body bucking as the electricity flowed into her sex through the probe Calli held.
 
   She let the circuit open and instructed Michael to clean Samantha’s nipples.  It took him only a minute to get the majority of the oil off the brunette’s breasts, leaving two dull points that still heaved as Calli continued the steady in and out movement of the probe. 
 
   “Now the clamps.  Tightly too, Michael.  I don’t want them falling off.”
 
   Michael nodded and from out of the bag extracted two forceps clamps, both fitted with red and black wires.  Samantha trembled, but whether it was from fear or excitement neither she nor Calli could tell.  Michael stood and placed the first clamp over Samantha’s right nipple.  With a sharp pinch and an accompanying squeal, the tender point of Sam’s breasts was caught between the metal plates of the forceps.  Then Michael repeated the process, catching Sam’s other nipple in a similar vice.  He ran his fingers down the wires, tugging lightly, sending more dark sensations through the bound co-ed, only to plug both sets of circuits into the machine.
 
   “Now the plug,” Calli said simply.
 
   Michael’s eyes widened. “Calli?  Are you sure?”
 
   Calli looked at Sam, who was clearly rolling in waves of pleasure, her entire body twitching from the steady thrust of the probe.  “Look at her Michael.  This one can handle it.  She wants it.  Don’t you, Sam?”
 
   Sam nodded, “Oh God yes!”
 
   As Michael pulled out the metal plated anal plug, Calli pulled the trigger on her probe again.  Once more Samantha screeched, her entire body trembling.  Sparks seemed to explode between her legs and now at the tips of both breasts.  The pain was terrible, but as soon as Calli released the pressure on the little button, the pain was gone, replaced by a desire so strong and so powerful that Sam could barely breathe.
 
   Michael added a little extra lube to the electric anal plug and moved around behind Sam. 
 
   “Relax, Samantha.  Michael’s going to put something in your bottom,” Calli said. 
 
   Whatever it was, it was cold and Sam tried to concentrate on relaxing her posterior.  It was difficult, especially as Calli dropped to her knees, giving herself a better angle in which to see and pump the probe.  Then Michael pushed and Sam groaned as the anal plug was shoved into her ass.  It was uncomfortable, but only for a moment as her body adjusted to the pressure. 
 
   “Now, place the plug and clamps on a side circuit, low power, pulse every three seconds,” Calli ordered.
 
   For a moment Sam didn’t feel anything, but then there was a peculiar tightening in her bottom and along the tips of both breasts.  It didn’t hurt exactly, but felt very strange and overly erotic.  Sam let out another whimper, but one of need rather than pain and she began bucking again, trying to work herself on Calli’s metal and plastic dildo.  Somewhere in the back of Sam’s mind she knew that she was being shocked, the tips of each breast and in her bottom, but it didn’t matter.  She was too close to orgasm.  Too close to cumming. 
 
   “Turn the power up, darling.”  Calli winked at her husband who obediently turned up the dial.  The strange tightening sensation Sam had been feeling changed dramatically, now feeling as if she were being bitten by ants.  Pain lanced through her, but it combined with her need, muting the intensity of the pain and transferring it into sexual power.  Sam began bucking, her entire body thrashing as electricity coursed through her breasts and bottom.
 
   “Michael, turn up the dildo to full power,” Calli said, eyes bright, gauging Samantha’s movements.
 
   “What? Calli!  No! We’ve never done that to any of them!” Michael protested.
 
   Calli glared at her husband. “None of them were pain sluts!  Not like this girl!  No damn it, turn the power up.  And for that, another level up on the clamps and anal plug!”
 
   Sam’s throat tightened up as the pulses of electricity sent every neuron in her brain into sensual overload.  Her nervous system rebelled, half of it sending messages of pain, the other half of pleasure.  Nothing seemed to work.  Her toes were curled up tightly and she seemed to be making fists, yet her hips slung back and forth involuntarily, grinding her sex on the handheld dildo wielded by Calli.
 
   “Michael! The vibrator!” Calli suddenly said.
 
   Michael again reached into the bag, this time hurrying, and pulled out a battery powered vibrator.  Without a word he moved closer to Sam and as his wife continued to jam the dildo into Sam’s sex, he turned on the motorized toy and pressed it hard against Sam’s clit.
 
   It was too much.  Sam endured it for less than ten seconds before her cries of release filled the room.  Orgasm began rushing through her and even as the pulses hit her, jacking the sexual explosion higher, Sam felt the fresh surge of electricity in her own loins, straight from the dildo probe.  She opened her mouth and screamed as the pain coiled up underneath the pleasure and ignited.  Like a rocket Samantha blasted off into space, her entire body involved in the explosion, from the tips of her small toes to her fingers.  Then the pain began to fade and Sam floated for a minute before settling down, the surge of adrenaline and dopamine flooding her brain making thought impossible.
 
   The first thing Sam noticed was that she was no longer filled with the vaginal probe.  The steady thrum and pulse of the nipple clamps and anal plug were still there, but had been reset to the lowest setting.  Odd. Uncomfortable, but not painful.  Sam took a shuddering breath and then looked at the floor in front of her.  Calli was on her back, legs spread, her lace panties around one ankle, while Michael knelt between Calli’s outstretched thighs, pumping his thick cock through her sex wildly and with passion.  Sam watched them as they fucked, wishing that it was her under Michael, or maybe replacing Michael, her mouth on Calli’s sex.  The fantasy was enough to reignite the need in Samantha and she slowly began thrusting her hips again.
 
   Calli cried out first, head thrown back, eyes closed as her own release came with a flood of juice.  Michael, who had been holding back, too his wife’s explosion as permission to reach his own pinnacle, and he pumped and groaned spasmodically until he let out a small groan.  Perspiration beaded their skin and they clung to each other, both breathing heavily, until Michael rolled off Calli.  Together, the couple looked up at Samantha, who stared down at them, hips rolling.
 
   Calli blinked through her own satisfaction and studied Sam.  Finally she nudged Michael.  “I think our intern is voracious.  Look at her.  She’s horny again.”
 
   Michael looked up at Sam, a wry smile on his face.  “I have to admit, I’m impressed. You were right about her.”
 
   Calli laughed. “So what do we do about her?”
 
   Sam swallowed hard. “Please?  Please… I need it.”
 
   Michael took a deep breath and looked at Calli. “I need a shower and at least an hour before I can even think about fucking again.” He paused and then leaned over to kiss Calli. “And to be honest, after I’ve had you…” he ran his tongue down Calli’s shoulder, eliciting a little shiver from his wife.
 
   “I appreciate the sentiment, and frankly – I could use a shower too.”
 
   “Invite her in with us?” Michael asked simply.
 
   Calli glanced at Sam, who was still twitching.
 
   “Nah.  We’ll tie the probe into her cunt, turn the power up, and let her stew.”
 
   “What?” Sam gasped.
 
   Calli slowly rose and picked up the metal and plastic dildo and slipped it into Sam’s sex with a wicked grin.  Michael retrieved a piece of rope from the closet and in less than a minute, the dildo was tied in place.
 
   “Set it to pulse with the others,” Calli said.  “And turn up the juice, just a bit.”  She glanced at Sam who whimpered.  “I want her to spend the next hour cumming.”
 
   Michael looked at Sam, who jerked in time with each fresh surge of power.  “Shocking, Calli.  Shocking.”  He held out his hand and his wife took it.  Then they left, leaving Sam behind.
 
    
 
   Chapter Eight
 
    
 
   Calli blinked, starting awake as she felt her world shift slightly, moving just a hair off kilter.  It took her a moment to get her mind kicked into gear, but when she did she recognized the narrow cabin of their executive jet. The dimmed lights of the private plane illuminated the rows of seats and she stretched, working some of the kinks out of her back.  Her head twisted around, looking for Sam, but the young intern wasn’t nearby.  Calli took a deep breath and stood up, stepping into the aisle as she moved backward toward the tail of the plane.
 
   “Hey, Calli.  Everything alright?” asked Gavin Cleese, one of the executives on the negotiating team.  He had a tablet computer in his lap and Calli could see he was looking over some technical schematics.
 
   “Just fine.  Have you seen Samantha?”
 
   He grinned.  “That cute little thing in the skirt?”
 
   Calli chuckled. “Careful Gavin.  Comments like that can get you in trouble with human resources.  The last thing you need is a sexual harassment suit”
 
   He scoffed at that.  “I know what you do.  And I’m betting Fredrickson already harassed that little bit of fun.”
 
   Calli rolled her eyes. “Have you seen her?”
 
   He nodded toward the tail of the plane.  “She’s back there, studying.”
 
   “Thanks,” Calli said, putting a soft hand on the man’s shoulder before moving on.  It only took a few moments to find Sam.  She was tucked in an alcove, legs and feet under her, the hem of her short skirt riding almost completely up her thigh, pouring through a thick file folder.  Sam’s shirt was open down the front, almost indecently, and Calli had to resist the urge to fall into the co-ed’s arms and start kissing her.  Indeed, Sam seemed absorbed in her work.  Calli knew what Samantha was doing and was pleased with the college aged girl.  The file folder was full of information about Takanada, and Sam was going over it for what seemed like the billionth time. After a moment, Sam noticed her, looked up, and then grinned at her boss, lover, and current mistress, shifting slightly on the bench seat to make some room for Calli.
 
   “I see you’re wide awake,” Calli said, dropping down into the seat next to Samantha.
 
   Sam chuckled.  “I’ve been on Japan time for most of the last week, Calli.  It helps fight the jet lag.”
 
   Calli grumbled.  “Yeah, but you were a worthless sex slave all of last week.”  She tugged the file folder out of Samantha’s hands.  “So you feel ready for this?” Calli asked, looking down at the picture of Takanada.  He was a handsome man.
 
   “Absolutely,” Sam replied.  “I’ve even been practicing a little Japanese. I can at least say yes, no, and thank you.”
 
   “Domo arigato,” stated Calli.  “Even I know that.”  She looked at Samantha’s attire.  “So when are you going to change?”
 
   Samantha shrugged.  “Last hour I think. I don’t want to mess up the costume or anything.  Thank God I only have to wear a yukata and not a kimono.  Those things are hot.” 
 
   Calli nodded, her lips pursed together.  “Are you absolutely sure you’re okay with this mission?”  The question was sincere, but the strange look that Samantha gave Calli was almost answer enough.
 
   “Isn’t this what you hired me for?” Sam asked with something akin to disbelief. 
 
   “Ostensibly? Yes.  But Takanada’s tastes are pretty extreme.  You know that.  He doesn’t know you’re coming, or that we’re ‘gifting’ you to him for the duration of our visit.  You could just stay back at the hotel.”
 
   Sam stared at Calli.  “Will me being ‘gifted’ help the company?” she asked slowly.  Calli nodded again.  “Then I will do this.  It’s only three days, right?  And between what you and Kristen have done to me over the last year, I think I can handle anything Takanada-san can do to me,” she replied confidently.
 
   “SISTER Kristen, Sam.  Please don’t forget the title.  I have to report every misdemeanor to the sorority, so you might think about that.  Your ass is going to be in for a world of hurt when you get back at this rate.” Calli wiggled a finger at Samantha who giggled.
 
   “Sorry. I’ll try to remember.”
 
   Calli patted Samantha’s knee.  “Good.  Now let’s go over some of the cultural parameters.”
 
   The two women put their heads together, Calli quizzing Samantha.  An hour later, Sam rose and made her way to one of the luggage racks that held her simple clothing bag.  She emerged a few minutes later dressed in a cotton robe called a yukata, complete with obi and obi jime.  Her shoulder length chocolate brown hair had been pulled up into an elegant pile on the top of her head and held in place with a pair of ivory hair pins.  Her makeup matched the green and blue and gold colors of her yukata, and she had done something with her makeup that made her eyes almost look slanted.
 
   Calli grinned in approval as Samantha slid gracefully into the seat next to her.  Her bare feet were tucked into a pair of geta, wooden sandals traditionally worn with kimonos, and Calli could see that Samantha had painted clear gloss on each toenail.
 
     “You look marvelous,” Calli said.  “A phenomenal ambassador of goodwill.” 
 
   Samantha smiled back.  “I have to admit, I like the clothing.  I feel very naughty wearing this.” 
 
    “Nothing under it?” Calli guessed.  Samantha blushed in response.  “Very good,” Calli said wryly, patting Sam’s knee. 
 
   The two women chatted back and forth as the plane turned and began landing procedures in Tokyo.  It took them another hour to pull into the hanger, carefully climb down the metal stairway and move through the cursory inspection by Japan’s customs officials.  The fact that Samantha didn’t even have luggage made things much easier and her attire, submissive attitude, and the fact that she even responded a bit in Japanese eased everyone’s passage.  The customs officials couldn’t take their eyes off her.
 
   A few minutes later the entire entourage was ensconced in three black sedans and riding through the crowded streets of Tokyo, heading for the brief but absolutely necessary formal greeting with Takanada Hiroshi.  Samantha started to feel a bit of nervousness.  It was this first meeting where she would be handed over, a gift to Takanada-san that would mean being separated from Calli and the rest of the company enclave for three days.  She wouldn’t have her passport, or money, and would be totally at the mercy of Takanada. 
 
   But Calli had reassured her that such practices were normal, and even as they got out of the sedans and walked across the massive lobby of Takanada’s office complex, Samantha managed to get her fluttering nerves under control.  Her personal safety wasn’t much of a concern.  Not only was Calli there, but so was her handler, Antonin. The former KGB agent had already demonstrated a phenomenal ability to handle problems.  They had already discussed how she should contact him should the need arise and the phone number she would need to call was memorized.
 
   
  
 

After being greeted by a minor functionary in the lobby, they were escorted to the elevators and the carriage car started upward.  Sam swallowed hard, the butterflies in her stomach fluttering. No, it was whether or not Samantha would please Takanada-san that worried the young brunette.  His tastes were eclectic, and not readily predictable, other than what he did to the female companions he amused himself with.  There wasn’t a lot of information otherwise.  He was unmarried, was frequently seen in public with the Japanese equivalent of leading lady movie stars and models, and appreciated both Japanese tradition as well as modern western concepts.  What worried Samantha was whether he would be satisfied with her at the very beginning.
 
   The elevator doors opened on to a massive reception room at the top of the building.  Tan plush carpeting ran from wall to wall and there was a large desk in front of a glass backdrop sporting Takanada’s company logo.  The girl sitting behind the desk wore a kimono, her hair black and glistening, and her beaming smile greeted them.  Calli as well as James Astor, their head negotiator, stepped forward as the secretary came out from around the desk and bowed.  She was wearing a pair of silk slippers.
 
    “Konbanwa.  Good evening.  Welcome.  Mr. Takanada-san is expecting you.  Please make yourselves comfortable.”  The receptionist’s English was excellent and she motioned toward the white leather sofas sitting off to the side.  An oval coffee table sat in the middle, loaded with current Japanese magazines as well as several American ones.  Calli confidently walked over and sat as did half the compliment.  Samantha remained standing but moved directly behind Calli.  The receptionist left them, moving deeper into the office.
 
   Not even a minute later, a short man with a shock of dark hair and a beaming smile entered the room, followed by the cute secretary.  He headed straight for James Astor, the head negotiator, who rose and Samantha watched as they shook hands.
 
    “Astor-san, it is good to see you again, my friend.”  Takanada’s English was accented, but still easily understandable.
 
    “Takanada-san, it’s good to see you.  Thank you for the warm reception.” Astor replied sincerely and Samantha was pleased to hear him use the Japanese honorific in kind.  The Japanese could be touchy about such things and it showed that Astor knew what he was doing.
 
   Takanada waved one hand in the air.  “Today, you rest.  See something of Tokyo.  I have taken the liberty of providing tickets to our National Museum if any of your group wish to visit.  We will start the negotiations tomorrow morning.”
 
   Aster nodded in appreciation.  “We appreciate your hospitality.”
 
   Takanada smiled, and then turned toward Calli who stepped up next to Astor.  “Ms. Weston, it is good to see you again.  I hope your flight was comfortable?”  He held out his hand, clearly wanting hers.
 
   Calli took Takanada’s hand and held it for a long moment, her warm smile setting the small Japanese man at ease. 
 
    “Yes, thank you, Takanada-san.  I’m looking forward to experiencing the sights and sounds of Tokyo again.”
 
   Takanada looked surprised.  “This is not your first time in my homeland?” he asked.
 
   Calli shook her head.  “No sir. I’ve been here before.  I must admit to being a lover of Japanese cuisine.”
 
   He let out a laugh.  “Then perhaps we can visit Nakamura Komei Ariake before you leave.  The harmony of the foie gras with the shark fin sauce on top is exquisite.”  His eyes turned to take in Samantha.  “And who is this young lady who wears our clothing so well?”
 
   Calli stepped to the side and motioned Samantha forward.  The brunette girl moved around from behind the couch and bowed as Calli introduced her.  Antonin had taught her the proper deference expected in a Japanese woman.
 
   “Takanada-san, this is Samantha, who is serving as our goodwill ambassador.  If you will permit, she will remain with you for the duration of the negotiation,” Calli said simply.
 
   Samantha saw Takanada’s eyes widen in surprise.  “Indeed?  I am impressed Weston-san, that you Americans have taken such pains to follow our customs.  I will happily enjoy Samantha-chan’s company.” He turned and looked directly at Sam. “Samantha-chan wa nihongo wo hanashimasu ka?”
 
   Sam took a moment to translate the words in her head.  He had spoken slowly, giving her a chance and she took it.  She bowed again.  “Sukoshi dake desu Takanada-san,” she replied breathlessly.
 
   He beamed.  “Well, perhaps I will teach you more,” he replied in English.  He clapped his hands once, loudly, and four incredibly beautiful girls, also all wearing kimonos, stepped out from behind the frosted glass backdrop.  One immediately went to Astor, while the other three moved up to the other senior negotiators.  Samantha instantly realized that these girls were her equivalent and she had little trouble guessing that Astor and the other members of the negotiation team wouldn’t be visiting the Tokyo National Museum that evening, or if they did, it would be in the company of these women.  Smiles were returned all around and Samantha suddenly felt awkward.  These Japanese girls were cute and gorgeous.  She didn’t realize that her own racial distinctiveness didn’t detract in the least from her own appeal.
 
   As Calli and Astor bid sayonara to Takanada, Samantha stepped to the side and watched with trepidation as they left.  Calli winked at her and then disappeared into the elevator, leaving her standing with Takanada and his secretary.  When everyone had left, Takanada lightly touched Samantha’s elbow.
 
   “Come with me, Samantha-chan.  I will show you my office,” he said quietly, but with total dominance.  Samantha immediately obeyed, following submissively behind him.  They moved around the frosted glass backdrop as the secretary reseated herself.  There was a large conference table that sat along the window lined wall, looking out across the city of Tokyo.  Large comfortable leather chairs encircled it and Sam only had moments to appreciate the luxury. Takanada led her to the side of the conference room.  Traditional Japanese paper and wood shoji and fusuma panels partitioned off a second room, the paper and wood sliding walls familiar to Sam from movies alone.  Takanada opened one and gestured for Samantha to enter. 
 
   The office was dark with only a few light sources keeping the shadows at bay.  Art lined the walls, most of it traditional Japanese.  A full suit of Samurai armor stood in one corner and a collection of Japanese swords were mounted on the wall behind a modern office desk.  A telephone and a computer monitor were the only elements of modern technology in the room besides the various lights and Takanada led her to the right and into another room, this one clearly meant for relaxing.  In the center of the second room was a circular black leather ottoman, easily six feet in diameter.  It looked like something from the seventies, complete with visible aluminum legs and button tufting.  A shiki futon stood along one wall and there was also a black, western style, leather couch which sat opposite a large flat panel television. Samantha was intrigued by the entire room.  Art work on the walls demanded closer inspection.  The black leather couch, modern in its simplicity, looked soft and inviting.  The woods used in the room’s construction and furniture were dark, and most of the space was illuminated merely from the light that seeped in through the rice paper shoji from the conference area.  But rather than allow her the opportunity to inspect her surroundings, Takanada led her to the ottoman.
 
   “Remove your sandals, please.”  His voice was masculine and very strong, yet soft and warm as well.  Samantha slipped out of the geta, sliding them under the ottoman and out of the way.  Her pulse thickened and she realized that the time had come.  She swallowed once and licked her lips. 
 
   “Kneel,” Takanada said next, taking her hand and guiding her up onto the ottoman itself.  Samantha struggled with the kimono for a moment, but then found some grace.  She managed to kneel on the black leather circle, eyes down, hands palm up on her thighs.  It felt odd however to have her thighs pressed together.  She was used to being spread open in this position, available.  It was one of the common positions used at the sorority. 
 
   Takanada began circling the ottoman, examining Samantha.  After three revolutions he stopped in front of her.  “Release your obi, Samantha-chan,” he commanded.
 
   Samantha nodded, her breath quickening.  She reached down and quickly pulled the obijime loose, followed by the wide belt itself.  It had taken hours of practice back in Chicago for her to correctly tie the obi, not to mention taking it off.  As it fell from her waist, Takanada caught it and carried it over to the black leather sofa.  He laid it carefully across the back and then returned.  Samantha’s yukata was still closed, but had loosened noticeably, revealing a tantalizing strip of skin from her neck down toward her breasts.  Takanada reached out, touching her chin, and then let his finger slide down her neck.  The warm fingertip parted the cotton robe and Samantha straightened slightly.  Downward the touch went, eliciting a wanton shudder from the girl as his finger delved downward between her breasts, across her belly button, and then downward.  The material parted at his touch, baring more and more of her.  Sam trembled slightly and the scent of her arousal became immediately apparent to both of them. His hand kept opening the yukata and Sam tilted her head upward, arching her back as she braced herself for his hand to slide into her slit and she opened herself slightly.
 
   To her dismay, he removed his hand before he touched her well and Samantha moaned, closing her eyes in disappointment.  She felt him lean toward her, his hands coming up to touch her shoulders, and then the kimono started to slip.  It fell down her flesh, exposing soft white limbs, her rounded and bare breasts, a taut stomach, well-formed buttocks, and then finally, the pink expanse of her shaven slit.  Sam spread her legs even more, making sure her pink flower was visible.  The kimono caught in the crook of each elbow and she turned her head to the left, letting her hair hide her eyes as he took in the sight of her.  Once more he circled her, letting his eyes explore the delightful crevasses and nooks of her body.  Finally he moved forward and helped remove the kimono, leaving her kneeling naked in the center of the black leather ottoman.
 
   He placed the kimono with her obi and then returned.  With gentle hands he repositioned her, gentle hands spreading her legs wide apart to expose her slit, moving her shoulders backward to better present her bosom, and then to her surprise, positioning her own hands under both breasts, supporting them, offering them.  He touched one nipple gently, exploring with his fingertips as Samantha moaned.  Then he let go, stepping back.
 
   “I have business to attend too.  You will remain in this position until I return.”
 
   Samantha nodded.  “Hai, Takanada-san,” she replied.  He looked pleased. Then without another word, he walked away, leaving Samantha kneeling on the ottoman.  She heard the fusuma panel slide open and then close, leaving her alone.
 
   At first, Samantha had no problem holding the position.  But after ten minutes her body started to ache.  Slowly, she lowered her arms, working out the kinks and resting for a moment before once more cupping her breasts and lifting them upward.  Her eyes darted around the room, studying the hanging scrolls, the sculptures, wishing she could move closer and examine them.  Fortunately, the room was neither warm nor cold and there was no breeze.  After a little bit of time she detected a scent, sandalwood and camphor incense that seemed to linger in the air.  Thirty minutes passed and she began to daydream, occasionally taking a moment to move and relax one limb before moving back into position.
 
   Her initial encounter with Takanada baffled her.  She expected him to take her, to use her.  Even thirty minutes later her sex was still wet, still expectant.  In desperation for mental stimulation, she gave into the idea of physical stimulation and while resting one arm, slipped her fingers through her swollen petals.  She moaned with need, wanting to masturbate but knowing such an action would be unforgiveable.  Instead she brought herself to the edge, but held off.  Once again she brought her hand to her breast and then began resting her other arm, once more tracing little circles across her clit and through the glistening folds between her legs.
 
   The sound of the sliding panel of Takanada’s office opening caused her to jerk upright, bringing her hand back up to her breast.  Her fingers glistened with her own juices and even some of the sexual lubricant had coated her nipple.  She trembled in fright, wondering if Takanada would notice her disobedience.  She wasn’t worried about punishment, but of a consequence far worse: being dropped off at the hotel to be coddled by a very disappointed Calli. 
 
   But Takanada was talking on his cell phone, rapidly and in his own language.  Despite her intensive study over the last few weeks, Samantha could make nothing of it, even as Takanada left the office and entered the sitting room area.  He circled around her, studying her body as he carried on his animated conversation.
 
   Samantha could tell that he was displeased about something from his tone, but the context of it was beyond her.  Several times he even turned away from her naked body as he spoke sternly into the phone.  A moment later he sat down on the ottoman, just to her side.  As he continued giving orders to the person on the phone line, he lifted his hand and rammed his middle finger deeply into her sex, stirring her passion and causing her to gasp from the sudden penetration.  Her hips rocked as he finger fucked her, working her to a frothing boil.  Just as she felt the oncoming orgasm, tightening around his digit, he pulled himself free and stood.  He lifted his hand to her face and pushed his goo covered finger against her lips.  Samantha opened her obediently tasting her own need, her own desire, her own desperation.  Then he pulled loose, wiped his saliva coated finger across her chest, and turned, walking away.  Samantha groaned, still struggling with the position he had set her in.  Her body was thrumming with helpless desire and she almost cried out when she heard the sliding panel once more open and close, leaving her alone in her torment.
 
   It took her several minutes to calm down, to allow the raging fire in her loins to burn down to coals.  The heat remained but the desperate intensity abated until she was able to once again recognize the growing pain in her arms and legs from holding the position.  A cramp formed in her left thigh and with a grimace of fear, she slid off the ottoman and stood, stretching herself quickly.  Her muscles ached, but she took a few minutes to bend and work her body loose, one eye and ear constantly alert for Takanada’s return.  Finally she felt ready to resume her trial, the torment, and once more knelt on the ottoman.
 
   She was forced to get up twice more to relieve the cramps before Takanada returned.  Additional issues troubled her.  Not only was she still wanting sexually, but her stomach was starting to growl, wanting food.  She tried meditating, but it was extremely hard to do while pushing one’s own breasts forward, cupping them with both hands.  When she heard Takanada enter the room, she quickly brought her right hand back up to her breast.  Since her back was too him, she couldn’t see, but he was clearly talking to someone.  His voice became louder and there were short responses from a female voice. Then he entered the sitting room.  Sam blushed scarlet as Takanada moved around in front of Breanne and stared at her while giving additional orders to his secretary.
 
   The girl couldn’t have been much older than Samantha, though Sam was cognizant of the fact that Japanese women frequently looked younger than they were.  Her almond eyes glittered and she clearly enjoyed looking at Samantha’s naked body in between the moments where she jotted down notes with a stylus on some sort of tablet computer.  Takanada continued on in Japanese and Samantha suddenly realized he was talking about her, pointing at her.  Every once in a while the secretary would nod or acknowledge some particular order while noting it down.  Finally Takanada walked over to a small bookcase along one wall and retrieved what looked like two sets of light colored chopsticks.  He approached Samantha and without a word, lifted one of the sets upward.
 
   Sam could see that the set was indeed two slivers of bamboo, yet while they had been properly shaped, the very ends were still bound together and would need to be split in order to have two separate utensils.  To her surprise, Takanada pulled the cut ends apart without splitting the thin strips, and then placed the improvised vise over her right nipple.  Instantly the two pieces of bamboo struggled to return to their unstressed position, side by side, except now Samantha’s nipple was caught between the two pieces of bamboo.  Pain lanced through her breast and she gasped, her legs trembling.  She struggled to maintain her position, to keep offering her breasts to the man in front of her.  She managed, only to be rewarded with another set of bamboo chopsticks used to clamp her other nipple.  Sharp stabs of discomfort lanced down through her body, straight to her still wet sex, igniting the smoldering burn that had never really gone out.  In seconds her libido surged and her hips moved forward, offering her wet and swollen slit to her tormentor.  At that moment, had the secretary wanted her, Samantha would have eagerly given up, anything to relieve the sexual tension.
 
   Takanada ran his fingers along her body and then to her great relief, between her legs.  He didn’t penetrate this time, but instead let his hand flutter against her petals, feeling the wet folds of flesh and driving her nearly insane.  She groaned, leaning toward him, her body folding, but then he drew his hand away.  Sam watched as he wiped his fingers on his secretary’s kimono.  The girl stood there, her face expressionless, as Takanada cleaned his hand of Samantha’s juices.  Sam let out a whimper, hoping her tormentor would release her, only to watch in horror as he left the room once more, the secretary following obediently, a dark wet spot on her kimono starkly visible.
 
   Sam almost cried.  Her body ached.  Her pussy burned.  Her nipples now hurt with an intensity that seemed to pulse with each heartbeat.  She wrapped her arms around herself, hugging her body as she shifted back and forth, trying to keep the cramps from forming in her legs once more.  Just when she thought she couldn’t take any more, that she would fall over in exhaustion, the sliding panel opened behind her.  She froze, chest heaving.  Footsteps sounded behind her and then a large canvas bag fell to the floor in front of the ottoman.  She turned her head to see a man who was not Takanada, looking at her in clinical interest.
 
    
 
   Chapter Nine
 
    
 
    “Stand,” said the man in English, his accent thick and barely understandable.  He was much older than Takanada, easily in his late fifties.  His black hair had grayed, turning it salt and pepper, and he wore a carefully trimmed beard that made him look wise.  Laugh lines and crow’s feet etched his skin and his hands were thick and hard looking.  He wore a well-tailored business suit of light gray that only barely concealed his muscular torso. He held one hand out to Samantha as she gasped in relief, dropping her arms and practically falling forward.  He caught her and pulled her upright, supporting a good portion of her weight as she worked her legs, trying to unknot the muscles.
 
    “I… Koga,” he said, tapping his chest.  He clearly did not have a good command of English, but Sam nodded and held on to him gratefully.
 
    “Samantha,” replied the naked brunette, just appreciative to be in a different position.  Slowly she felt the kinks work their way out, at least enough for her to be mobile.  She released her death hold on Koga and straightened up.  While her nipples still ached from the clamps, at least the knot in her calf was gone.
 
    “Stand, arms up,” he said when she was standing on her own.  Samantha blinked, but then lifted her arms upright.  He nodded in satisfaction then pointed to her legs.  Sam stepped one leg outward until her feet were a good three feet apart.  Koga seemed pleased and then turned back to his canvas bag.
 
   To Samantha’s surprise, he extracted a large thick rope.  With obvious dexterity, he ran it through his course leathery hands until he found the middle.  He turned back to Samantha and draped the rope over her shoulders and around the back of her neck.  With quick movements, he began twisting the main strand.  She could feel the rough scratchy hemp against her skin.  It dangled down her front and then Koga moved behind her.  Samantha gasped as the rope was pulled tight into her crotch, pressing roughly against her clit and through her slit.  Koga reached down and adjusted her folds, eliciting a slight moan from her, even as he made sure that her petals were spread to the outside of the hemp, while her clit was caught between the two strands, pressed tightly together.  Then he tugged the double strand up through her buttocks.  The rope went all the way up her back where Koga ran it through the back of the loop at her neck. 
 
   The rest was complicated and impossible for Samantha to follow.  In short order her breasts were tightly wrapped, squeezing them and adding a new element of torment to Sam’s discomfort.  The rope on both sides went back and forth, threaded through the double and twisted strand that ran along her vertical axis.  In moments, five diamond shapes were created along her chest and abdomen.  As Koga tied off the loose ends, Samantha realized that the crotch rope had tightened even further, sending a deep pervasive ache through her loins. 
 
   It was only then that Koga reached up and tugged the two bamboo clamps off Samantha’s nipples.
 
   Her cry of anguish as the blood rushed back through her crushed nubs was muted only by her clenched teeth and she balled both hands into fists as the pain pervaded her very core.  Koga ignored it, instead moving over to the black leather couch and lifting her yukata.  He opened it outward, holding it for her.  Sam moved forward delicately feeling the rope between her legs scratch against her clitoris and chafe the petals of her flower. It didn’t hurt exactly, but it certainly sent shivers of arousal through her.  She took short small steps to mitigate the sensation.
 
   She slipped her arms into the yukata and allowed Koga to tie the obi and obijime.  Her nipples ached, but her rumbling stomach was beginning to assert itself.
 
    “Please?  Um… Koga-san?  I’m really hungry,” Samantha said politely.
 
   He looked up as he retrieved her sandals.  “Food soon.  Quiet.”  He held out the wooden footwear and Samantha held out each leg in turn.  As soon as she was clad, Koga motioned for her to follow and led her out of the office.  Samantha followed as fast as she could, but the concealed rope dug at her sex.  Almost instantly the hemp became soaked with her juices, the consistent tug along her clit and labia too much to keep her from reacting sexually.  But there was another edge to that sword, a cutting edge, and she could feel the light burning as the hemp also sawed away at her flesh, rubbing a thin patina of skin off, tenderizing her privates in excoriating consistency.  Each step was both agony and ecstasy and by necessity small and with as little movement as possible.
 
   Takanada was nowhere to be seen, though his secretary still sat at the desk.  She was deep in paperwork and didn’t acknowledge either Samantha or Koga, except with a polite bow at the later, as they left. The wet spot of Sam’s juices Takanada had left on the woman’s kimono had dried, but was still visible. Whisked down the elevator, Samantha followed Koga as the man led her out of the elevator and onto the second floor.  A few quick turns and Samantha was led into a well-appointed dining room.  Hundreds of people were eating and Sam saw that they were all separated by their status.  All of the secretaries were eating together, dressing in conservative business suits, dresses, or kimonos; the high pitched hum of their chit chat overlaying the entire dining room.  Salary men sat together, jackets off, their white shirts immaculate as they wolfed down their bento boxes worth of lunch. 
 
   It seemed as if no one was paying attention to her, but Sam felt the cursory glances.  It was unusual to see an American woman, a round-eye, dressed in traditional Japanese garb, but the Japanese tolerance for privacy allowed them to take in the sight and then move on.  Koga led her through the dining room and to a set of large wooded fusuma panels at the back.  He opened them and led her in.
 
   Takanada was eating lunch with several other men at a low table.  Everyone was kneeling or sitting on small leather pads.   The traditional table was a stark contrast to the more western style furniture out in the main dining area.  Here, the muted roar of the workers was barely distinguishable, and the wooden panels and soft lighting created an atmosphere of shogun royalty. 
 
   Samantha was still feeling the sexual arousal that not only came from the rope between her legs, but from the fact that she was being paraded around.  Like a young girl wearing her first lingerie, there was a feeling of wicked naughtiness.  None of those workers had known that not only was she naked under the kimono, but wrapped in rope, tormenting her sexually.  It was quite an aphrodisiac.  Koga took her arm and propelled her around to the empty seat at the end of the table.  But before Sam could kneel down, Koga began untying the obi.  Sam’s eyes widened in alarm.  Takanada wasn’t the only one present.  There were four other men kneeling just feet away!  She opened her mouth but then closed it again.  It wasn’t her place to object.  If Takanada wanted her naked at lunch, then he could have her that way.  Sam held her breath and closed her eyes as the kimono was opened and then pulled away from her body.
 
   For a moment the conversation died.  But then it took off again in rapid fire Japanese that Samantha had no hope of understanding.  Intuition gave her understanding that they were discussing her and when she opened her eyes, the intense gazes of Takanada’s dining partners were almost like lasers drilling through her.
 
   Koga’s hand pressed down upon her shoulder and she knelt down, copying the position Takanada himself was using.  The pad was comfortable, but her legs protested with ripples of discomfort at being forced to once again assume a kneeling position.  The cord between her loins dug up even deep into her sex and she let out a small whimper.
 
   Koga sat down next to her and a moment later two older women in serving outfits entered the room bearing bowls.  A warm broth smelling of miso was placed in front of both Koga and Samantha. Sam followed Koga’s example and lifted the bowl to her mouth, drinking it quietly.  Rice appeared, and then seared ahi tuna, of a quality that Samantha was unaccustomed to.  Her stomach rippled in relief as she ate, trying to maintain a low and submissive profile.  Even the tea was delicious.
 
   She finished everything they put in front of her, right down to strawberry daifuku cake.  When she finished she sat patiently, trying to make out something of the conversation.  She kept her eyes down though, not wanting to appear unwomanly.  As the conversation died down, one of the Takanada’s dining partners stood.  He rounded the table and the knelt down next to Samantha.  Koga scooted out of the way, moving backward as the other man reached up and grabbed Samantha’s left breast.  She bit her lip but didn’t move or even flinch as he began kneading it, almost mauling it.  Pain, deep bruising pain, rushed through her chest and she looked across the table at Takanada who watched dispassionately.  The man touching her reached around her body, almost hugging her as he moved, and began squeezing her other breast as well. 
 
   It wasn’t until he slipped his fingers under the rope harness that pressed tightly to her belly, and began yanking on it, that Samantha finally whimpered.  She let out a low crooning cry of displeasure, her eyes closing.  Part of her assignment training had been to understand how Japanese females expressed their dislike of sexual torment.  There was no begging, no screaming, no demands or threats, merely a high pitched squeal, tiny cries of agony.  No other objection was deemed appropriate and as the rough hemp cordage tightened on her clitoris, Samantha followed tradition with a tiny cry.
 
   Takanada smiled, even as Samantha’s tormentor reached down and began rubbing her protruding clitoral hood, which peaked out from between the two strands of rope.  Sam’s hands moved involuntarily, but Koga grabbed one wrist while Sam’s tormentor grabbed the other.  Koga reached over and pinched one nipple while the other man continued the frantic rubbing of Sam’s clitoris.  In moments she squealed, her body going rigid as the scent of her arousal and release filled the room with her sexual musk.  Her body trembled and when her tormentor released her, she almost fell over.
 
   But then one of Takanada’s other guests stood.  He moved around toward Samantha and unzipped his trousers.  Extracting his cock, he slapped it against her still sex dazed face until she opened her mouth.  Sucking cock was a sorority staple however and certainly a sex act that went beyond cultural boundaries.  Samantha drew the man inward, working her tongue along his shaft and pulling back the foreskin of his penis as he worked himself in and out of her mouth.  She tugged his pants down, revealing a pair of silk boxers and she reached up and began caressing his testicles.  The man groaned, clearly in awe of her oral skills, until he burst at the seams, shooting ribbons of white cream into her open mouth.  Samantha swallowed without hesitation, once more impressing the men around her.
 
   After that prodigious demonstration, the other guests had to partake, including the one who had rubbed Samantha into sexual excitement.  Three more cock suckings later, Samantha was finally allowed to rest.  To her disappointment, Takanada hadn’t used her.  Neither had Koga.  Instead she had been a favorite party favor, a dessert for Takanada’s guests.  As the lunch meeting wrapped up, Koga pulled her away, cleaned her up with a wet towel provided by one of the serving women, and then dressed her once again in the kimono.
 
   Takanada appeared.  “You do well, Samantha-chan.  Koga will take you to my home, where you can rest until this evening.  We will dine together. Sayonara.”  Then Takanada turned and left the room.
 
   Samantha turned toward Koga who once more took her arm and led her through the dining room.  Most of the workers had gone, though there were a few still eating.  Together, they made their way back to the elevators and then Koga led her out into a basement.  A car pulled up and he helped her into the back seat.  A quick word spoken to the driver followed and then the car sped out from the underground garage and out into the streets of Tokyo, Japan.
 
   The sights amazed Samantha.  Thousands of people walked the streets, and for someone used to Dallas, Texas, it seemed like mass hysteria.  The streets were crowded, the sidewalks practically full, and everyone seemed to be moving at top speed.  Samantha sat with her nose pressed against the glass, trying to take in the sights without moving too much.  Already there was a fresh tinge of serious discomfort coming from between her legs. 
 
   The tour wasn’t the best.  Koga was a quiet companion and Samantha didn’t feel comfortable asking questions.  Twenty minutes later Samantha found herself wide-eyed as they pulled up to a towering mansion, the architecture clearly Japanese, with large wood lintels and posts, a tilted angular roof with slightly curved eaves.  A large bonsai garden, along with a rock garden, decorated the area in front of the structure.  When the sedan came to a halt, the tires crunching on the gravel drive, Koga grunted and nodded at Samantha.  Slowly she got out of the car and stood, waiting for Koga.  He climbed out of the car, shut the door, and then watched as the sedan disappeared down the drive.
 
    “Come,” Koga said, then began leading Samantha down the garden path. 
 
   Each step burned at her sore labia, but Samantha followed obediently.  Taking small but hurried steps, she was able to mitigate some of the chafing damage being done to her sex, but it still stung.  Worse, her own wanton nature had transferred some of that sensitized feeling into sexual need and despite her recent orgasm, was already feeling the need for another one.  The main door of the house appeared and Koga helped Samantha up the six steps to the front porch.  Carefully Koga slid the panel to the side and together they stepped in.
 
   Samantha gasped.  She stood in what was clearly a foyer or entry hall of some sort, the high sloping roof rising directly above them.  The walls were wood frame and rice paper, while a small glass table stood to the side, decorated with fresh flowers in a vase, and an almost burned out guttering candle.  But what astonished Samantha was the hanging art.
 
   A woman, with jet black hair, completely naked and clearly alive, was bound in midair, her body trapped in an excruciatingly complicated rope harness.  It wrapped around her body, tightly around her breasts, and held her in a half bent pose, one leg up, her sex exposed and open.  She hung at least five feet off the ground, easily available to anyone wanting to touch her and her petals glistened with moisture.  She was clearly aroused, almost dripping with need. Heavy metal clover clamps dangled from the girl’s nipples and her mouth was stuffed with a black rubber ball gag.  A black cloth was wrapped around her eyes and she clearly could not see.  Koga approached, glanced at the candle, and then proceeded to push three of his fingers into the suspended girl’s sex.  She let out a wild squeal, jerking in her harness as he thrust his hand deeper, pumping wildly.  As her hips began bucking, he tugged his hand out and then wiped the gooey wetness on her open inner thigh.  She let out a whimpering moan that spoke volumes to Samantha.  The girl was desperate and in need.
 
   Koga turned to the right and motioned for Samantha to follow.  Sam let out a sigh of relief.  She had thought she was meant to replace the girl in the hall!  Koga moved down the wood floored hall and then opened a small partition.  Inside was a large room, with several sleeping pads.   None of them were occupied.  Several large wooden chests lined the walls.  Koga led her to one at the very back and then turned.
 
    “Take off yakuta,” he ordered with a nod. 
 
   Samantha took a deep breath.  Would her first fuck of the day be with Koga and not Takanada?  It seemed wrong somehow.  But at Koga’s impatient grimace, she pulled open the obi and then shrugged out of the kimono.  Koga’s hands went to the knots that held her rope bondage in place and then he began loosening the strands.  Samantha didn’t realize how tightly the shibari bondage had been her until she was released from it.  She gasped in relief as he untied her torso, finally drawing the rough hemp out from between her spread labia.  As soon as she was free, Samantha reached down and pried open her petals, inspecting the damage.
 
   To her surprise, it wasn’t nearly as bad as she had feared.   Both inner and outer folds shows slight redness from where the hemp had rubbed against her, and both were sensitive to the touch, but she wasn’t cut or bleeding.  Her clit was tender and swollen still, but that too was in better shape than she expected as well.  Koga directed her to a bathroom and she took a few moments to freshen up.  When she emerged Koga moved over to the closest wooden chest and extracted two pairs of leather bondage cuffs. 
 
   Samantha was intimately familiar with the more western style bondage.  She held out her wrists and watched as Koga quickly buckled them on.  She cocked one leg upward, foot arched and on point as he knelt and secured the cuffs to her ankle.  Minutes later she stood, wearing nothing but the bondage cuffs.
 
   Koga motioned her to follow and Samantha did, trying to memorize the root he took while wandering through the house.  Once more they passed the girl hanging in the foyer and again Koga paused to drive three of his fingers into the hanging girl’s sex.  Then they moved on down a matching corridor to the one on the opposite side of the house.  The only difference was that the walls were laden with silk tapestries and scrolls.  Vases stood on small tables, and there were an unusual number of cutlery pieces, ancient swords and knives, each with a tiny metal plate, inscribed with Japanese hiragana. All of it was a distraction for Sam and she stared, fascinated.  As they passed one room, Sam caught a glimpse of another naked girl, also Japanese, bound spread eagled to a table.  The girl looked terribly uncomfortable, her limbs drawn outward and then bent oddly underneath the low platform.   She paused, but Koga turned and glared at her and she was unable to go back and get a second look.  As they walked though, she kept her eyes open.  In another room with the panel open, a similarly undressed girl was standing on tip toe, manacled wrists bound to the ceiling. Her body rippled with tension and a soft sheen of perspiration making it clear that her bondage was a trial.  Between her legs was a dark patch of pubic hair, but parting the darkness was a bright pink vibrator that buzzed heavily.  It clearly was embedded inside the girl and she struggled to stay up on tip toe.  The girl’s body and long black hair were beautiful, but what confused Samantha was that no one was in the room with her. No one witnessed her sexual suffering.
 
   Another sliding panel was opened and Samantha was led into what could only have been described as a master suite.  It was huge, with thick pile rugs along the floor.  To her astonishment, there was also another ottoman, an exact twin of the one in Takanada’s office, sitting off to one side of the sleeping platform.  It was here that Koga led her.  He pushed her down upon the ottoman and then retrieved a chain from underneath.  This was locked to a steel loop on her right wrist cuff.  He pushed her onto her back and Samantha took a deep breath as her arm was drawn outward to the edge of the bench.  There was more rattling and then another chain was attached to her other wrist.  Her ankles were next and she was drawn and spread to the edges of the ottoman, a perfect feast.  Her body formed an “X” shape, a feminized, realized version of da Vinci’s Vitruvian Man.
 
   Koga pulled a soft blanket from the sleeping area, threw it across Samantha, covering her nudity.  Samantha blinked.  She had expected Koga to ravish her.
 
    “Sleep.  Rest.  Takanada-san be here few hour,” Koga said, laying his hand gently across Samantha’s head.  He turned to leave but paused when Samantha whispered the words.
 
    “Domo arigato, Koga-san”
 
   Koga grinned and closed the rice paper panel behind him. 
 
    
 
   Chapter Ten
 
    
 
   The sudden exposure to cool air woke Samantha with a start.  She hadn’t expected to sleep, but evidently jet lag respected no schedule.  The light around her was dim, leaving most of the room in shadows, but she saw movement and lifted her head.  Takanada stood near the one of the side tables near the wall, lighting candles.  The long match moved from wick to wick, casting flickering glimmers on the man’s face
 
   He was dressed in a silk kimono, masculine in style and cut perfectly for his frame.  It was loose around his torso though, exposing his hairless chest in the imperfect light of the candles.  He blew out the long match and laid it aside.  There was a light rap on the door, and it slid open.  Samantha saw a serving woman, old enough to be her mother, dressed in an elegant kimono, enter with a tray.  A small pitcher and two tea cups stood on the tray and she set it down on the sleeping dais and then left with only a small bow to her master.  He went to the tray, poured a cup for himself, and drank deeply.
 
   Then he turned and looked at Samantha.
 
    “Have you slept well, Samantha-chan?” he asked softly, putting down his cup.  His back remained toward her as he went to a small chest and opened it.
 
    “Hai, Takanada-san,” she replied.  She let her head back down, deciding the neck strain wasn’t worth it to keep him in view.  Her naked body was open to him anyway.  He could do to her what he wished.  That was the whole point.  She heard him pulling something, or even a few somethings, out of the chest. 
 
    “That is good.  I was impressed with your stamina today.  Not many can hold that position so well.”
 
   Samantha blushed.  “Domo arigato, Takanada-san.”  She was hardly going to admit that she had frequently stretched to give herself that stamina.
 
    “And the way you handled my guests at lunch demonstrated your willingness to serve,” he continued.  Samantha held her breath as he loomed closer.  His body was a dark shadow outlined by the candle light behind him.
 
    “But while you are a willing lover, I wonder if you really cater to my tastes.  Is Ms. Weston aware of my requirements?” he wondered.
 
   Samantha nodded.  “Yes sir, she is.  That’s why I was chosen,” she whispered.
 
   Takanada took a deep breath.  “You know what I would do to you then?  What you would be forced to endure?” 
 
   The bound and naked girl nodded again.  “Yes sir.  You can do to me what you want.”
 
    “Hmmm…” he mused.  “I see.  Willing.  But you have no idea how I can truly hurt you, truly take you.  You see, here in Japan, the old way is that women are subservient to men.  Our needs take precedence.  Your mind, your body is for a man to use.  I require not just a receptacle for my pleasure, but to inflict pain.  Do you understand this?”
 
    “Yes sir.  I understand,” Samantha replied again, her body trembling, not just from fear, but also from excitement.
 
   Takanada shook his head.  “I am not sure you do.  So tonight will be your test.  Tonight, and only tonight, will you have what you westerners call a ‘safe word’.  It will be ‘America’.  If you say this word I will stop what I am doing and I will have you delivered to Ms. Weston at the hotel.  There will be no shame in this.  I doubt any American girl could withstand what a native Japanese woman can endure.”
 
   Samantha’s lips pressed together.  From her studies into the subject, native Japanese women were frequently bound so that the only objections they could make were small pitiful noises.  But Samantha’s submissive side held sway and she merely waited for him to start.  Deep inside her mind a tiny part of her grew angry and silently roared “bring it on!”
 
   He reached down and began touching her, running his fingers over her body.  Nothing was left unexplored.  He slid his hand along her sides, under her arms, against the insides of her elbows.  He explored her fingers and toes, even slipping his hands under her and cupping her bottom.  Samantha gasped when his touch found her folds, sensitive and quite wet.  His thumb and forefinger found a nipple, teasing it before pinching.  The pressure increased and she let out a shrill cry.  Takanada twisted the tip of her breast and sent shards of pain into her even as his fingers found the soaked nodule between her legs and flicked it back and forth. 
 
   He worked her as a master chef prepares a dish, tenderizing her, preparing her, yet never letting her reach the boiling point.  Her moans and sighs were frequently punctuated by tiny, painful cries, most in honest reply to biting ache.  Her clit and nipples were frequent targets for abuse, but Takanada hurt her elsewhere while at the same time inflicting other stimulating pleasures elsewhere her body.  Sharp pinches along the insides of her thighs were accompanied by his mouth suckling her nipple.  A bruising poke along her ribcage was counterpointed by a gentle finger fuck.  And when he took her clit between his thumb and forefinger, rolling it around before squeezing as hard as he could, his fingers would lightly caress her arm and chest, sending shivers of pleasure down through her. 
 
   To Samantha it was terrible torment, but yet a torment she could endure with grace and fortitude. She wanted him to hurt her, but more than that, she wanted to please him.  She wanted him to take her, to use her in any way that he wanted.  She hoped he would fill her with cock, taking his own pleasure and need with her body.  But clearly he intended to excite himself to release through his abuse of her flesh.  At one point he had even pulled a bottle of oil from the chest and poured a sufficient amount of the thick syrup over her body.  He worked it in, rubbing it over her skin until she glistened, all while keeping up the same abuses and pleasures, creating a conflicting storm of desire and anguish within her.
 
   After half an hour of his fingers, he stood and walked back over to the table.  Samantha was panting, her body trembling from a mixture of sensations that had her almost screaming.  Part of her stood on the edge of the orgasmic cliff, while another part of her dealt with the painful ache of his attentions.  Sam’s skin felt as if someone had scoured it, then oiled and massaged it, only to whip her with thorns.  
 
   Takanada returned to her with two candles in his hand.  The glow of the flame illuminated Samantha’s body, reflecting in beautiful glimmers of light as he tipped the candle over.  Dark crimson paraffin fell in heavy droplets, first upon her stomach, but then tracing a dotted line upward until the hot wax began to fall upon her breasts, coating both nipples.
 
   The wax was hot, almost burning and Samantha thrashed upon the ottoman, crying out, her head flung back and forth as her body used what little movement it had available to express its desire to get away.  Each drop of the candle’s molten lava burned her skin and felt like hot kisses.  But Samantha had a history with wax and as it solidified over her breasts the heat suffused her bosom and became a fiery core of desperate need inside her.  She arched her back, thrusting her chest upward, offering it to her new master.  She spread her legs wider, presenting a target that she hoped he would take and he did not disappoint.  The wax drippings moved back down her belly and the first fiery droplets splattered against the swollen pink folds of her sex, then her clitoris, sending the beads of burning sensation deep into Samantha’s body.
 
   It was too much.  She screamed out loud as her body convulsed, rocking in orgasmic release.  She shook, muscle spasms making it clear to Takanada that his little “round-eye” gaijin had cum.  He pulled back for just a moment, startled at the transformation, of how the little brunette girl bound before him could possibly have cum from such torment.  He spoke not a word, but merely raised a single eyebrow, reevaluating Samantha’s potential. 
 
   He stepped away from the ottoman and put down his candles.  Samantha continued to moan through her orgasm’s afterglow, her chest moving in intriguing ways.  Each breast looked like a rounded mountain, capped with the ruby flows of pyroclastic release.  Her sex was nothing more than a crack in the earth, bubbling with the scarlet heat of buried magma.  Takanada picked up a thin bamboo cane, no thicker than a pencil, and carried it back to the whimpering and sex-dazed girl.  He raised it up above his head, and without warning, slammed it down across both breasts.
 
   Wax chipped and exploded off Samantha’s bosom, the cane cracking the paraffin covering even as it delivered a stinging red welt across the already heated flesh.  Samantha’s body arched again, except this time in excruciating agony as the slender rod cut her skin and raised a vicious line across both breasts, just under her nipples.  Her teeth slammed together, a loud click that did very little to stop the keening wail of suffering that followed.  Takanada didn’t wait for her to stop, much less recover, and hit her again, this time aiming for the turgid little tips of both breasts.
 
   Red flakes popped off her skin with each consecutive blow, the rose colored paraffin replaced by the vermillion hues left by the cane.  Takanada did not hit her with anger, but instead with steady repeated strokes designed to cause suffering.  Soon her breasts sported the red and blue blotches of deep tissue abuse and Samantha was bawling.  It was then, and only then, that Takanada shifted his aim and brought the thin switch down between her legs.
 
   The impact landed diagonally across her labia, missing her clitoris by mere millimeters.  Samantha let out another scream, her legs pulling together as much as the chains allowed.  She managed to block a good portion of Takanada’s access to her sex, just by twisting her knees inward.  It was involuntary and certainly not something Samantha would have done had she been capable of thinking through the curtain of horrible pain.   Takanada waited and after half a minute she finally regained enough control to realize that her thighs were blocking his next stroke.  Shaking, trembling in fear and distress, she parted her legs, opening once more.
 
   He struck quickly, hard, this time impacting her clit and driving the reed of bamboo deep into the folds of her sex.  Wax exploded from her flesh, flicking off in cascades of broken flecks.  Her petals seemed erubescent, and so dark from both the waxing and his strokes that for a moment, he thought he had drawn blood.  Once more the pain folded her, limbs closing around to protect her delicate parts.  He understood it was involuntary.  To Takanada it was not the ability to stay open that he looked for.  No woman, Japanese or American, could withstand the strokes he delivered.  He knew that.  But what woman, after having closed herself through instinct, would voluntarily open back up? 
 
   Samantha shuddered, her throat constricted and swollen from the sobbing screams.  She knew he was standing over her, waiting, wanting, needing her to open, but the suffering torment between her legs, in her breasts, felt like a thousand hammers beating her.  Finally she struggled to assert control, willing her legs to obey the commands of her mind.  Her knees wobbled, twisting as she forced her ankles to turn outward.  Her thighs parted, her loins exposed once more.  And within a heartbeat Takanada hit her again.
 
   Scarlet lightning flashed through her, impacting between her legs and exploding behind her tightly closed eyelids.  Her entire world was nothing more than pain.  There was no pleasure, no need, no sexual desire now.  It just hurt.  It hurt everywhere.  Sam began blubbering, her mind swirling down into darkness.
 
   She felt Takanada’s cane tapping against her knees and she trembled uncontrollably. 
 
    “You want it to stop, yes?  The hurt?  The pain?  I plan on hitting you again Samantha-chan, and perhaps even more.  You must either open or say it.  Say the word.  Say the word and I will release you.  The pain will stop.  You will be spared,” Takanada whispered.
 
   Sam gritted her teeth and shook her head.  Her mouth contorted in agony but then her legs opened once more, a butterfly spreading its wings.  Takanada’s eyes widened in surprise and he swung viciously downward, cutting into her sex with a blow that tightened every muscle in Samantha’s body.  Then the girl went limp, sent into the oblivion of unconsciousness as her brain shut down, unable to handle the overload of sensation from between her legs.
 
   Dark stars winked in out of her sight and Samantha tried to focus on the little motes of light.  They seemed blurry and moved rapidly across the horizon.  Her body felt numb, disconnected, but there was something else, a movement, a soft pressure, something warm and wet.  It took her several minutes to figure out that those sensations were coming from between her legs, and it was the twinge of occasional pain that accompanied the pleasure that allowed her to focus enough to recognize the source.  She tried to close her eyes against the pinpoints of spinning lights, only to discover they were already closed.  Carefully she opened her lids, seeing the glimmer of Takanada’s candles, far away on the table, flickering golden illumination across the ceiling of the room. 
 
   The warm wet caress continued and Samantha moaned.  It felt incredible.  As her mind slowly swam back to the surface of cognizance, she finally realized that Takanada’s tongue was buried in her sex, swirling through the cooked and beaten petals.  Even unconscious, her body had responded to his demands, ripening in response to the gentle stimulation.  Underneath his tongue though were the still brutal aches of his beating.  The combination merged however and Samantha found her breath quickening as the old longings returned, oddly powerful considering that Samantha had just been caned.  Carefully she lifted her head.  Her breasts were a scarlet mess, crisscrossed with harsh lines and already turning blue in some places from the bruising.  Her belly was still dotted with flakes and spots of wax, cool now, while down below, at her slit, was Takanada’s face.  His mouth was still firmly working at her sex, sucking, licking, and tasting her.  She moaned and arched her back, thrusting her hips and angling her mons so that his angle of attack improved.
 
   His tongue darted against her clit and Sam’s world exploded again, except this time, instead of just pain, there was a mixture so unusual that Sam almost wondered if she were feeling something new.  The hurt coalesced inside her, binding to the pleasure of his lapping tongue until it filled her to capacity.  She pushed herself against him, wanting more, more pleasure, more pain.  She felt his fingers slide through her slickness and then move lower.  Takanada stuck his finger into her bottom, working it deep, even as he ravaged her sex.
 
   With a sixth sense, he knew it was time.  He rose up, slipping out of his kimono.  With one hand he struck her sex, slapping her clit and labia with sharp, hard spanks.  Samantha cried out, bucking, her hips rising up to meet his blows.  White walls of pain blocked her vision. His cock, hard and long, stuck straight out and he mounted her in one swift movement.  Samantha gasped, prepared for the impalement but still reeling from the vicious spanking. His thick shaft slid into her body, pushing aside her flesh in one plowing thrust.  Her eyes widened as he began pumping, moving himself through her tight and heated body with repetitive and steady strokes that gradually built up into a pounding rhythm of need.  His hands found her breasts, squeezing them brutally, despite the welts and bruises.  The pain rocked her, but it mixed with the pleasure of her coitus.  She whimpered, then moaned, the sighs of her need and the little cries of pain spurring him onward.
 
   She felt him harden inside her, far beyond the firmness with which he had first penetrated her.  His hands clawed at her breasts, pinching and twisting her nipples.  His mouth came down to touch hers and he kissed her hard, ferociously, as he thrust forward, driving his spike deeper into her well.  Her body felt each thrust like a meteor impact, the ripples of force moving outward, even to her fingertips.  Sam’s vision swam as her own needs rose upward.  Then his cock turned to granite and Takanada let out a grunt, exclaiming something in Japanese, his voice tense and filled with stress.  Samantha felt his release, spouting ribbons of thick white cream that rent her asunder, filling her to capacity.  Sam cried out again, not in hurt, or in pain, but in disappointment.  She had been so close.  So ready to cum.
 
   Takanada collapsed on top of the brunette American, feeling her labored breathing beneath him.  Her body was a mess, covered in red wax flakes, bruised, welted, slick with perspiration, saliva, and sex.  He pulled his cock out of her, rolling to the side, and then stood.  She shuddered as he left her, eyes glazed, mouth open as she sucked in air.  With a deep breath of satisfaction Takanada turned and moved to one side of the room.  He slid apart a partition and stepped into the next room, a full sized bath.  A bubbling pool of hot water, as well as two barely clothed girls waited.  He barked something in Japanese and then sat down at the edge of the pool.
 
   Samantha was barely cognizant of Takanada’s movements.  She could smell the steam and hot water, the scents of sandalwood, lilac, and orchid, but she was still bound to the ottoman, still covered in cum, oil, and perspiration.  Her hair was lank and her body hurt terribly.  She wasn’t sure she could have moved even had she wanted to.  She closed her eyes and just rested, trying to recuperate, trying to deal with the steady pressure of her need just under the skin, but her curiosity got the better of her.  She glanced over at the bathing area. At the edge of the sunken tub one of the girls with Takanada was literally sucking the man’s spent cock, pleasuring him softly as the other woman used a sponge to clean him. 
 
   Sam put her head back down and closed her eyes.  Fifteen minutes later, Koga entered the room.  He too was dressed in a kimono, but appeared to be in his late sixties.  Without a word he closed the bathroom partition, leaving Takanada his privacy.  Then the old man went to Samantha and released her bonds.
 
    “Thank you,” Samantha said, her voice cracking.  He looked at her, clearly with no understanding.  Sam blinked and then said it again, this time in Japanese.  “Domo arigato.”
 
   He nodded, smiling quickly.  But then he held a finger to his lips.  She sighed, signaling her understanding and allowed him to pull her to her feet.  It was lucky he was strong, despite his age, because Samantha realized quickly that she wouldn’t have been able to stand by herself, much less crawl to the door.  The old man supported her and led her out of Takanada’s bedroom, down the hall, and to another open partition.  Once more her senses were assaulted by the scents of lavender and orchid, and a bubbling pool of hot water.  The old man led her to the edge and sat her down.  He began removing the bondage cuffs and when her limbs were freed, he clapped his hands.
 
   Two girls, just like the ones taking care of Takanada, and barely into their teens, suddenly appeared.  Their beaming faces went right to Samantha and in seconds they were pouring hot water over her body.  Their fingers were gentle and they used soap upon her skin, cleansing her wounds.  Slowly the tension slid away from Sam and she allowed them to wash her, rinsing away the fluids and marks of her torture.  Finally they led her into the tub, getting in with her.  Naked flesh surrounded her, but it wasn’t sexual.  The two girls merely held her, caressing her, rubbing her shoulders and arms and back and legs until the last of the tension seemed to melt away.
 
   She was pulled from the tub half asleep, but also with a renewed sense of hunger.  She was dressed in a silk kimono, naked underneath, and then led through the building until they reached a large room with a low table.  Kneeling pads sat all around and a sumptuous feast was already laid.  Bowls of rice, fish, fresh vegetables, and other delicacies lay between two of the cushions.  Many of the items on the table Samantha had never seen before and had no idea how they might be eaten.  The girls helped Samantha to kneel, then offered her a cup of sake.  Moments later they retreated, just as Takanada, cleaned and coiffed and dressed once more in a silk kimono, knelt across the table from Samantha.
 
   Their eyes met and he bowed his head in momentary prayer.  Samantha followed suit, earning an appreciative nod from her host.  He began serving her, placing a bowl of rice and several other items in front of her.  Sam ignored the fork and knife at her plate and instead picked up her chopsticks.  What she wanted was to wolf down the food, but her manners and upbringing prevented that, as did the chopsticks.
 
    “You are accomplished with Japanese utensils,” Takanada noted with appreciation.  “You understand our culture well.”
 
   Samantha bowed her head in acknowledgement.  She shifted her position. Despite the relaxing bath, several of her more damaged parts were still aching. 
 
    “So tell me, Samantha-chan.  Where are you from?”
 
   For a second, Sam almost said “America”, but then realized he clearly knew what country she was from.  She smiled and drawled out the answer.  “I’m a Texas girl sir.  Dallas.” 
 
    “Ah… I have been there,” replied Takanada.  “I was surprised.  There was no cactus or horses.”
 
   Samantha chuckled.  “That’s a pretty common misconception, sir.  Texas is big and we’ve got those, but we pretty much run the gambit of eco-systems.  Dallas is pretty metropolitan.  You’ve got to drive out a bit to see anything considered ‘texasy’.”
 
   Takanada nodded and ate a bit more.  The conversation died for a moment as both of them ate, but then he looked at her, his eyes going down to the well-defined roundness of her breasts.
 
    “Samantha-chan, please remove your kimono.  I wish to see your body.”
 
   Sam was in the middle of chewing and froze momentarily.  But then she swallowed and with a careful nod, put down her chopsticks.  She brought her hand down to the simple obi she was wearing and pulled it apart.  The kimono slipped open and she helped it along, letting the slick material slide across her shoulders and back like water.  In moments she was naked, kneeling at the table, her welted breasts and loins clearly on display for Takanada’s pleasure.
 
    “You withstood my actions well.  You please me,” Takanada said, pointing at her still quite swollen breasts with his chopsticks.  Samantha blushed.  He reached over to one of the bowls laden with vegetables, and removed one.  It was dual colored, white at the bottom, with a light green at the top.  A small bunch of green stems protruded from the top making it look like a thick parti-colored carrot.  But instead of tapering, it was thick, like a cucumber.  He handed it to her.
 
    “This is a daikon.  It is a common vegetable here in Japan.  Put it inside you.”
 
   Sam’s eyes widened.  She was pretty sure he did not mean orally.  With a swallow, she nodded and took the root.  Carefully she spread her legs.  Despite the table being low, Sam knew that Takanada couldn’t see what she was doing, which meant that it was a test of her responses.  A renewed surge of discomfort came from her petals as she rubbed the thick root against her sex.  But she was still wet, still wanting, and when she lowered the root to her vagina, she suddenly felt as if this was exactly what she wanted.  The thick rounded end parted her swollen folds and Sam grimaced.  But her juices were already coating the root and slowly she began to push it in.  It hurt, but also felt good, and she let out a loud moan even as she twisted her hips to better facilitate the movement of the thick root. 
 
   Sam was used to cock, but cucumber sized vegetables were something else.  She struggled to get as much into her as possible, and once it was in, began pumping it.
 
    “No! Leave it in.  Do not touch it!” Takanada barked.  Sam flinched and pulled her hand away, settling down, stuffed to the brim. 
 
    “Eat,” ordered Takanada. 
 
   Sam nodded and shifted closer to the table once more.  The daikon inside her stuck out, braced against the kneepad.  Trembling, she once more began plucking at her food.  The sensation of being filled so completely was very disconcerting.  Slowly she began shifting her balance, discovering that with tiny movements she could literally cause the daikon to vacillate inside her.  As supper progressed she became more and more aroused, trying to hide it as they ate and made small talk.  Takanada asked her about school, her career, what she hoped to accomplish in her life, but most of all, he asked about her sex life, intrigued at her membership in the sorority Sigma Epsilon Chi.
 
   By the time Samantha’s stomach was full, she was also desperate for a fucking.  The daikon was still hard and thick inside her and she longed to reach down and pound herself into release.  But Takanada’s hard eyes were there and she didn’t dare ask for the privilege.  As dinner ended, Takanada smiled, thanked her and then rose.
 
    “Wait here.  Do not remove the daikon yourself.  You will be taken to a place to rest.  Tomorrow will be a big day.”  Then Takanada left, sliding the fusuma panel to the side and stepping back into the raised hallway.
 
   Samantha was left by herself.  She struggled with the urge to masturbate, but managed to contain herself.  Three or four minutes later, Koga arrived, motioned her to stand, and removed the daikon from her sex as if he were pulling a weed.  Samantha stood, legs parted, hoping he would thrust it back in, or at least fuck her, but he tossed the root back down on the table and helped her back into the fallen kimono.  Her pussy pulsed, wet and throbbing from both need and ache, and she followed Koga out into the hallway.
 
   Samantha caught sight of several other women as they moved through the house.  All of them were naked and bound in some way.  But she was moved hurriedly through and was unable to get more than passing glimpses.  All of them looked young and beautiful, each bound with either rope or cuffs, pulled taught and ready, their ripe petals and exposed bosoms prepared to touch.  Samantha was surprised to find herself back in the foyer of the house. The candle on the side table was new, and only half burned through. She looked up at the girl hanging from the ceiling, instantly realizing that a different woman hung there, in a vastly different position.  As they passed, Koga reached up and thrust several fingers into the girl’s sex, her open legs jerking a few times in response.  Sam began to understand, her own desperate need the clue.  The girl hanging was not to be give relief.  She was meant to be kept wanting!  Sam bit her lip and followed Koga back into the other half of the mansion, leaving the bound girl panting in arousal.
 
   The walked down another hall and then he opened a partition and led Samantha in.  It was dark, except for a few small lights that cast a soft glow.  Several dozing girls lay on small sleeping pads, each of them dressed and covered in blankets.  Sam paused momentarily.  There was an odd noise in the room, almost like a white noise, the gentle purr of a fan motor.  She looked around but didn’t see what could be causing the sound. Koga motioned impatiently and led her across the room, stepping carefully between the sleeping women, only to open another partition at the other side.  Samantha saw a black padded futon.  Koga turned and faced Samantha, and then mimed her opening her kimono. 
 
   Sam wondered if Koga was about to fuck her, and eagerly disrobed.  She wanted cock inside her and the desperation she had worked herself into during dinner rose to the surface immediately.  As her welted body came into view, Koga smiled in appreciation and motioned for her to lie down on the black matted futon.  She grinned, eyes flashing, spreading her legs in a come-hither movement, arms upraised.  Then Koga pulled an object out of his pocket, egg shaped, and trailing a thin wire. 
 
   Sam’s eyes widened.  She knew what Koga was holding and the sudden realization of the white noise made her blanch.  He moved forward and ran the ovoid object through her swollen petals, causing her to wince, but when he pushed the little egg shaped vibrator deep into her well, she only moaned.  Koga patted her knee and extracted a small remote box from his pocket as well.  This he thumbed lightly and the sphere inside Samantha added its own buzzing noise to the background mix.
 
   Koga pushed Samantha down on the futon, but to her surprise, he reached under the padded mattress and extracted a thick leather belt.  The first one went across her thighs.  The second around her knees, the third binding her ankles.  He pulled a rope up from the end of the futon and quickly bound her feet to the end of the mat.  Then he pulled her arms upward, binding them above her head so she was stretched out.  Samantha whimpered, realizing that he intended to leave her like this for the entire night, bound and tormented.  She opened her mouth to plead, to beg him to release her, or to at least take her, relieving her.  But he merely placed his finger to her lips.
 
    “Oyasumi nasai Samantha-san,” he said quietly.  Then, leaving the small vibrator still buzzing inside her, he left, closed the door, leaving her to suffer, cum, and eventually, to sleep.
 
    
 
   Chapter Eleven
 
    
 
   Sam awoke to gentle touches and as she blinked herself awake, she realized that not only was she free and able to move, but the buzzing of the vibrator inside her had finally stilled.  The previous night had been a terrible trial.  Thirty minutes after being bound to the futon she had experienced a deep orgasm, sending her into blissful oblivion.  But since no one was there to turn off the vibrator, it had slowly reasserted itself into her perception, overwhelming the flood of adrenaline and endorphins that had temporarily masked its gentle purring. 
 
   While Samantha was used to have a variety of toys inside her, sleeping with one in and on was something new and she wasn’t used to trying to snooze while being sexually aroused.  Worse, the bindings that had kept her so taut and immobile had merely made things even more challenging, changing sleep into torment.  Instead of the deep soothing restorative night, she had dozed fitfully, waking sporadically in wet desperation, feeling her inner cavities respond to the vibrator.   She would cum softly, without the force of her earlier orgasms, then sink back into the languor of sleepy satisfaction.
 
   Samantha sat up.  Instead of Koga, there was a young woman kneeling by the futon.  Her black hair was piled upon her head and she motioned eagerly for Samantha to get up.  As Sam swung her legs off the futon, the girl grabbed hold of the wire leading to the vibrating bullet still snug inside Samantha, pulling on it gently.  Sam groaned as the plastic egg popped out of her sex, slick with juices.  Sam glanced down.  Dark red and blue marks decorated both labia and around her mons.  Her breasts were still a deep shade of red, punctuated with raised welts and blue bruise lines.  They were tender to the touch. 
 
   Following the insistent gestures of the girl, Sam rose and allowed the Japanese woman to dress her in another kimono.  The obi was then tied loosely and the girl took Samantha’s hand.  Together they left the sleeping room and walked down the hall.  The girl stopped at a bathroom, allowing Samantha a few moments to freshen up, before leading Sam to a large room, set with a table.
 
   At least fifteen other young women, dressed in identical silk kimonos, knelt around the low platform.   None of them could have been older than twenty.  The conversation was boisterous and Samantha didn’t understand a word of it.  She realized she wore the same type of kimono and joined the others.  Delicate hands served Samantha tamagoyaki, a type of soy and mirin sweetened egg omelet, as well as rice, smoked fish, and miso soup.  Samantha ate it all.  She wished she could ask questions, but none of the other girls seemed to speak English, and just giggled when Samantha tried to speak to them in her broken and limited Japanese. 
 
   As soon as the breakfast dishes were cleared, several well-dressed servants appeared, as well as Koga.  Samantha stiffened when she saw him and his eyes locked on to hers.  She bowed her head and looked down, only to feel his hand on her shoulder.  The other girls whispered back and forth, but a harsh glare silenced them.  Koga grunted a single word, “come”, and pulled Samantha from the dining room.
 
   Once more she was led down the wooden planked halls until they came back to the foyer.  Samantha blinked and realized that a different girl was hanging there again.  The candle was almost completely gone on the table, and Koga reached behind a nearby tapestry and pressed a button.  Immediately an electric motor hummed near the rafters, lowering the bound and clearly uncomfortable girl downward.  Samantha studied the bindings.  Her arms had been tied behind her back in a complicated harness that encircled her torso, squeezing her breasts painfully tight.  The rope had also been looped through her crotch, but rather than going through her labia, each of the two strands cut outward to her hips, creating a sort of saddle.  One ankle was also wrapped in rope, pulled upward, leaving one leg dangling downward, her sex exposed.  No doubt for questing fingers.
 
   Sam stood and watched as Koga released the girl, gently lowering her to the floor off to the side.  The poor waif crumpled, clearly exhausted and lay there panting.  Her sex was swollen and quite red, the pouty lips spread leaving the girl’s depths open to the eye.  Samantha swallowed, wondering what was going to happen next.  Koga spent a few minutes removing the long thick hemp rope from around the collapsed girl and when he was finished he turned toward Samantha.  He pulled the kimono from Sam’s body quickly and efficiently.
 
   Sam swallowed hard in realization as he draped the rope over her shoulders.  She closed her eyes and allowed him to move around her, wrapping, tightening, knotting.  He grabbed her arms and pulled them behind her back, securing one hand to the opposite elbow and repeating.  She felt the rope tighten around her breasts, squeezing them tightly, causing both to bulge.  More rope was tied to her, creating a harness that went around her torso like a spider’s web.  Koga pushed her legs apart, even managing to tie strands of hemp around each thigh. 
 
   The hook that had supported the previous living wall art was connected somehow behind Samantha’s back and she heard the motor hum.  The gasp she let out filled the atrium as she was lifted up, but rather than haul her to the ceiling, the hook merely lifted her a foot, leaving her toes dangling an inch above the floor.  Koga pulled out more rope and to Samantha’s horror, tied several hard loops just above her knee. He threaded the rope behind Sam’s neck and then strung it back down to the other side.  The other end of the rope went around Sam’s right knee and then Koga moved back behind her and pulled the rope taut.
 
   Instantly, both of Samantha’s legs came up in an obscene pose, spread wide apart and held that way by a combination of gravity and the bindings Koga had imposed upon her body.  She felt a sudden flush of humiliation, realizing she was a living piece of art, and as Koga once more pressed the button to activate the electronic motor, Sam bit her lip and whimpered slightly.
 
   She was already uncomfortable and as she rose the pressure on her limbs grew.  Finally her crotch was at the level of Koga’s chest and he stopped the motor.  With a struck match, he lit a fresh white candle on the table.  Then without a word of warning, he reached up and thrust three fingers deeply into Samantha’s pulsing wet slit.  Sam gasped, her hips rocking.  Each movement inside her elicited dark desires and Sam groaned, wishing Koga would stroke her clit as well as finger fuck her.
 
   But Koga merely pulled out, wiping his hand on her exposed inner thigh.  He turned back to the now sleeping girl on the floor, shook her awake.  When she was standing, Koga dressed her in Samantha’s kimono and led her away, stumbling and holding on to him for balance.  Samantha was left alone.
 
   But not for long.  Within a few minutes one of the male servants wandered through the atrium.  He paused, glancing up to admire Samantha’s naked body hanging from the rafters, only to move forward and run his own fingers through her parted labia with almost nonchalant disdain.  Samantha felt her juices dripping, but again, the almost impersonal touching of her dark slit wasn’t enough to bring her to climax.  The servant moved on, leaving her moaning and staring at the heavy wooden door that led to outside.
 
   For the next hour there was a never ending parade of people passing from one side of the house to the other.  Every single one of them stepped up to Samantha and slipped their fingers into her body.  Some were delicate, almost sympathetic.  Some penetrations were brutal, with the perpetrator working her to a state of near apoplectic orgasm.  But she wasn’t allowed to go over the edge.  Even the other women of the house slipped their fingers into Samantha’s pussy, swirling her depths in a steaming cauldron of desperate wantonness.
 
   The candle burned slowly.  She was in the throes of another set of muscle spasms when suddenly there was a flurry of activity.  She watched as a number of servants ran past her, none of them bothering to do more than slap a hand against her sex.  It stung and she hissed, stretching in her bindings as much as she could.  Her arms and shoulders hurt and her exposed sex seemed to be the center of her world. 
 
   Two servants stepped into the foyer, one standing to the side while the other opened the front door.  Bright sunlight streamed in, blinding Samantha for a moment despite the fact she wasn’t in the direct beam.  There was a spate of Japanese, and then Takanada stepped into the foyer, accompanied by another man in a business suit.  They were deep in conversation, but that came to a sudden halt as Takanada’s associate spied Samantha and looked up in surprise.
 
   He turned and looked at Takanada with an accusatory look.  His words were clearly questioning and then Takanada laughed, gesturing at Samantha.  She caught the word “gaijin”, but little else.  The stranger asked something and Takanada nodded. 
 
   Sam didn’t flinch as the stranger approached her, hand held upright.  He touched her between the legs, grasping her labia and tugging on it painfully.  She let out a high pitched whimper, cognizant that she needed to maintain the appropriate demeanor of a sex slave in Japan.  The stranger brought up his other hand and pinched both petals, spreading her.  Then to Samantha’s horror, he bent down slightly and ran his tongue through her slit, tasting her moist need.  She bucked, gasping with instant desperation, her eyes pleading with the man to fuck her, to release her, to use her, to hurt her.
 
   But after that one lick, the stranger backed up and smiled in appreciation.  He spoke something quickly to Takanada, then pointed at her clit.  Samantha’s master nodded and sent the servant nearby scurrying.  A moment later he returned and held out something small and wooden to Takanada.
 
   Sam’s eyes widened in fear as Takanada handed a thick wooden clothespin to his guest.  The stranger took it, grinning, and approached Sam once more.  He reached up, squeezing her clitoral hood between thumb and forefinger, causing her tiny clitoris to peep out from its protective hood.  Then with a cruelty Sam had never experienced, he latched the clamp to Sam’s clit, eliciting a raucous scream from the suspended girl as the shooting pain exploded between her legs and raced like lightning up her spine.  She shook, her toes curling, her hands tightening into fists.  She clenched her teeth, her hips rocking, which set the clothespin bobbing like a cork in a choppy sea.  Short pinched yelps left Samantha’s throat, much to the appreciation of both the stranger and Takanada.  Once more several fingers were dipped into Samantha’s body, working her.  As she neared her climax, someone flicked the clothespin, sending shards of agony into her very core.  They mingled with the extreme pleasure and Samantha stiffened, cumming with a wailing cry that filled the little atrium even as she started to squirt her release.
 
   The stranger got out of the way just in time, surprised at how easily she came.  He spoke quickly to Takanada who peered at Samantha with an appreciative but somewhat quizzical look.  Again the two men spoke, then turned and walked away, leaving Samantha clamped and exhausted from her exposure, her bondage, and her orgasm.  Even though she didn’t see Takanada or his guest again, many of the servants stopped in the foyer during the chores, fingers dipping into her depths, even as they flicked the clothespin back and forth.
 
   Hours later she was barely cognizant of Koga lowering her to the ground.  The candle had gone out and she collapsed in exhausted relief as the pressures on her limbs and torso were removed.  She reached down between her legs to remove the clothespin, but Koga growled and batted her hand away.  Samantha whimpered but understood.  Koga freed her from the rope, leaving her to lie on the atrium floor as he disrobed another girl, a young Japanese beauty, only to bind her in a different position and style as Breanne.  He placed a new candle on the table and lit it.  The other girl let out a whimper as she was drawn upward toward the rafters, assuming the location, if not the position, that Breanne had just recently occupied.  Her spread legs caused her sex to gape open and Koga drove three fingers into the girl, pumping with obvious enjoyment as the little girl squealed and squirmed in the hemp binding.
 
   Koga grunted in satisfaction and then pulled Samantha to her feet.  She hissed as the clothespin dug into her thigh, but she let Koga wrap her in the kimono.  He took her in his arms and began helping her down the hall, leaving Breanne’s replacement swinging, naked and exposed, to greet guests and be fingered.
 
   They walked down the hall, or more accurately, Samantha limped and bobbed while Koga half dragged her.  He stopped at one doorway and Sam blinked as she was led into what could only have been described as a sitting room.  Two heavy western style sofas, both upholstered in dark brown leather, stood opposite each other across from another blocky looking coffee table.  The dark woods glistened, clearly oiled, and Samantha noticed that both Takanada and his guest sat on opposite couches, clearly conversing.  Koga brought Samantha up to the two men and then roughly pulled the kimono from her body.
 
   Takanada and his guest both looked up at Samantha.  Takanada barked something to Koga and the big man grabbed Samantha’s arm and spun her.  She almost lost her balance as Koga pushed her down on to the coffee table.  She landed on her back and her head thumped against the hardwood.  She blinked as her vision swam.  Only the rush of sudden pain brought her quickly back to full consciousness and her hands went down to her crotch involuntarily, cupping her sex.  Sam groaned, realizing the clothespin had been removed.  Takanada stood, bowed to the stranger, and then left the room, closing the fusuma partition behind him.
 
   There were no words, only the buzz of a zipper lowering and then Samantha felt the man’s cock smack her cheek.  She opened her eyes to see the heavy foreskin of an uncircumcised penis.  Carefully, she turned her head and opened her mouth, allowing the man to force his member deeply between her lips.  He pumped, his hand going down to her hair and entangling his fingers in the brunette strands.  He moved her head up and down his cock with force as he penetrated, skull fucking her with a brutality that Samantha had never before experienced.
 
   She gagged as his cock slipped down her throat and she forced herself to swallow.  Her head swam from the facial rape until she almost passed out.  But just as she came close, he pulled his rock hard shaft from her mouth and moved down to the end of the coffee table.  His strong fingers dug into her thighs, kneading the white cream flesh even as he pushed her legs apart.  His hands moved downward, until he found her ankles.  He pulled and pushed, manhandling her until her feet were near his shoulders.  Sam gasped as she felt his cock press against her vulva, bruising her sex as he pushed inward.  His cock penetrated deeply, drilling downward as if seeking some fluidic reward.  She gushed, her internal libido answering the call and adding even more lubricant to her already slick sex.
 
   His lovemaking was as violent as his earlier actions, tormenting her clitoris with the tip of his cock.  He pummeled her, not with his hands, but with his shaft, bullet-fire thrusts that made Samantha whimper in both agony and ecstasy.  Her body tightened around his rod, squeezing him in both a desperate attempt to protect herself, and in wanton desire.  Her legs wrapped around him and he lifted her ass off the table, his staccato drives plunging in and out of her like runaway steam engine.
 
   He came, yanking himself out of her juicy hole with a grunt even as he spooled ribbons of white cream across her loins.  It splattered against her tummy and up over her ribs.  Then with a sigh of extreme satisfaction, he rubbed his cock and moved back around to Samantha’s mouth, pushing his softening and soaked dick back between her lips.  Samantha dutifully opened, sucking her own juices from his limp member, tasting her own needs and desires even as her body reported the incessant necessity to cum.  She ignored that tiny voice, working Takanada’s guest with every fiber of her being.  The words “please him, satisfy him, help him,” kept repeating in her mind as she slurped the last of their mingled moisture from his cock.  He pulled away and then zipped up his pants.  Samantha lay there, concentrating on her breathing, as she heard the partition slide open and her partner leave.
 
   A few minutes later one of the servants came and collected her.  It was a young girl, no more than twelve or thirteen, who gathered her kimono and helped her up from the table.  She had dark brown eyes and budding breasts, with a winsome smile that Sam could only appreciate.  She tapped her chest, grinning
 
    “Yuki,” she said softly.
 
   Sam smiled gingerly.  “Hello Yuki.”  Then she tapped her own chest.  “Samantha.”
 
   Yuki grinned and held out one hand.  Slowly Samantha rose and with trembling steps and a deep ache throughout her body, she followed Yuki out of the sitting room.  They traversed the house and Samantha winced as they came to the atrium.  As Samantha expected, the girl who had replaced her as living art still swung from the rafters, her legs obscenely spread.  Yuki reached up, standing on tip toe in her bare feet, and ran her fingers through the woman hanging in bondage.  Yuki turned and looked Samantha expectantly and Sam took a deep breath.  With sympathy, she gently touched the poor woman’s open slit, inserting two fingers into her well.  The girl moaned, her hips moving and Samantha brushed her clit with a thumb.  Yuki frowned and took Samantha’s sleeve, pulling her away.
 
   Their next stop was a bathing room and the heated tub full of water assaulted Samantha’s nose with lilac perfume and a billowing waft of steam.  The tub was sunk into the floor, but tatami mats were laid around it, creating a simple seat. Samantha sank gratefully into the water as Yuki pulled Sam’s kimono was pulled off.  Then Yuki disrobed as well, slipping in next to Samantha and pulling over a wooden basket full of soaps and unguents.  Yuki’s breasts were still only the size of lemons, and between her legs was a thick black patch of hair.   But her skin was a creamy white that made Samantha’s freckle speckled flesh seem flawed.   Yuki moved forward, her hands touching Sam’s body.
 
   Sam was too tired to object, instead allowing Yuki to clean her.  The girl was thorough, washing Samantha’s breasts, lingering over the delicate nipples, as well as working her fingers deeply into Samantha’s sex.  But despite the intimacy of the cleaning, it didn’t feel sexual and Yuki worked with a consistency that made Samantha self-conscious.  Yuki was quite industrious.
 
   Sam tried talking to the little Japanese waif, but evidently she spoke little to no English, and Samantha smattering of basic Japanese did little to foster communication.  But despite this, they managed to understand each other’s needs and when Yuki was finished cleaning Samantha, the little girl rose dripping from the water, pulled two huge fluffy towels down from an overhead rack and proceeded to help Samantha out of the steaming water.
 
   To Samantha’s astonishment, she discovered that most of her aches and pains had gone away.  The heated fluid had seeped through her, relaxing her muscles and easing her joints.  Yuki quickly dried her off, and then with both of them still naked, the little Japanese girl drew Sam over to the opposite side of the tub, where a large platform, complete with a leather pad waited.  Yuki pushed Samantha down, pantomiming lying down on her stomach.  Samantha nodded and did as the girl motioned, quickly sighing in total bliss as Yuki, still naked, began working some sort of lotion deeply into Samantha’s skin.
 
   Minutes passed and the young girl’s fingers swirled across Samantha’s shoulders and back, working the last of the sex and bondage away from the brunette girl’s body.  Yuki found an occasional knot and worked it loose, smoothing the flesh under Samantha’s skin with unusual skill.  Sam had experienced many massages before, not only the sexual ones at the Sorority House, but also the more professional massage therapist visits that Tami liked to indulge in.  Yuki beat them all.  She used not only her hands, but her feet, her legs, even her torso, slithering across Samantha’s back.  The soft buds of Yuki’s breasts slid down Samantha’s back and Sam suddenly felt uncomfortable.
 
   But even then, it wasn’t until Yuki flipped her over and straddled her, working her breasts, teasing Samantha’s nipples, that Sam finally made her wishes known.  It was one thing to accede to Takanada’s desires, but to give in to this seduction by a girl who wasn’t even an adolescent was too much for Sam.  She pushed at Yuki and shook her head.  Yuki frowned, tried again, met resistance, and then sighed.  She nodded and finished rubbing the cherry blossom lotion into Sam’s legs.  When Yuki was finished, she climbed off the platform and finished drying off.  Then she quickly donned her kimono, wrapping it around herself with skill that comes from doing it every day.  Finally she helped Samantha up and led her through another partition to the next room.
 
   Yuki opened a small chest against the wall and pulled out another kimono.  Samantha let the girl dress her, but then looked on in consternation as Yuki pulled out two sets of heavy leather bondage cuffs.  With a sigh, Samantha allowed the girl to bind them to each wrist and ankle.  Then, when Samantha was prepared, her hair brushed out, Yuki slid open the door to the hallway and proceeded to kneel.  Sam joined her and a moment later one of the male servants approached.  He pulled Samantha to her feet with a quiet word and then motioned for her to follow him down the hall. 
 
   She was led into another room, one she had never seen before, and was presented with a small tray filled with food.  A nori wrapped rice ball accompanied a strong fish smelling liquid, but Samantha was hungry enough to eat and drink everything.  A strong tea finished off the meal and she ate quietly, all while the servant waited.  In ten minutes she was done and he cleared the meal from the table.  Sam was left alone for a moment and she took the opportunity to study what appeared to be a small library.
 
   While classically Japanese in structure, the interior of the room sported bookcases and books by the dozens.  Everything from classic western literature to the works of Basho and Issa stood neatly arranged, exact in their order.  Sam walked down the row, recognizing various titles, but finding so many more that she had never heard of.  She also noticed a small, one foot chain, ending in a metal clip that hung from the ceiling in one corner.  After giving up trying to figure out its function, she turned back to the bookcases.  Just as she was tempted to pull out one of the books, the servant returned, said something abrupt in Japanese and pulled her away from the bookcase.
 
    “I’m sorry!  I didn’t mean to…” Samantha started to say, but the look on the man’s face made her go silent.  He pushed her toward one corner of the room, around one of the heavy plush chairs, and then said something in Japanese.  Samantha didn’t understand until he motioned for her to open her kimono.  Once more blushing, she exposed her naked flesh to the man.  He seemed immune to her nakedness however and instead reached for her hands.  When she brought both wrists up and together, he bound them with a metal clip.  Then standing on a small stool, he lifted her arms up above her head and clipped the metal cuffs to the small dangling chain Sam had noticed earlier.
 
   He tugged on something above her head and Sam felt her body pulled upward until she stood taut and on tip toe.  Then the man stepped down from his stool, disappeared from view, and returned with another length of rope.  Sam winced, wondering if he were about to tie it around her breasts, but instead he tied one end to her wrist cuff high above her head.  The rope hung slack until he grabbed her left leg, pulled it upward, and tied it off at a ninety degree angle to her hips.  Sam groaned as most of her weight went down on one foot, her toes aching.  Her thighs rippled and she whimpered as he tied her off in the uncomfortable position.
 
   Sam wriggled.  The new bondage wasn’t as terrible as being hung from the foyer rafters, but in some ways it was even worse.  Sam was able to shift her balance and reposition the strain on her body in different parts.  As she explored her new predicament, the man once more disappeared from view and retrieved something new.  Sam’s eyes widened when she realized that the position she was in wasn’t the real torment.  He pulled a seven inch length of medical adhesive tape from the spool, lifted the tiny vibrating bullet, and proceeded to tape it firmly on top of Samantha’s left nipple.  The sound of a second piece of tape tearing seemed unnaturally loud and a moment later Sam sported a matched set of pink ovoid vibrators taped tightly to the points of her breasts.
 
   The man tore off another piece of tape and a third pink plastic egg shaped vibrator was secured above her clit, the adhesive sticking to her thighs and reminding Samantha of the black censored graphic frequently used to hide sexual parts.  When he was finished, he collected the remotes and began activating them.  Sam gasped as the first vibrations struck her.  The electrical energy of the batteries were translated into mechanical energy as the motors whirled, slightly offset, vibrating Sam’s nipples, where her nerves translated the mechanical stimulation back into electrical energy and sent the it to Samantha’s brain.  Within a minute she was shaking violently, the sexual stimulation setting her not only on edge but pushing her over it. 
 
   The servant didn’t bother to stay and watch, instead leaving her to experience the first orgasm by herself.  As Samantha crested and cried out in her solitary release, she tried to fathom the torment in store for her.  How long would she be left there?  The buzzing didn’t stop, even as her body began reporting over-stimulation.  Ten minutes after her first orgasm, Samantha’s hips began jerking, her clitoris tingling.  She started to pant, her brain focused on the extreme sensations coming up from between her legs.  Samantha was familiar with a whole host of sexual torments, but nothing in her year as a novice of Sigma Epsilon Chi prepared her for this.  She had endured vibrators before, but always inside her, not taped to her clit and nipples!
 
   The minutes ticked by and Sam went through a cycle of orgasmic torment.  The overstimulation of her clit and nipples became a rasping buzz that felt as if she were getting a terrible rug burn.  This combined with the sexual aspect, the stimulation, urging her into another series of multi-orgasmic pulses.  Over time, her world became like the sea, rising and falling, only for Samantha it was in a haze of pain and need.  Her mind began to short-circuit, unable to process the non-stop vibrations that tormented her.  She felt her heart beat heavily, pulsing in time with the rhythm between her legs.  Tiny cries escaped from between her lips like wisps of morning fog burning off as dawn breaks.
 
   She was only barely aware of Takanada entering the room.  He was dressed in a white business shirt and slacks, his collar loose, with no tie in evidence.  He walked in as if Samantha’s vocal cries and obvious suffering were not only expected, but desired.  He ignored her beyond a cursory glance and plucked a single volume off the shelf to Sam’s immediate right.  Then he sat down in one of the plush chairs, angled so all he needed to do was glance up in order to observe her.  Samantha wriggled like mad, trying to dislodge the stinging hornets that buzzed against her clit and nipples.  It was totally involuntary and she was helpless against her body’s control.
 
   Takanada appeared immersed in his reading, only occasionally looking at her.  Sam continued to whimper, her voice entering the highest pitches as she squealed and wailed and shook.  Her body began twisting in her desperation to attract Takanada’s attention and anything he wanted to do to her would have been acceptable provided he just turned off the vibrators buzzing against her flesh.
 
   He turned a page, his arrogance and disdain created a rush of emotion inside Samantha.  Just as she was about to go crazy and finally say something, breaking the classic Japanese expectation that women must never object, but express their displeasure with the tiny cries of desperation, he spoke.
 
    “There is no relief, is there?  It is not as if you can lower your hands when I am gone.  Or step off the ottoman in order to relieve a cramp?”  He didn’t even look at her.
 
   Sam’s eyes locked on him. He knew.  Her mind raced, trying to overcome the overload of sensual stimulation
 
    “I…I…I’m sorry, sir,” Samantha whispered, still shuddering as the vibrators brought her back to an orgasmic peak.  She grit her teeth and pumped wildly as the painful explosion shattered her, only to begin the steady build and rise again. 
 
    “It is not your place to be sorry, or happy, or sad.  It is only to serve.  You are a woman in my home.  All of my women are expected to serve me in their own capacity.  You are here for my pleasure, and to please me you must suffer. You are lucky you are here for only a few days.  Normally those who satisfy my needs are subjected to torments that last weeks.”  He closed the book suddenly and stood, dropping it on the chair and moving up to Samantha’s suspended body.  He studied her intently, his eyes roaming up and down her skin.
 
    “Look at you.  You are young, beautiful, a perfect example of Western beauty, and here you are, suffering for me.  Does it hurt?” he asked.
 
   She nodded. “Yes sir.”  Her voice trembled with stress.
 
   He smiled.  “I am not a terrible sadist.  I have no desire to hurt you for the sake of pain.  No.  Women are meant only for sex, so to torture you I use sex itself.”
 
   Sam bit her lip to hold back her sobs.  Her nipples and clit throbbed under the vibrational onslaught.  Takanada reached up and caressed her cheek, sliding his fingers along her jaw and then down her neck.  Slowly his hand moved up to the back of her head, grasping her hair.  He pressed his lips to hers, kissing her with a passion that left Sam breathless.  Their bodies melded together, the vibrators sandwiched between them.  Even that slight movement was a momentary relief to Sam.  His left hand went down to her buttocks, clutching her ass and squeezing delicately, pulling upward as he pressed himself to her.  Sam melted, her mind thrown into the whirlwind as she tasted him, felt him touch her.
 
   And then as soon as it started, it was over.  Takanada stepped back without a word, turning away.  He picked up his book and returned it to the shelf.  Without a glance back at the suffering American girl, he left the room.  Sam watched in helpless astonishment, her quickened pulse beating like pressurized steam through a pipe.  She writhed in desperation, the tips of her breasts chaffed and rubbed raw.  Her clit throbbed, sending a mixture of shooting pain and sexual need through her wounded nerves.  The arch of her right foot burned with the strain of supporting so much of her weight and her toes ached almost as bad as her clit.  She stood there, panting, hair down in her eyes as the vibrators continued to hum, and endured.
 
   Samantha wasn’t sure how much time passed.  Eventually the buzzing became a noiseless blur and her nerves finally were sending so much information to her brain that she was able to block most of it out.  Her movements were sporadic, and mostly involved tensing her body in order to relieve the weight on a single foot.  As she wriggled through her exhaustive dance, she tried to understand what was happening to her.  Why was Takanada making her suffer in this manner?
 
   Nothing came to her however and when Koga appeared an hour or two later, she could barely blink as he approached.  He reached up and tugged one corner of the adhesive tape free, ripping it from her left breast and allowing the vibrator, still buzzing, to drop to the floor.  Moments later her right breast followed, and then her clit and Samantha sobbed in relief.  Koga turned off the vibrating bullets, tucking them away before returning to Sam and releasing her left leg.  Her thigh burned as she was finally able to stand on two feet.
 
   When Koga released her hands she fell, only to be caught again.  He seemed to understand there was no possibility in her standing on her own, and instead draped her over the plush chair, ass up and in the air.  Sam just laid there, tears cascading down her face as her body tried to summon the energy to stand.  She felt Koga’s hands on her ankles, unbuckling the heavy leather bondage cuffs, and then a few moments later he did the same with the wrist restraints.  Freed at last, Sam started shivering, not from cold, but just from the overwhelming emotions flooding through her.  Her kimono was retrieved and a moment later she was dressed once more.
 
   Sam was tired and barely noticed their path.  They passed a few open rooms, the fusuma panels open and revealing soft lighting, functional furniture both western and Japanese, and in each one, in some sort of bound position, there was a naked girl, black hair long, skin flushed with sexual torment.  Sam blinked and paused when she saw one thin and nubile girl, nearly upside down and against the wall, her legs folded back toward her head.  Her bottom, the highest point of her body, appeared stuffed with a hollow dildo and filled with flowers, a living human vase.  She too was bound into that position, unable to move or even relax.  In another room, a blindfolded Japanese girl had been cleverly mounted on some sort of revolving motorized pedestal.  Her knees and ankles were locked to the mount, and a huge dildo was buried between her petals.  Koga saw the surprised look in Sam’s eyes and paused, letting Sam watch.
 
   As the girl turned Sam realized that the entire pedestal platform was rising, yet the dildo penetrating the girl did not go up with her.  Soon there was almost a full five inches of thick rubber cock exposed beneath the girl.  Sam watched as the blindfolded girl seemed to tense and then a moment later there was a heavy click and the entire platform fell six or seven inches.
 
   The girl gasped loudly, her loins jerking and Samantha understood the nature of her torment.  When the pedestal reached its apex, the dildo was only barely inside the girl.  Then it fell, thrusting the thick dildo violently back into the girl’s body.  Sam felt a sudden surge of wetness between her legs, as well as a tingle of desire, despite having just completing her own torture session.  She wondered if soon she too would be experiencing the up and down movement of the pedestal.  The thought of being repeatedly impaled in such away sent shivers through her.
 
   But then Koga took her arm, nodding.  “Come,” he said.
 
   Samantha nodded and together they left the pedestal mounted girl and continued down the hall.  The end of the passageway opened up into a small garden outside, filled with afternoon sunshine.  There was a pool, fountains, and hundreds of sculpted bonsai trees and lilac bushes.  Cherry trees, without their blooms due to the season, stood in clumps.  Koga led her down toward the pool, and then over to a shaded pavilion, laced with ivy and heavily filtering the afternoon sun.  A large white padded lounge chair awaited and he ordered Samantha to disrobe.
 
   She removed her kimono and wondered why they didn’t just have her march naked through the house.  She handed it over, still aching from her marathon endurance test in Takanada’s library.  Koga motioned to the chair and she lay down, enjoying for the first time the soft feel of being supine.  She closed her eyes and started to relax.  The lounge was wide, easily four feet, and very comfortable.  Koga nodded in appreciation as Sam stretched, a wide smile on her face.  When she raised her arms upward, Koga grabbed her left wrist.
 
   Sam tensed momentarily, but then forced herself to relax as Koga brought her arm all the way up.  To her surprise, a small metal hand cuff, latched to the underside of the frame near the top swung up and around.  Seconds later her other wrist joined the first, leaving her secured to the chaise lounge.  Koga then came, taking hold of her left leg and pulling it out to the side of the lounge.  Sam felt the cold steel encircle her ankle and when she tested the bonds, she discovered that she was unable to move her leg.  Koga went around to the opposite side and proceeded to bind her right leg. 
 
   While not exactly painful, having her legs spread obscenely to the sides of the chaise lounge made Samantha uncomfortable.  Her sex was perfectly exposed, a bright red slit that still showed signs of both arousal and the various torments that had been inflicted upon her.  Red welts still marred her skin, especially across her bosom, and both her nipples and clit had a raw, abraded look.  Her labia glistened whenever an errant beam of scattered sunlight struck her and Sam shifted her bottom, trying to relieve some of the tension her new position had placed upon her thighs. 
 
   Koga said nothing and walked off, leaving Samantha alone.  At first she looked around the garden, taking note of the statutory, the artistry of the landscaping, and even the heavily pruned and sculpted bonsai.  There was no one else in the garden, and after twenty minutes, Samantha grew bored. Her mind wandered back to the various things she had seen, the women bound, and she realized that those women had been there, placed into those rooms, so that on the off chance Takanada entered, there would be a willing slave girl being tormented for him to enjoy.  It was the only thing that made sense to Samantha.  And now she was the garden girl, draped naked in the lounge chair that seemed made for fucking, bound and spread and ripe, just in case Takanada wanted to go swimming, or enjoy his bonsai trees.  Sam breathed the lilac scents deeply and then, ignoring her position, fell asleep.
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Twelve
 
    
 
   Sam jerked awake at the light touch and she opened her eyes to a blazing light.  The sun had sunk in the late afternoon until its brilliant flames could reach her.  She blinked, turning away, and saw Yuki, the young Japanese girl standing next to the lounge chair with a smile.  Samantha returned the grin and Yuki pulled a large bottle out from her sleeve.  Carefully she uncapped it and poured a generous amount of a clear but gelatinous substance out over Samantha’s breasts.  The bound girl yelped but then sighed as the thick gel slid over her breasts and down through her cleavage.  Yuki moved in, her hands going to scoop up the clear cream and then smeared it thickly across both of Samantha’s nipples.
 
   It felt incredible.  Sam groaned in self-evident pleasure and Yuki smiled as she worked the oil gel into Samantha’s skin.  Slick fingers slid downward and this time Samantha couldn’t stop Yuki as the tiny waif caressed Samantha’s slit, oiling each delicate pink petal and even working Samantha’s clitoris, leaving Sam in an agitated state of sexual need.  Then Yuki’s hands worked their way down, caressing Sam’s thighs, all the way to her knees.  When she was finished, Yuki smiled again, capped the bottle and wandered off. 
 
   Hot sunlight streamed through the garden and found Samantha, leaving her bathed in the golden luminescence.  The sound of birds lilted through the air and Sam once more fell asleep as the heat, her sun warmed skin, and her reclining position all made it easier to ignore the aches of her body.  Even her arousal slowly faded in the garden, despite the exposed position, until she was able to shut her eyes and drift off into peaceful slumber.
 
   When she was shaken awake, an old man was kneeling by her leg, unshackling her from the lounge chair.  It took him only moments to free her other limbs and he held the kimono open for her as she climbed to her feet.  Samantha felt oddly refreshed, as if she had just spent an afternoon reclining by the poolside, rather than being restrained, spread open like a buffet, and oiled for the afternoon sun to bake.  Sure enough, the sunlight had broken down the slick glaze of oil that Yuki had delightfully spread across her bosom, stomach, and loins, with only a bit of thick lubricant deep between Sam’s nether folds.
 
   She followed obediently as the old man led her back into the house and she recognized the corridor.  If nothing else, she was beginning to understand the layout of Takanada’s home.  The eastern wing was totally dedicated to Takanada’s living space, his private bedroom, the library, the dining room, and countless other rooms that Samantha had only barely glimpsed.  Each living space sported a location where one of Takanada’s many slave girls could be bound and tormented.  The other wing was dedicated to the girl’s sleeping quarters, the servant’s quarters, and of course the kitchen and washing rooms.  While Sam suspected that connecting passageways could be found between the dining room and the kitchen, everyone but the cooks were encouraged to walk through the atrium in order to subject which ever slave girl was on display to the penetrating toll of their passage.
 
   The old man led her through the house, once more crossing over to the opposite side through the atrium.  Samantha looked up at the poor girl who was hanging at the front door, noticing that the slave girl had been tied with her ankles and wrists together, her face squeezed between her thighs.  Her glistening slit was pointed directly at the door, almost at eye level.  Heavy rope encircled her and Sam noticed that each breast had been bound and pulled outward, so that the delicate nipples were oddly and cruelly exposed.  A pair of clothespins were pinned to each tender tip and the girl wriggled in sexual desperation as the old man first fingered, then bent down to suckle her clitoris into his mouth.
 
   Sam stood there watching, swaying on her feet as he enticed the hanging girl.  Sam noticed she was thick bodied and rather curvy, which was unusual for a Japanese girl, at least in her experience.  Her eyes had rolled up into the back of her head, showing the whites, her mouth open, while she made tiny whimpering sounds, clearly enjoying the suckling the old man was giving her.  He reached up to her left breast and began flicking the clothespin.  Just as it was apparent she was about to cum, he dropped his hands, gave her clit a final nip, and then backed off. He rubbed his wet face against her thigh, ignoring the harsh cries of her desperation.  Sam looked at her in sympathy, but then the old man grabbed Sam by the arm and pushed her forward.
 
   Taking a deep breath, Sam slipped two fingers into the doubled girl.  She cried out, eyes shut, even as Sam drew her fingers out, only to slide them back in again.  She thumbed the bound girl’s clit, drawing a harsh word from the old man.  Sam nodded, pulled away and then wiped her hand on the girl’s thigh, leaving a trail of glistening goo on the bare white skin.  The old man took Sam’s arm again and led her off, moving down the servant’s corridor. 
 
   Samantha was shown into another dining room, this one reserved for the slave girls.  Almost twenty women of knelt around the traditional Japanese table, sipping cups of sake and already digging into the platters and bowls of food the servants had delivered.  Samantha looked around and noticed that Yuki was not among the women, which made her feel somewhat better. 
 
   The chatter was polite and as Samantha joined the group, the girl to her left immediately smiled and offered a bowl full of slivered fruit.  Sam dug in, enjoying the meal.  There were no sexual pressures and she was fully dressed with no expectations for the first time in a day and a half.  While she ate, she surreptitiously observed the other women.  They ranged in age from the later teens all the way up through the mid-twenties and sported a wide variety of body types.  While none of them were overweight, nor stick thin, there were a couple of girls who didn’t fit the typical lean mold of Asian stock.  Their breasts were larger than normal and they were squat and curvaceous, instead of being thin with gentle swells. 
 
   Sam herself, with her freckle speckled skin and brown hair felt oddly out of place physically.   The skin the other girls possessed were almost flawless, their hair so solidly black that it was like looking into the darkness of an unlit room at night.  Their eyes were huge, the sparse amounts of makeup they wore around their eyes accentuated their appearance to give them an almost manga style look.  Sam tried to talk to the girl next to her, but as before, it didn’t seem that any of Takanada’s staff, much less his slave girls, spoke fluent or even passable English.
 
   Just as she finished eating, the sliding partition opposite Samantha opened and Koga stepped in, eyes focused.  All of the girls stopped talking, each trying to look tiny and unworthy of his notice.  He walked around the table, silent, his eyes examining each girl.  He moved behind Samantha and she felt her pulse rise as she felt the tremors of anticipation and fear seep through her.  Suddenly Koga moved, reaching down, only to grab the cute girl next to Sam, hauling her to her feet.  Once chosen, the girl acquiesced immediately even as the chatter started back up.  Koga led the girl away.  Sam waited, sipping at her sake and trying to figure out what she was to do next.  Twenty minutes later, Koga led the thick bodied girl who had been doubled in the atrium into the dining room.  Several of the other women immediately rushed to her, helping her stumble to the table.  She looked grateful and even nodded at Samantha.  Koga appeared again, except this time instead of walking the table, he pointed at Sam and curled his finger.  Samantha rose and immediately went to him.
 
   She was led back down to the living quarters.  Yuki was there, holding a gray woolen skirt and white blouse and Koga helped Samantha out of the kimono.  Sam took the shirt first and put it on.  The white linen clung to her well rounded breasts tightly, especially after Samantha buttoned up the front.  Yuki held out the skirt and Sam stepped into the gray material, fastening it securely around her waist.  A short black clip on tie went next, followed by white knee high stockings and a pair of short heeled pumps.  A white pair of cotton panties went on under the skirt.  Lastly, Yuki pulled a matching gray blazer from a nearby wardrobe and held it out as Samantha put it on.
 
   She got a glimpse of herself in the mirror.  Sam, the kimono clad sex slave, of a powerful Japanese businessman, was gone.  In her place stood a schoolgirl, perhaps just a tad bit older than really preferable, but certainly acceptable.  The skirt was just an inch too short to be respectable.  But for Sam, wearing such revealing clothes was nothing new.  During her novice year at Sigma Epsilon Chi she had frequently been subjected to wearing clothes like this.  Sam grinned at Yuki and then at Koga, clearly comfortable with her new role.
 
   Once she was dressed and her hair put up in a ponytail, Koga led Samantha from the house.  They passed the girl in the atrium, this time foregoing the usual fingering that seemed so cruel and yet so perfect.  Samantha barely had time to appreciate the new art.  Instead of being doubled, this girl had been bound with her ankles firmly pressed to the backs of her thighs.  Each knee was threaded with a rope that stretched upward to a long length of bamboo that was bound to the woman’s arms and across the back of her shoulders.  She hung, spread open, her breasts swollen between the tight strands of the shibari bondage.  For a second, Sam wished that they had a moment to appreciate the wall hanging.  But there was a car waiting and Samantha quickly hopped down the steps after Koga and climbed into the sedan after Koga.
 
   Evening had fallen and the last glimmering rays of the late afternoon sun sparkled amongst the clouds and skyscrapers of Tokyo.  Samantha sat demurely as the car began moving, Koga giving precise instructions to the driver, none of which Samantha understood.  She wondered where she was going.
 
    “Where are we going?” she asked Koga politely.
 
   He turned and stared at her.  “You serve at Takanada-san club.”
 
   Sam blinked.  “He goes to a club?” she asked in surprise.
 
   Koga suddenly grinned.  “He owns club.”
 
    “Ah…”  Sam said.  She licked her lips.  “So why the little school girl get up?”
 
   Koga didn’t reply.  His stare was more than enough to silence Sam.
 
   For the next twenty minutes they rode through the streets of Tokyo and finally pulled up in front of a dark building with red and purple neon lights.  Sam wasn’t able to read the signs, but from the looks of the few people going in, all of them were young men either alone or with an obvious prostitute, Samantha felt slightly out of place.  For the first time she was glad that Koga was with her.  She wasn’t sure, had she been alone, if she would have had time to find a phone and call Antonin before something untoward happened to her.
 
   Calli had been very explicit in her descriptions of what might happen to Sam during her stay with Takanada and one of the scenarios they had discussed was the possibility of a public display.  Takanada owned several clubs, some of them rather risqué in their practices, a few that were even underground.  The police were paid to politely ignore the activities going on, and Samantha wondered if that was where she was.
 
   Koga took her arm and led her around the corner of the building and to a door marked with more Japanese, along with a sign in English “Employees Only.”  He rapped three times, and then twice more, and the door opened by a burly Japanese man dressed in black.  He looked at Koga and grinned, but then saw Samantha and began speaking rapidly, pointing at Samantha.  Koga replied in short terse sentences and the man’s grin turned into a beaming smile.  He nodded happily and then stepped back, letting both Koga and Samantha in to the building.
 
   Sam found herself in what was clearly a back hallway.  They were led through the sparsely lighted corridor and into a dressing room.  There were already a number of people in various stages of dress, from one girl who was completely naked to a few muscular men dressing in black spandex.  They were led through the co-ed dressing room and Sam heard the heavy beat of techno music coming through the wall.  They turned down another corridor and their guide opened a second heavy door.  The sounds of the music diminished and then disappeared as they moved through the structure.
 
   They emerged into another dressing room, but this time there was no one there.  A set of open shelves lined one wall and Samantha’s eyes widened as she stared at the collection of bondage gear.  Everything from steel manacles to leather cuffs to rope and bamboo in excess lay in neat piles.  A collection of whips and canes, ranging from the typical adult store cat-o-nine-tails to a series of what looked like freshly cut willow switches, were neatly arranged nearby.  Small buckets full of clamps lined one shelf, while another display case held candles of all sizes.  There was an acupuncture kit in a clear plastic case and Samantha saw hundreds of needles, each capped with a plastic head and Samantha had dark suspicions about where most of those needles would eventually be stuck.
 
   As they moved on though, she realized the other side of the room was lined with a collection of bondage apparatus, some of which defied imagination.  Sam saw a two foot wide plastic box with two rubber lined holes near the base, a thick phallus bolted to the inside on the bottom, all of which was mounted to a wheeled cart.  There were metal racks, clearly designed to stretch a victim, willing or otherwise, spread for torment.  There were stocks, modern and dangerous looking, and Samantha easily recognized the wooden horse and Judas’ Cradle, medieval torture devices that were present in her own sorority’s basement. 
 
   The guide continued past all of these interesting devices and turned down another hallway.  It was larger than normal, no doubt to allow stagehands to deliver and set up the various torture devices.  But Sam was too caught up in what was around her to really care.  A set of double doors stood closed at the end of the hall along with an open portal to the side.  The guide stepped aside and motioned for Samantha and Koga to go into the small area and she found herself inside a tiny waiting room.  There was a heavy black leather couch, worn but functional, as well as an odd amount of unused space against the wall.  Koga looked at Sam and pointed to the couch.
 
   Samantha sat down and waited.  The two men spoke quietly with each other, with the guide looking at his watch frequently.  A few minutes later a woman entered the room, dressed in slacks and a dark polo shirt.  Her eye shadow was rather heavy and she came in carrying a small pink plastic case.  She moved to Samantha hurriedly, set the case on the sofa next to the brunette little school girl, and opened it.
 
   Sam blinked as the woman began applying the makeup.  It felt heavy on Samantha’s face.  Way more base than she was used to was applied, followed by dark rouge.  Forest green eye shadow went on her upper eyelids, all the way to her brow.  Then the woman penciled in thick black lines around each eye. 
 
   She didn’t speak, but worked with an intensity Samantha was unused to.  Lip stick and then a sealer went upon Samantha’s lips and the only thing the woman didn’t apply was mascara.  Samantha thought about that for a moment, and then realized that the only reason to leave off the eyelash thickening goop was because it ran at the least sign of moisture.  Samantha wondered if she would be crying soon.
 
   The woman stood up and nodded at the guide who glanced down at his watch again.  He disappeared for a moment, leaving Samantha with Koga.  Her watchdog turned and looked at her.
 
    “You go in room.  No word.  No speak,” he said gruffly. 
 
   Samantha nodded.  “I’m to go in.  I’m not allowed to speak.”  She glanced at the door.  “What’s going to happen to me?” she asked.
 
   Koga looked at her, evidently not understanding her words.  Sam pressed her lips together in frustration but then the guide returned, motioning her and Koga forward.  Once more she stepped into the brilliantly lit hallway and followed the frantic motions of the guide.  He pulled her forward to the door, and then, with one eye on his watch, waited for half a minute.  Sam felt her heart race, trying to imagine what was waiting for her.  Her stomach felt as if it was filled with Mexican jumping beans and then the guide pushed open the door.  She could see nothing in the darkness. Sam took a step forward, felt a hand on her back, and then was forcefully pushed into the shadows.
 
   She fell forward, rolling once and quickly got up on her knees.  She looked around, her eyes blinking.  There was light, just not much of it, and there was a sound, a quiet whispering.  The floor was nothing more than a tatami mat, slivered bamboo woven into a complicated pattern.  As her eyes adjusted, she realized that she was in a square shaped pit, with walls just six feet high surrounding her on every side.  In the darkness above she thought she saw and heard movement, voices.  She got to her feet and suddenly her world brightened.  A glowing orb appeared far above her, illuminating a circle of golden light around her feet.  She looked up, losing what little ability to peer through the darkness she had, lifting her hand to shield her eyes.  She glanced around and then blinking, moved forward toward the wall.
 
   She could see a white shape there and as she approached she gasped when she recognized the form of a human face.  Her heart suddenly hammered in fear, but then she realized it was nothing more than a mask hanging on the black wall.  It was expressionless, neither happy nor sad, and looked frightening.  The black eyeholes seemed to stare at her.  She shook her head, letting out a relieved sigh, when suddenly the mask moved toward her.
 
   Sam let out a tiny screech as the mask seemed to leap off the wall.  A moment later the spotlight illuminated the man as he approached, dressed head to toe in skin tight black spandex, the white expressionless mask almost glowing.  Sam backed up, still startled as he reached out for her.
 
   But as she backpedaled, she ran into something that was clearly not the wall behind her.  Hands grabbed at her back, clutching her arms and shoulders and Sam glanced over her shoulder to see another mask.  The first man stepped up to her and took her wrists.  Other masks loomed out of the darkness and soon five men surrounded her.  None of them stood in front however.  She was turned around so that she faced the doorway she had entered through and it was only then she realized that a glass fronted private box stood above the entry doorway.  She couldn’t see in, but realized that she was in a theater of some sorts.
 
   Or a ring.
 
   One of the men had a small wooden stool and he set it down in the very center of the tatami mat.  Sam allowed them to move and seat her, though she shook with a mixture of fright and expectation.  She had no idea what to expect, or what was to happen, and that scared her.  Their hands slid along her skin and clothes, moving from wrists to elbow, to her shoulders and then down her back.  She was tilted backward, supported by the hands holding her and a turned hip at her spine as her arms and legs were drawn outward.  More hands moved along her flesh and fingertips dug at her.  Sam squirmed, her breath coming in frantic gasps.  Her mind forgot that she was there willingly, the frightening blank white faces coming at her, fingers touching her intimately and incessantly.
 
   She began struggling and the fingers tightened on her flesh.  Hands found her breasts, squeezing them painfully through the shirt.  Sam couldn’t figure out which man was hurting her, the white faces just floating above her.  Fingertips pinched one nipple and then the other through the thin fabric.  Buttons popped as Sam gasped, trying to sit upright and then her bare breasts slipped into view.  Her white shirt gaped open even as the men began tugging at her blazer. Her skirt slid up as fingers stroked her, rubbed and tantalized the tips of her bosom, until Sam’s breathing heaved more from sexual excitement than from any kind of nervousness.  She felt a probing touch between her legs, digging at her slit through the thin cotton of her panties.
 
   All of the men were staying to her sides and behind her and Sam blinked in the now harsh glare of the spotlight.  It illuminated her perfectly, her breasts almost glowing.  The beating she had received across her bosom the previous day was already half healed, and the faint markings of the cane, along with the little bruises only made her breasts look more delicious.  Sam saw movement in front of her and the cameraman came close, holding an expensive video recorder, the professional kind, as he took a close up shot of her face.  Sam turned away, realizing her torment and ravishment was being filmed.
 
   Time seemed to slow down.  Sam closed her eyes, struggling to control her breathing.  Fingers caressed her everywhere, rubbing up and down her panty covered labia in delicate strokes, even as fingers lightly massaged her nipples.  It was like nothing she had ever experienced before, having a dozen hands touching her, working her most delicate spots, all while fondling every inch of her body.  Her clothes were slowly removed, inch by inch.  Her blazer went first, then the shirt.  Hands lifted her up and pulled down the skirt.  One of the men stroked her sex repeatedly, his fingertip driving her mad even as other hands held her legs open.  Finally, even her panties were removed and a thick pink vibrator with a second arm attachment was slipped into her body.  The arm attachment pressed against her clit and the white masked man holding the device worked it in and out with slow but steady thrusts. 
 
   For Samantha it was the most amazing sensation.  Gone were the earlier fears and she moaned loudly as the hands continued their caress, touching her everywhere.  The phallic vibrator moved in and out of her, sending spiraling waves of orgasmic delight through her body and even the gentle restraint of the hands holding her spread and visible to not only the cameras but the audience as well, only served to heighten her pleasure as the embarrassment mixed with the masturbatory sex.
 
   A strong hand turned her head and a bare naked cock was shoved at her face.  Samantha opened her mouth, accepting the flesh rod, sucking and licking the thick shaft as if it were the most natural thing in the world to do.  The man working the vibrator between her legs picked up the temp and even before Samantha could satisfy the man in her mouth, she squealed as the vibrator sent her tumbling over the cliffs of orgasm.  There was no room for thought, only action and Samantha shuddered in ecstasy as she exploded.
 
   As she blinked, recovering from the orgasm, the buzzing between her legs stopped. The cock in her mouth was withdrawn, and then the white masked men turned and left.   The last one pushed her to the ground, dumping her from the stool and then grabbed her wrists.  A heavy pair of metal handcuffs were placed on her wrists, binding her hands behind her back.  He left her lying in a heap on the tatami mat.  Samantha watched, stunned, as they left through the same door she had entered.  She sat up and looked around, which was hard due to the cuffs.  She brought her legs together, covering her sex, the figures in the darkness above the pit now louder as the muted conversation increased.  The two camera men remained in the corner, but while one focused on Samantha, the other camera was pointed at the door.
 
   It opened again and Sam gasped as a line of men entered.  There were at least thirty, perhaps more.  Each and every one of them was naked and most sported a hardened cock.  They were escorted by a bevy of half-naked Japanese girls, each dressed in what could only have been described as a leather bondage harness.  Every girl’s bosom was completely exposed, and while the harness cupped and covered their warm wet slits, making sure they couldn’t be fucked, Sam could tell that these girls were there to be used. 
 
   The men lined up against the wall.  Almost all of them were rubbing their cocks while a few who were the softest were immediately taken by one of the various women, who knelt down and began sucking on them until they stiffened again.  Sam stayed where she was, wondering what was about to happen.
 
   Suddenly, one of the men darted forward.  He moved right up to Samantha, his eyes wild and the strained look on his face made him seem mad.  Sam cringed, but all he did was pump his cock rapidly.  He let out a wild groan and then a spurt of white cream exploded from his cock and sprayed across Samantha’s naked body, the majority of the jism landing on her face.  She cried out, blinking, the taste of his salty cum coating her lips. 
 
   Sam recoiled at the violation, the humiliation of what had just happened.  When the man straightened and moved to the side, there was another one standing in his place, his face red and panting.  His cock stuck straight out, the purple head swaying only an inch from Samantha’s nose.  He grunted as well and a thick stream squirt from the small hole at the end of his cock and landed on Samantha’s cheek.  The man’s cum dripped down and Sam turned away.  Another man darted up, spraying Samantha’s hair with white ribbons before once more returning to the line. 
 
   The trickle became a flood as more of the men came up.  Soon there was a mob standing around her, each with his own cock in his fist, rubbing frantically.  No matter which way Sam turned, she received a face full of cum.  It began coating her hair, her forehead, dripping down her nose.  It coated her eyes and finally she just knelt, face upturned, eyelids squeezed tightly shut as load after load of white semen was deposited on her.  She felt it running in rivulets down her neck and down her chest.  Splatters of white sparkled across both breasts.  She opened her mouth, trying to lick some of it from her face, but ended up only getting a fresh burst of spunk aimed directly down her throat.  She gagged, but then swallowed.
 
   Finally the flow of fresh cum stopped and Sam sank down, eyes glued shut from the thick dripping loads of white cream that literally coated her from the head down to her waist.  Cum was everywhere, sparkling in wet diamonds across her breasts and stomach, across her thighs, dripping down in moist rivers to pool beneath her. There was a loud round of applause and then the spot light went out, leaving Samantha in darkness.  She stayed where she was and listened as loud and raucous cries filled the stands.  A moment later she felt hands upon her, lifting her up.  She cried out as they carried her from the room.
 
   She sensed she was in the hallway, but she still couldn’t open her eyes and it wasn’t until she was deposited on cold tile and her hands were released from behind her back, was she able to reach up and wipe the drying gunk from her eyes. Her lashes were crusted with still wet cum and she realized she was in a shower.  Koga stood just outside the basin, reached in, and turned on the faucet, sending a streaming jet of cold water down upon Sam.  She yelped, moving away from the cold, but Koga’s leg prevented her from climbing out.  Shivering, she moved back into the stream of water and started washing away the bodily fluids of a three dozen men.
 
   The water started to warm and Sam vigorously scrubbed herself.   The deposits of cum beaded under her fingers and she reached up to grab the bottle of soap that stood on the shelf.  She began washing in earnest, sighing in relief as the water turned from lukewarm to hot.  She turned and adjusted the temperature herself and then stripped the cum and soap suds from her body.
 
   Koga left her alone as she washed, standing on the far side of the makeshift bathroom, leaning against the vanity.  His eyes never left her as she cleaned herself and when she was finally satisfied with the results, he handed her a thick fluffy towel.  Sam dried off and then found her keeper holding a fresh kimono.  A pair of geta had been placed on the floor and Sam stepped into them after securing the kimono around her naked and freshly cleaned body.
 
   Koga nodded as soon as Sam had secured her obi and then led her out of the bathroom.  Sam found herself back in the well-lit hall, the double doors at the end of the hall closed.  Koga turned his back to the doors, clearly heading away from them.  As Sam twisted to follow him, the doors opened as the older man who had guided them came back into the hallway.  But it was not his appearance that caused Sam to stiffen.  A scream was coming from the arena, the stage, and it was one that sounded pure and very real.  Someone, definitely a woman, was being hurt.
 
   Sam came to a stop, her heart hammering.  Koga noticed she wasn’t following and turned back to look at her.  Samantha took a single step toward the double doors and the man let them close, his eyes focused on Sam.  The scream became muted, but was still there, an undulating wail that seemed to penetrate Sam’s soul.  She felt Koga’s fingers encircle her forearm and he pulled her away.  She looked up at him, her concern, her fright, and her curiosity all mixed into one hazardous look.  The screaming broke down into punctuated sobs.
 
    “What are they doing to her?” she asked, her voice trembling. 
 
   Koga stared at her then glanced at the old man.  Finally he pulled her back down the hall, his fingers like hammered iron.  “You find out… tomorrow.”
 
    
 
   Chapter Thirteen
 
    
 
   They had arrived back at Takanada’s residence late.  A different girl was already hanging in the foyer, bound and hanging.  Koga looked up at her, frowning and shaking his head.  The girl was hanging by one foot and by both arms.  Her wrists had been wrapped in rope and hung from a hook mounted in the wall.  Her right leg however had been wrapped and connected to the electronically operated winch hook.  The girl’s left leg dangled down, effectively forcing her to do the splits with gravity as the deciding factor.  As expected, her swollen wet sex was completely exposed and Samantha could see that even at this late hour, a number of the household’s staff had already come through, fingering the living sexual wall art with gusto.
 
   Koga glanced at the candle, flickering on the table.  There was still half of it left and Sam felt sorry for the girl.  Koga reached up, slipped three fingers into the bound girl’s sex, and worked her for a minute.  Her strained arms and drooping head moved with each thrust and she let out a soft moan.  Her hips churned a bit and then Koga removed his hand, wiping it on the soft rounded cheeks of her bottom.
 
   Koga evidently did not expect Sam to finger the girl, because when he was finished he immediately walked off to the left, moving down the servant’s hall, clearly taking Samantha back to where she belonged.  Once more Sam found herself in the slave girls’ sleeping quarters.  For a moment, her heart thudded as she imagined herself bound to the futon once more, stuffed with vibrators, but as soon as she stepped across the threshold, Koga left her, sliding the partition shut.
 
   Sam made her way through the semi-darkness, past sleeping bodies.  A number of the mats were empty, the girls no doubt suffering bondage ordeals in various rooms on the off chance Takanada wanted a midnight snack.  Sam stepped barefoot through the women to reach the back room and laid down gratefully on the futon.  Her mind roiled with the experiences of the day even as her body settled gracefully into sleep. 
 
   The next morning she was woken with the other slave girls and they all trooped through the hall to the dining room.  After another breakfast, one of the servants tapped her on the shoulder and motioned for her to come with him.  Samantha complied and was taken to a bathing chamber where once more she was washed by little Yuki.  The tiny girl spoke non-stop to Samantha, all in Japanese of course, and Sam wished she understood what the girl was saying.
 
   Just as Yuki was finishing the partition slid open and Takanada himself stood there, looking down at both woman and girl.  Yuki bowed with real adoration for the powerful Japanese man and she said something to him, quiet and respectful.  Evidently neither Yuki nor Takanada was disturbed by the young girl’s nudity.  He looked at Sam and then smiled.
 
    “Yuki-chan says that she is envious and cannot wait for her own time to be irokichigai, like you.  She wishes to be hung in my foyer and does not understand why she must wait,” Takanada said politely, as if he had read Samantha’s mind.
 
   Sam glanced over at the young girl who grinned at her.  She couldn’t help looking a little sick.  “Isn’t she a bit young?” Sam asked, slightly revolted.
 
   Takanada chuckled.  “I believe so.  She is no doubt already active with the other girls I house here, but she does not serve me in that capacity, at least not yet.  I prefer my sexual partners to be more mature.  While her body is appealing, she does not yet understand the dichotomy between pleasure and pain that my older females endure.  All she understands is the mandzuri orgasm that she has experienced herself.  She sees the luxury the slave girls experience living under my roof.”
 
   Sam nodded.  “So how old will she be when she joins them?” she found herself asking.
 
   Takanada shrugged.  “Perhaps fifteen.  I will bind her and take her myself.”
 
   Sam grimaced and Takanada laughed.  “You Americans are so naive.  Your entire cultural revolves around sex, yet you speak of it with horror.  So many American girls are deflowered at even earlier ages, and yet you object to Yuki doing what she wishes.
 
   Samantha looked uncomfortable.  “Does she have a choice, sir?”
 
   Takanada smiled.  “Of course she does, as does every woman here.  None are here because they are not allowed to leave.  They are here because I am.”  He straightened and turned back to the door.  “We will be leaving shortly for the office.  Please finish and dress appropriately.  We will be meeting with your company’s negotiators later today.
 
   Sam bowed, “Hai, Takanada-san,” she said softly, submissively.  He nodded and slid the partition closed.
 
   Sam hurried after that.  She wanted to be ready and waiting and Yuki was helpful in getting Sam’s hair together and getting her dressed.  Finally Yuki escorted her to the atrium, where another new girl hung bound from the rafters.  The girl was facing the wall, her exposed bottom and slit toward the front door.  She was bent in half, her hair, breasts, and bottom tied to the hook.  Both her wrists and ankles were bound together.  Yuki grinned and reached up, driving her tiny fingers into the poor bound girl’s sex, working her into a moaning froth as Sam watched.
 
   Takanada and Koga appeared a moment later.  Takanada glanced at Yuki who pulled her hand away as if she’d been caught in the cookie jar.  He grinned and Yuki smiled back.  Koga opened the door for Takanada and then after the businessman had walked through the door, motioned for Samantha to follow.  Together, they climbed into a well-appointed limousine and Sam stayed quiet as Takanada poured through his morning paper.  Twenty minutes later the three of them rode an express elevator upward.  The elevator stopped at Takanada’s office and while Takanada got out, Koga latched onto Samantha’s arm. 
 
   Takanada turned.  “We’ll be having lunch with your people.  Koga will take you to the kitchen to help with preparations.”  As Takanada turned, Koga pressed the button again and they doors closed.
 
   Sam’s eyes glanced at Koga inquisitively and she arched an eyebrow.  “The kitchens?”
 
    
 
    [image: ] 
 
    
 
    “Takanada-san, it is a pleasure to see you again,” James Astor said politely as he bowed to Takanada.  The Japanese man returned the bow, but then held out his hand in the classic western greeting. Astor smiled and took it, shaking firmly.  Both men wore western style business suits, though Takanada had selected something of a darker vein than Astor.
 
    “Thank you for joining me. I’ve prepared something special.  Perhaps you, your director of technology, and Ms. Weston could join me?  The rest of your group is invited to use our executive dining hall on the second floor where we’ve prepared them a special meal.  One of my attendants will show them the way.”
 
   Astor smiled warmly.  “Of course. We’d be delighted,” he replied graciously.  He turned and looked behind him.  Gavin Cleese, the Director of Technology, was grinning, pleased to be included, and Calli had stepped forward at hearing her name.  The other four members of their party didn’t feel terribly left out, since they were minor functionaries and even getting lunch at Takanada’s company cafeteria didn’t sound bad.  They had seen the food that was served there the previous day.  As the rest of the group went back down in the elevator with one of Takanada’s functionaries, Takanada himself held out his arm and invited Astor, Cleese, and Calli behind the frosted glass divider and into the conference room adjacent to his office.
 
    “How are negotiations proceeding?” Takanada asked as they began to take their seats.  The table was already decorated in fine china, with glasses filled with sake.  Astor sipped his cup and smiled.
 
    “I’m sure your own staff can tell you better than I, but I think we’re pretty close to hammering out the details.  The actual compromise was easier to reach than I had originally thought.  We should be finished either by this afternoon, or late tomorrow,” Astor said, putting down his cup.
 
   Takanada nodded.  “Perhaps if you finish early, you will be able to experience some more Japanese culture.  My country has many things to offer the west besides our technology.”
 
   Gavin Cleese grinned.  He was a young man with a hint of beard.  He took a hearty a sample of the sake and put down the cup with a smack of his lips. “I’ve heard about some of that.”
 
   There was a soft chime and Takanada turned his head.  “Ah, lunch.  I have taken the liberty of bringing some of that Japanese culture to you.  Nyotaimori is a special form of presentation that I hope you will appreciate.”  He clapped his hands and two men with a huge cart rolled into the conference area.
 
   Both Gavin and Astor stared in astonishment, though Gavin’s face went to pleasant appreciation very quickly.   Lying on a tremendous silver platter was a bound and masked girl.  Her bare flesh was covered in an amazing assortment of delectable edibles.  Both of her wrists were bound in heavy leather cuffs attached to metal hoops worked directly into the platter and her knees had been spread to the sides and tied off as well.  The soles of her feet touched and the only thing keeping Takanada and his guests from seeing deep into the girl’s sex was the nigiri that decorated her body.  Her breasts sported a covering of fresh sushi as well.
 
    “Wow.  You don’t see this in Chicago often,” Cleese said with appreciation, his eyes lingering on the elegant Japanese mask for only a moment before sliding down the girl’s naked, yet hidden, body.  Astor looked slightly uncomfortable.
 
    “Why is she tied up?” he asked, trying not to offend Takanada, but clearly distraught.  “I thought sushi girls did it willingly.”
 
   Takanada laughed.  “Oh, do not fear my friend. This girl was very willing.  She is bound however because unlike most nyotaimori girls, this one provides a deeper and more interesting meal.  You might say interactive.” He stressed the word interesting with obvious innuendo.
 
    “You mean…” Astor said, trailing off.
 
   Cleese laughed. “It means you can touch her.  Can’t do that at a nyotaimori restaurant. I know!”
 
   Astor frowned and looked over at Calli who had remained silent through the whole thing.  Calli shrugged.  She was hardly disturbed by the sight of a bound and naked woman, even one who was clearly being used as a serving platter.  “When in Rome, John,” she replied succinctly.  Quickly, she reached out snagged a piece of sushi from above the girl’s labia, dragging it across the bound girl’s clitoris, and deposited it on her plate.  The girl’s exposed clit almost immediately swelled in clear sexual longing.
 
   Astor eyes almost bugged out at Calli’s actions even as Gavin reached out as well.  Takanada watched in approval as they began selecting various items.  Astor turned the conversation from the naked girl to business, discussing some of Takanada’s competitors as well as some international politics.  Takanada was well informed and the back and forth exchange went quickly.
 
   Gavin peeled another piece of sushi away from the bound girl’s breast and then peered more closely at the girl’s skin.  He reached out, running a finger across the girl’s bosom and felt the raised welts.  “Are those whip marks?” he asked suddenly, interrupting Astor and Takanada.  He pushed a second piece of sushi aside and reached out to trace a line across the well rounded breast.  Sure enough, there was a faded welt, barely noticeable across the skin.  The latent tinges of blue bruising were visible and Takanada nodded.
 
    “As I said, this girl is quite experienced.  She is one of my current favorites.”
 
   Gavin grinned and then ran his thumb across the girl’s turgid nipple. Her breath caught in her throat even as her chest heaved in response to Gavin’s teasing.   “What’s her name?” he asked.
 
   Takanada paused, momentarily uncomfortable, but he held.  “She is called ‘Yura’, which means ‘good listener’.” 
 
   Gavin nodded while Astor ate another bite.  “Does that feel good, Yura?” he asked the girl, rubbing her breast.  The girl moaned softly under the mask and Takanada chuckled. 
 
    “She has been instructed not to speak, so you will only be able to elicit other sounds from her if you wish.  I recommend a decent pinch to get her full range.”
 
   Gavin grinned again and squeezed the girl’s nipple. It wasn’t terribly hard, but she let out a soft cry.  Astor frowned.  “Cleese…”
 
   Takanada looked down the table at Calli Weston, who was eating her sushi calmly.  “You are unusually quiet, Ms. Weston.  Do you find the display uncomfortable?”
 
   Calli smiled softly.  “I have no problems with it Takanada-san, though I would prefer it to be a young and handsome man.”
 
   Takanada cocked his head with a knowing smirk.  “Ah.  Nantaimori is not as popular and I personally find no use for it, but if you would like, I can arrange for someone to take you to such a restaurant tonight.”
 
   Calli waved her hand. “No thank you, though I appreciate the gesture.  There are other aspects of Japanese culture I would prefer to explore.”
 
   Gavin snorted.  “I think this one is pretty awesome.”  He plucked another piece of sushi from the bound girl’s body and just “happened” to drag his knuckles down and across her now exposed clitoris.  She let out a soft moan.
 
    “Japanese custom is diverse,” Takanada said.
 
   Calli smiled.  “I’m wondering how my assistant, Samantha Mayfield, is finding Japanese culture?  Have you been pleased with her?”  Callie’s voice held a suggestive tone that had Astor giving her a curious look.
 
   Takanada waved his hand in the air and looked smug.  “She is a jewel.  I find her very satisfactory.  I’ve been making sure that she experiences as much Japanese culture as possible.  She has a talent that makes certain practices not only pleasurable, but fascinating as well.
 
   Gavin had his finger pressed against the girl’s clit and was wiggling it back and forth.  The bound girl moaned softly, her hips thrusting upward in little circular movements.  “I’ve heard that the Japanese sex scene is pretty intense.”
 
    “Gavin!” Astor said, suddenly appalled.  “Mr. Takanada, please accept my apologies.  We have no intention of offending…”
 
   Takanada held up his hand with a laugh.  “On the contrary Mr. Astor, Mr. Cleese is quite correct.  Japan is frequently on the cutting edge of human sexual practices.”  Takanada looked over at Gavin, who had found a partially cut up daikon radish on the tray and slipped it deeply into the bound girl’s pussy.  “Do you aspire to experience some of it Mr. Cleese?”
 
   Gavin looked up, drawing the daikon out.  The girl was panting, clearly desperate.  “Oh, I’m game for anything.  Except acupuncture.  I’m not really interested in getting needles stuck in me.”
 
   Takanada looked amused.  “Then perhaps you would like to join me this evening after dinner. I’m going to a club that caters to the more extreme sexual interests.  You might find it educational.”
 
   Gavin beamed.  “I’d like that.  Thank you.”
 
    “Mr. Astor?” Takanada asked.
 
   Astor shook his head.  “Thank you, but I will decline. I’m not sure my western sensibilities are quite ready for that much culture.”
 
   Takanada bowed his head in respect, but then turned to Calli.  “And what about you, Ms. Weston?   You mentioned an interest in more Japanese culture.  Would you care to join us?”
 
   Calli looked hard at Takanada across the masked and bound body of the naked girl.  Calli’s finger reached out and she quickly thrust it into the wet and slightly swollen slit between the bound girl’s outstretched knees.  Gavin looked at Calli in surprise as she withdrew the gooey wet digit and sucked it clean.
 
    “That tastes familiar,” Calli said, her eyes flashing.  “I’d love to attend some of those more ‘esoteric’ Japanese traditions.  Will we see Samantha there?” she asked, glancing down at the girl who silently shook with need.
 
   Takanada leaned back in his seat.  “I’ll make sure of it.”
 
                         
 
   Chapter Fourteen
 
    
 
   Sam sat on the large steel countertop with her fingers balled into fists and her teeth clenched tightly together.  Her knees were drawn up, the arches of both feet pressed against the raised edge.  Her thighs were spread and beneath her open petals was the steel mesh covered drain.  The metal was cold and as the woman in front of her directed the water sprayer at her a second time, Sam let out a high pitched groan as the icy water burst out of the nozzle and impacted against her sex.  Sam shuddered, crying out, her knees shaking as the kitchen woman moved closer.  A forceful stream moved from Sam’s clitoris downward, pushing the chilled petals aside as it flushed the remnants of lunch out of the girl and down the drain. 
 
   Her ordeal on the lunch table had been draining.  Keeping her mouth shut as Gavin had pinched and flicked her nipples and clit, only to be thoroughly finger fucked by Calli, all while listening to Takanada allude to whatever it was she was going to be doing that evening had been difficult. It wasn’t that she was frightened.  It was that she’d been turned on, an overwhelming urge to beg them to use her, to hurt her, to fuck her brains out had been on the tip of her tongue constantly.  And that had embarrassed her, which had only made the arousal more intense. 
 
   When her washing in the kitchen was complete Koga was standing there with her yukata and helped her dress in the traditional, summer-weight Japanese garment.  This time she went barefoot and to her surprise the elevator Koga led her to went up, rather than back down to the garage.  Once more Samantha obediently followed Koga and found herself in Takanada’s office.  Everything was the same as before, except the CEO himself seemed to be missing.  She was led into the second room, her eyes going to the round, leather clad ottoman that sat in the center.  It was empty.
 
   She expected to be tied, or at least stripped, but Koga left her alone without a word.  Samantha blinked, just a tad bit surprised, so she sat down on the ottoman and waited for a few minutes before her natural curiosity got the better of her.  It wasn’t as if she were disobeying obeying orders if she took a closer look at some of the art pieces, right?  Slowly she moved around the room.  The suit of samurai armor was intriguing, and looked not only original, but ancient.  The black lacquer of the swords that hung above the armor gleamed in the light.  There were jade carved Chinese dragons, scrolls and calligraphy, more items than Sam had even seen in the museum back home.
 
   “American girls are much more independent than Japanese women,” he observed wryly, coming into the room.  Sam whirled at the sound of his voice to see Takanada standing near the ottoman, holding a thick skein of crimson colored rope and a freshly cut bamboo pole.  He dropped both items on the ottoman and then smiled at her.
 
   Sam looked down, bowing her head respectfully.   “I’m sorry if I offended you, Takanada-san.  I was appreciating your art.”
 
   Takanada laughed. “See?  That is exactly what I mean!  A Japanese girl would have been sitting here, waiting for me, too frightened to move from the thought of displeasing me.  And had she been so inclined to examine my art, the idea of explaining herself to me, rather than throwing herself at my feet and begging to be punished for her transgression, is quite refreshing.”
 
   Sam licked her lips quickly, trying to formulate a response.  Finally she offered an apology.  “I’m sorry if I’ve displeased you,” she said politely.
 
   He took a step forward and stared at her intently.  “And what do you think my displeasure would mean?”
 
   “Punishment?” she asked.
 
   Takanada laughed.  “Oh no, Samantha-chan.  That would be something far different than my displeasure.”  He turned his back on her and stepped back to the ottoman, picking up the rope.  “Though right now I find the fact that you are wearing clothing very displeasing.”
 
   He ran the cord through his hand and when he turned back she was standing only a foot away, the yukata on the ground fifteen feet away.  Her skin was still marred by the various welts and bruises he himself had put upon her, but the way her eyes flashed with eagerness made it quite apparent she was ready.  He reached out an empty hand, bringing it up between her legs, feeling the slick and wet flesh of her sex.  Samantha’s eyes closed and she let out a soft moan.
 
   “You have spirit, Samantha-chan.  Can it be broken?” He asked gently.
 
   Sam’s eyes opened and she looked at him in confusion, not sure how to respond. 
 
   “Put your arms behind your back,” he told her next, not waiting for the answer to his question.  Samantha did as ordered, clasping her fingers together in the small of her back.  He moved behind her, but broke her grip and repositioned her arms so that the fingers of each hand clasped the opposite elbow.  She felt the smooth braid of the nylon rope next, securing her forearms together, crossing her back from hip to hip.  It didn’t take Takanada long and Sam realized that he was at least as good as Koga with the rope.  A moment later the line came up from her arms to her shoulder.  Sam tested the bindings on her wrists and found them tight and secure.  She was at Takanada’s mercy.
 
   But then, she always had been, hadn’t she?  She had lost the right to refuse anything that first night.  Sam felt him cross the rope over her chest and between her breasts, starting the foundation for what slowly became a complicated harness.  He wrapped the rope with precision, binding her breasts so that that each soft ball of flesh became taut and strained, the nipple standing out deliciously.  The bondage only made Samantha’s arousal more intense.
 
   But there were oddities about the knots as well.  Sam was no expert on shibari, the Japanese art of rope bondage, but several loops that stuck out from the sides of her bosom seemed to serve no purpose.  Was it extra rope that Takanada hadn’t know what to do with?  She started to revise her opinion of the CEO’s rope work when he grabbed her by the shoulders and pivoted her to face the ottoman.
 
   “Kneel,” he commanded her.  Samantha lifted one leg and crawled onto the leather circle, moving roughly into the center at his continued direction.  She settled herself, spreading her legs to get a better sense of balance, and then began to drop, sitting in the traditional Japanese style.  Suddenly a sharp sting on her left buttock stopped her.  Samantha gasped.
 
   “No.  Kneel straight,” Takanada said roughly.  Sam straightened her spine and knelt as if she were in church.  She felt Takanada take the loose end of the rope and a moment later he was wrapping the rope in tight circles around her ankles.  A single loop between her feet cinched the circles tight and Sam realized that the rope ran between her bound feet and her folded arms.  Had she sunk down, the rope would have slackened, but the bindings wouldn’t have come loose.  She couldn’t understand the purpose of such a tie, though she supposed it was because he hadn’t wanted to cut the fine piece of rope.
 
   Sam heard the clatter of wood and then Takanada lifted the bamboo rod.  It was too thick to swing like a cane, and for a second Sam pictured him swinging it around like a bo staff.  She grinned at him, eliciting a raised eyebrow before he shrugged.  Standing in front of her, he dropped the top of the staff until it was aimed between her legs, and then slid it through her thighs, several inches below her sex.  Sam felt the smooth wood against her skin, but still didn’t understand what was happening. Then Takanada lowered the bamboo to the ottoman. The end of the stalk rested on the knots around her ankles and he moved back to her delicate feet, running his fingers across the soft soles, making her twitch.  His fingers made a few more motions and when he came back to her front, he plucked a piece of rough hemp twine from a pocket and began wrapping it around the visible end of the bamboo.
 
   It wasn’t until he picked up the wood rod between Samantha’s legs that she suddenly realized what he had done.  The bamboo slid along her inner thighs, then moved higher, pressing into her sex.  Takanada reached down, carefully parting her labia to either side of the bamboo shaft, twisting it back and forth to make sure that her juices soaked the section that touched her.  The twine at the end came up and he ran it through the loops he had left sticking out from the sides of her breasts.  The twine came back down and he tied a simple clove hitch.  Sam relaxed.  He hadn’t tightened the line. It made all the difference.  She twitched her hips and found that she could literally hump the bamboo.  Even better, one of the nodes, the thick bulges that separated the plant into sections, was just at her clit.  Her mouth opened as her eyes closed and she began to rock, working herself into the orgasm she so desperately needed.
 
   When the pain began it stunned her.  Hard pressure pressed up against her clit, as if she were being pressed down into the bamboo.  Her eyes snapped open and she saw Takanada’s hand on the twine, tightening the clove hitch, sliding the knot farther down.  As he let go, Sam felt the tension on her breasts, the rope harness squeezing and tightening around her globes and she groaned.  The bamboo held by the twine and the knot at her feet, was bent at the middle with her body serving as the fulcrum.
 
   She groaned and tried to lean forward, instinctively knowing that she’d manage to relieve the hard force biting into her clitoris.  But the rope that he had tied from her arms to her feet interfered and kept her from moving more than an inch or two forward.  It didn’t help.  Next she tried relaxing her legs, dropping down to a more traditional Japanese kneeling position.  That was even worse.  It pulled sharply on her breasts as well as increased the pain between her legs. 
 
   Sam let out a ragged sob as her hips shifted, trying to find relief, only to grind her sex upon the thick stalk of wood.  Again she began thrusting, the sexual flavor of the torment the only thing making it bearable.  Takanada took a step back, his appreciative eye enjoying the torment he had wrought for his prize.
 
   “In Japan, we have a torture called the ‘horse.’  I hope you like it,” Takanada said.
 
   Sam knew what he was talking about.  There had been one in the basement of the sorority and she had been forced to ride it during the first week of her initiation as a novice.  But rather than a piece of bamboo, wedged between her legs, it was a thick triangular prism, set on its side and raised up on legs.  The wood was oiled and slick and the dulled but still severe edge pointed straight up.  Sam remembered the bite of the horse’s spine, the pain as she struggled to find a sit.  She had ended up rocking back and forth, riding the horse, heavy weights upon her ankles.  That had been worse?  Hadn’t it?
 
   Beads of perspiration appeared on her forehead as Sam rode the bamboo pony.  The pain simmered into a heat that throbbed between her legs, neither staunching the heat of her arousal, nor allowing it to boil over into the sexual eruption she longed for.  Instead it set her to simmer, making her ache in places she didn’t know she had, as Takanada moved back into his main office and picked up the telephone.
 
   The minutes crawled for Samantha as Takanada worked. Twice she thought she was close to cumming, and she had desperately thrust her loins forward, hoping that she could cum before the increased pain in her breasts and sex made her lose the edge.  She wasn’t successful.  Her thighs burned and every once in a while she was forced to drop down, resting all of her upper weight on the bamboo rod. 
 
   She never heard the secretary slide the paper and wood door of the office open, and she was only partially cognizant of Takanada’s greeting.
 
   “Ms. Weston,” Takanada said pleasantly, “it’s so good of your to come.”
 
   “Please.  Call me Calli, Takanada-san.”
 
   Sam’s head twisted in shock and she leaned slightly to get a look.  Sure enough, Calli was standing there in front of Takanada, shaking his hand.  Why was she there?  Had Sam displeased him?
 
   “Calli-san, there is an important issue I wish to discuss with Mr. Aster, and felt that I should consult with you first.”
 
   Calli blinked.  Sam wasn’t sure her friend and mistress had even noticed her yet, Calli was so intensely focused on Takanada.
 
   “Of course.  What can I help you with?”
 
   He nodded confidently and then held out his hand, gesturing to the attached room where Samantha waited.  Calli’s eyes followed the gesture and she saw Samantha kneeling on the ottoman, clearly in sexual distress.
 
   “Oh.  Oh my.”
 
   Takanada led the way and they both came into the Takanada’s lounge.  Calli’s eyes roamed over Samantha studying the intricate knots and the stress the bamboo placed upon Sam’s body.  With a rueful little grin Calli sat down on the edge of ottoman, reached up, and began lightly caressing Samantha’s right nipple.
 
   “And what is your question Takanada-san?” she asked sincerely.
 
   If it had been a test to see how Calli would handle seeing her intern bound and tied, she passed it with flying colors.  Takanada bowed.
 
   “I wish to add Samantha-chan to the negotiations,” he said simply, sitting down on the opposite side of Samantha.  He too reached up and began playing with her breasts, squeezing and pinching Sam’s other nipple.  Sam began whimpering, her body unable to deal with the torrent of stimulation.  Again her hips began jerking, rubbing her crushed clitoris up and down the bamboo, working it against the node. 
 
   Calli looked at Takanada in confusion. “I’m not sure I understand.  She doesn’t have authority to negotiate for our company and I cannot see how including her in the negotiations would…” she was cut off by Takanada’s laugh.
 
   “No. You misunderstand me. I don’t want her on your negotiating team,” he said easily, shaking his head.  Then he stared meaningfully into Calli’s eyes. “I want her as one of the terms.”
 
   Calli’s eyes widened but she recovered almost instantly.  “I see,” she said slowly, clearly taking some time to think.  “That is highly unusual,” she admitted.
 
   Takanada nodded in agreement.  “Yes, with a westerner.  But you have demonstrated yourselves to be quite civilized with this gift,” he said, giving Sam’s left breast a sharp spank, making her jerk harder against the bamboo.  “And I felt that the possibility was worth the effort."
 
   Calli looked at Takanada and then lifted her hand.  She brought the open palm down on Samantha’s right breast with a snap, making the poor girl yelp in pain.  “I see your point,” Calli conceded.  She took hold of Sam’s nipple and began twisting it back and forth lightly, sending little waves of discomfort through Samantha’s body.
 
   “The problem is that I’m not sure what Acme might be able to offer.  We’ve only contracted Samantha’s services through mid-August.  She has prior obligations that only she is able to break.  I’m in little to know position to force her into such an agreement,” Calli explained.  She continued twisting Sam’s nipple with delicate precision.
 
   Takanada took hold of the tip of Sam’s other breast and matched the light turning back and forth that Calli was doing.  It drove Sam crazy and she could feel the orgasm start between her legs, a roaring bonfire of heat and need that made even riding the bamboo rod feel wonderful.  She threw her head back and let out a high pitched keening noise as her chest heaved.
 
   “I see.  How odd.  Here in Japan if I wished one of my employees to serve in this fashion she would do so without hesitation. But you Americans are more independent.”  He seemed cognizant of Samantha’s immediate situation, but continued the little twists for a moment before letting go.
 
   Calli smiled and did the same.  Sam groaned as the flux inside her diminished and she whined in desperation.  Takanada reached into his pocket and drew out a small steel case.  Even Calli looked on as he opened it and extracted a small cylinder.  With a flick of his wrist it extended out into a two foot long, collapsible stick, made of carbon fiber
 
   “So if I were to ask to keep her until the second week of August?” He asked Calli, only to flick the end of his stick hard against the sole of Samantha’s left foot.
 
   Sam cried out, her toes curling as the sharp sting made her jerk, driving the bamboo rod deeper into the flesh between her legs.  Calli held out her hand and Takanada put the little cane into it. 
 
   “We would require you to relax on some of your other issues.”  She snapped the cane against Sam’s other foot, right into the sensitive arch.  Sam squealed like a proper little Japanese girl, her toes curling as her sole twisted.  Then Calli handed back the cane.  Takanada took it appreciatively
 
   “Would a four week turn around be acceptable on the shipping requirements?” he asked, whirling the cane back down on Sam’s left foot.  A fresh line of light pink appeared across her arch, matching the one he had left just half a minute before.
 
   Calli took the cane back.  “I’ll have to discuss it with James of course, but I think that was one of our sticking points,” she said, then flicked the carbon fiber rod down a second time on Samantha’s right foot.  Sam twitched violently, her entire body shaking.
 
   Takanada stood up and Calli handed the cane back to him.  He moved around the ottoman until he was looking at Calli across Samantha’s bound breasts. 
 
   “I think we can come to an arrangement,” he said, then flicked the lithe rod at Sam’s nipple.  She cried out as the pain seemed to split her areola in half and jammed herself forward, fucking the bamboo rod.  Calli studied her for half a moment, then reached out and took the rod back.  She lifted it to Samantha’s other nipple and delivered a matching stroke.
 
   It was more than Sam could take.  The orgasm blasted through her like a bomb, searing every nerve and blood vessel and sucking the energy out of her.  She shivered as her mouth opened in a soundless scream, her hips jerking wildly, breasts swollen and distended, caught in the bondage that supported the bamboo.  Her petals were visible, wrapped awkwardly around the wood stalk and it seemed as if the wood was growing out of her, rather than her riding it.
 
   “Good,” Takanada said quietly.  “I look forward to seeing you and Mr. Cleese tonight.”
 
   Calli stared at Takanada across the form of the bound and shivering girl before her.  “Neither can I, Takanada-san.  Neither can I.”
 
    
 
   Chapter Fifteen
 
    
 
   After Calli had left it had taken Takanada another thirty minutes of wielding his little metal cane before he had untied Sam.  Bruised and sobbing, she had fallen over immediately, curling up into a ball, her limbs exhausted.  Evidently that is what he preferred because she felt his hands upon her, lifting one leg, and then his manhood speared into her battered and soaked sex.  Her whimpering cries mattered little to the powerful businessman and Sam hadn’t even been able to summon enough energy for her own pleasure.  He filled her with his cum, beads of white cream pooling beneath her on the ottoman as his spunk dripped from her petals. A slurping sound caught her attention and she moved just enough to see the secretary on her knees, kimono opened to display her beautiful breasts, sucking Samantha’s own juices off Takanada’s semi-rigid cock.  The man held still as the girl did it, until finally he closed his eyes in satisfaction and pulled his limp shaft free.  He spoke something soft in Japanese and the secretary licked her lips and rose.  Covering herself back up, she glanced over at Samantha and hurried out.
 
   Sam tucked her chin back to her chest and fell asleep.  When she woke, Takanada was gone and in his place was a man she had never seen before.  He was obviously a functionary and he was holding her yukata in his hands.
 
   “Samantha-san, you must wake.  Dress.  Eat.”  His English was clipped and accented, but perfectly understandable.  Sam blinked and slowly rose.  The cum Takanada had deposited upon her was dry and itchy, but there was little she could do about it.  She slipped her arms into the robe and then turned, allowing the man to tie her obi.
 
   
  
 

“I am Jiro and will be accompanying you this evening,” he said simply. “Are you hungry?” Samantha nodded.
 
   “We will stop to get you something, but we do not have much time.”
 
   Samantha swallowed.  The remnants of the pain still made her ache.  “I’m kinda gross right now.  Is it possible to get clean and use the restroom?”
 
   Jiro grinned and his head dipped down. “Both will be made available to you when we get to our destination.  It is not far and there is a car waiting for us.  Is Japanese cuisine suitable or do you require something American?”
 
   Sam blinked. “Oh, I like Japanese fine, as long as it isn’t nattō,” she replied.
 
   Jiro laughed. “It takes a strong stomach to like nattō,” he agreed as he bent down and helped her into a pair of soft rubber sandals.  When he stood he motioned her toward the door of Takanada’s office and Samantha obediently began walking.
 
   They stopped off at the company cafeteria, which was still busily working, despite the late afternoon hour.  Jiro asked for a bento and within two or three minutes one of the chefs came out with an elegantly decorated box which Jiro took with a muted “arigato.”  Then Samantha was whisked downstairs and helped into the back seat of a black sedan.  The bento box was placed into her lap and Jiro climbed into the front seat.
 
   Sam knew better than to ask where they were going, so she tucked into the food instead.  She was surprised at how hungry she was, the effort and energy expended during the afternoon’s torment had seriously depleted her.  She had a feeling she’d need her strength and she devoured the nourishment easily.  While she ate her eyes took in the vistas of Tokyo, watching the millions of people moving around on their daily lives.  Most wore western style clothes, but many wore the more traditional costumes of their country.
 
   Sam was pretty good at remembering places and despite the fact that this time she arrived in the daylight, the small back alley was familiar.  She swallowed hard.  It was the sex club she had been brought to before, where she’d gotten to experience bukkake.  She wondered if this time it would be her screaming in that large arena, rather than being the lucky girl who only got a simulated schoolgirl rape.
 
   Jiro helped her from the car, leaving the remnants of the bento on the seat.  He opened the back door of the club and Samantha followed him inside.  A number of people immediately greeted him as he weaved his way through what was obviously a loading dock, and then he opened a small door marked with Japanese letters that Sam couldn’t read.  He motioned her inside and Sam smiled.
 
   There was a small bathroom, including a shower stall, along one side of the room, as well as a high stool, mirror, and vanity.  Hanging from a hook was a costume that almost made Samantha laugh, if it hadn’t been for the nervousness she felt about what was coming.
 
   “Is that my costume?” she asked, pointing at the pink ten gallon cowgirl hat that clashed horribly with the white blouse, blue denim shirt, and black cowgirl boots.
 
   Jiro nodded. “Yes.  Our apologies, but the boots are a size too big.  It should matter little, but if you want something for padding just let me know.  You’ve got about forty minutes to shower before the makeup artist arrives.”  He bowed again and began to turn.
 
   “Sir?” Sam blurted before he left.  “What is going to happen to me tonight?”
 
   He grinned suddenly.  “I hope I say the word correctly.  Rodeo?”
 
   “Rodeo?” Sam asked. 
 
   “Did I say it right?” Jiro asked concerned.
 
   “Yes, you said it right, but it doesn’t make sense.  A rodeo is where cowboys or cowgirls rope cattle, or ride bulls, or horseback ride.”
 
   Jiro nodded. “Please get clean,” he said.  Then without any further explanation he bowed and left.
 
   Samantha sighed and began the process of freshening up, which included using the necessaries as well as stepping naked into the shower and sluicing off the dried spunk still sticking to her thighs.  It wasn’t easy to stand there either, the welts upon the soles of her feet stung and the matching lines that marred her breasts smarted under the torrent of water.  But deep down Samantha reveled in the sensation and despite the fact that she was only semi-recovered, she couldn’t help reaching down between her legs and gently rubbing her bruised clit until she felt aroused. 
 
   She soaped and rinsed and shaved, to finally emerge pink and clean.  A quick exam in the mirror revealed that most of the damage done to her skin was superficial and only a few marks would last longer than a day.  Of course right now it looked as if she’d lost a fight with a weed whacker, one that had been held to her chest.  Next she turned toward the costume and started by slipping on the blue denim skirt.
 
   It wasn’t much of a skirt.  Held together by a snap, it wasn’t quite long enough to even be described as short.  The bottom inch of both buttocks were hanging out in plain sight and every step she took allowed the soft petals of her sex to peek out between her thighs.  Had she been wearing panties they’d have been visible constantly, to anyone standing opposite.  The white blouse wasn’t much better.  It was tight across the chest and rather than having buttons it had snaps, most of which strained to close across Samantha’s well rounded bosom.  It left huge, unseemly gaps in the material down her front and Sam opted to leave only two of the fasteners closed, just under her bosom, leaving most of her breasts bared, right down past the nipple, rather than look ridiculous.
 
   She looked at her image. “Sexy instead of stupid, right?” she asked herself.
 
   The boots were a little big, but she thought she could manage it and as she began to settle the hat down upon her brunette locks there was a soft knock on the door.  It opened and a matronly woman entered, the same one who had done her makeup the last time.  She gestured for Samantha to sit and in moments she was working on Sam’s face, ignoring the fact that the pretty American girl’s sex was gaping open right in front of her.
 
   Jiro stopped by ten minutes later. “It’s almost time,” he said to Sam, then spoke quickly to the makeup woman in Japanese.  Sam could understand none of it.  The woman spoke back, harshly, but finished up the last few touches.  Finally Sam’s hair was corralled into a ponytail, low down on the back of her skull.  When it was clear the woman was done, Sam slid from the chair, struggled unsuccessfully to get her skirt to cover her dripping slit, and then plucked the pink ten gallon cowgirl hat from the hook.  She jammed it down on the top of her head and walked out into the corridor.
 
   Jiro was at the far end and he called out to her, waving her down toward him.  Sam felt a wave of nervousness as she clomped down toward Jiro in her boots, the unease of unexplained expectations making her unsteady.  When she reached Jiro he led her through a maze of hallways until she found herself once more placed directly in front of the double wide black doors that led to the stage.
 
   Another man with a serious look glared at Jiro who grinned mischievously stood at the door, a radio set at his mouth and ear.  He spoke a few words and then Sam startled as a woman’s scream came through the door.  There was a loud cheer and then the cry morphed into a series of short, agonizing yelps.  A round of applause followed and then the double doors opened.
 
   Sam stepped back against the wall, eyes wide in fright as two men, both of whom were totally naked except for a pair of thickly padded hand gloves, came through the door.  Both of them were also carrying a naked Japanese girl.  One was sobbing uncontrollably but the other one appeared to be unconscious.  But what shocked Sam was that both girls seemed marked with hundreds of small, round welts the size of an American half dollar.  Each spot looked painful, the skin red and raised, and Sam didn’t miss the fact that most of the circles were centered along the breasts, loins, and ass.
 
   A crew of black dressed men, each wearing a white mask then whisked by.  Two large metal frames, complete with bondage cuffs and two hockey style facemasks where wheeled by.  Then came another stage hand with a closed barrel on wheels.  Sam stared.  She couldn’t imagine what had happened to those girls.  But then one of the stage doors closed and she was shoved, unceremoniously, out into the semi-lit darkness.
 
   It was her turn.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   “So Mr. Cleese, what do you think of our underground sex culture now?” Takanada asked politely.  Gavin Cleese sat spellbound on the other side of Calli Weston and he was clearly uncomfortable.  More than a little wild-eyed, the bulge in Gavin’s pants was a positive indicator of how much he’d been enjoying the evening, which had also been educational.
 
   Calli covered for him.  “I found it quite amusing,” she said to Takanada politely.
 
   Gavin shifted in his seat. “I don’t think those girls enjoyed the game,” he said roughly, still dealing with the raging hard-on in his trousers.
 
   Takanada’s private box was on the edge of the ring so they could look down directly into the pit.  Encased in glass, they were protected from the raucous shouts and cries of the crowd, but the hanging microphones that were suspended above the pit seemed to pick up the noises of the action just fine, piped into the private seating area.  Dinner had been served of course, in what Gavin would have called tapas style if he were in Mexico, with a series of simple Japanese appetizers that came in an unending series.  Clearly Takanada was used to such delicacies, as was Calli, but Gavin wasn’t quite so cosmopolitan.  After demolishing the first few plates that came before him, he had only nibbled afterward.
 
   Not that it had mattered.  There had been a series of acts displayed before them, ranging from the mildly disturbing to the outright diabolical.  The first presentation had been of a Japanese school girl, who Gavin had doubts about her legal age.  She’d been thrown into the ring, left to run around in circles, crying, clutching a little teddy bear, only to be pounced on by a cadre of black dressed men in white masks.  They’d pawed at her, ripped off her clothes, covered her in some sort of oil, and then used what seemed like ten or fifteen different vibrators on every part of her body.  Hell, even the soles of her feet had been held to the buzzing torment.  Her legs had been held open wide and the trimmed but beautiful sex had been displayed for all to see.  Finally she’d been penetrated by one of the dildo style vibrators, forced into orgasm, screaming her little head off.
 
   That hadn’t been so bad, but the last act had certainly been a little more violent.  Two adorable and quite naked girls had followed in a pair of muscular and very naked men.  The ladies had been strapped to a set of metal frames, spread open and tied at foot, knee, and wrist, then masked.  Set at opposite ends of the arena, the two men had begun a game of handball in which the proper way to score was by hitting your serve into the soft and curvaceous flesh of your opponent’s girl.  Less than a quarter of the way through the game Gavin had begun wincing every time the smudgy thunk of a ball smashing into a breast, followed by the high pitched scream came through the speakers.
 
   And yet, there was something still erotic about it.  And in the end, the men had run to their opponent’s girl, levered the frames holding each female horizontal, and then rammed themselves into each bruised vagina, a final insult to injury.  Gavin had watched, horrified and fascinated, the growing bulge in his pants clearly uncomfortable.
 
   When the cowgirl came out, he barked out a laugh.  “She looks like an American!” he said, failing to notice Calli stiffen slightly.  The brunette girl in the ridiculous ten gallon Stetson circled the inside of the ring once, looking up at the audience.  Calli doubted she could see individual faces since the spotlights were now focused on her.  The outfit she was wearing was also somewhat ridiculous.  The skirt was so low that the cowgirl was constantly flashing both her ass and her slit, little glimpses of sweetness.  The shirt barely contained her bust, which threatened to burst from the thin material with the slightest provocation.  And from the way she was clomping around in those boots, they must have been a bit big.
 
   The cowgirl’s head whirled back to the end of the arena and more light flooded the room as the stage doors opened again.  Two Japanese men came in, rolling a massive wooden barrel onto the stage.  Both were naked except for boots, cowboy hats, and leather chaps, which basically looked like crotchless pants.  Coiled roped hung across their shoulders.  Both sported massive hard-ons, their thick rods sticking straight out.  The cowgirl backed away from them as they placed the barrel in the center of the arena, leaving the wooden cask on its side, rather than setting it upright.
 
   They turned back toward the door and waited and then Calli heard the crowd cheer.  Another man had entered the arena and as he slowly walked in, Calli gasped.  He sported some sort of face mask that looked like a bull, complete with massive horns.  He was muscular and made the cowboys look tiny.  But it was his shaft, a monster of a cock, which really stood out.  He turned and posed, stamping his foot and then scuffing it backward as if he were getting ready to charge. 
 
   The cowboys quickly pulled off the coiled rope that had been casually looped around a shoulder.  In seconds they had lassos.  But then, much to the crowd’s pleasure.  The first toss of a circlet of hemp went not for the bull, but for the cowgirl.
 
   She narrowly avoided the first throw, shocked and surprised.  It surprised Calli too since she expected more compliance.  A second throw was almost successful and Calli wished she could see under the stupid hat.  Was it Samantha? 
 
   It didn’t take the cowboys long to corner the girl and half a moment later one managed to get his rope around the girl’s left wrist.  A quick pull and she was dragged back out into the center of the arena.  She didn’t fight it, other than to object vocally, in a very Japanese manner.  She wasn’t paying attention to the other cowboy either, who then managed to snag her opposite wrist.  As the crowd screamed their encouragement the cowboys dragged her to stand in front of the barrel, then yanked on the ropes so that her arms were pulled outward and to the sides, then forced her backward.  Her body fell across the wooden slats of the keg and her left breast popped out of the shirt.
 
   The bull slowly advanced and then slapped the girl’s exposed tit hard.  She cried out, her head thrashing, but still the hat stayed on.  The bull grabbed the shirt and yanked and the last few remaining snaps popped open and the bull moved behind the barrel, leaning over it to deliver a series of blows to the struggling girl’s bosom that turned her flesh pink. 
 
   “My God,” Gavin whispered as his eyes focused on the girl’s turgid nipples, each one swaying back and forth with the sharp impacts.
 
   The breast beating went on for some time but eventually the bull let out some sort of squeal and grabbed the cowgirl by the waist.  The cowboys must have known this was some sort of prearranged signal, because as the bull flipped the cowgirl around, the two ranch hands coiled and tossed their ropes to each other.  The girl was now bent over the barrel, her skirted bottom presented perfectly.  The bull stayed where he was but grabbed the hem of the skirt and yanked it upward.  Again the crowd cheered as the girl’s ass was now in full view.  Then the spanking began; hard, brutal blows from the bull’s hand, leaving red marks with every swing.
 
   The girl took it well at first, but eventually she began kicking, her voice becoming a high pitched squeal.  Finally the men holding her resorted to literally rolling her up on top of the barrel so that she wasn’t touching the floor.  Calli winced as she realized the girl’s beaten breasts had to have been mashed against the rough wood of the barrel as well.  The spanking continued until the girl’s ass looked as if it were a plump strawberry.  Only then did the bull come out from around her and move to the spot between her open legs.
 
   But rather that going for the penetration immediately, the bull grabbed the barrel and rotated the entire tableau.  In seconds the girl was facing Calli, Gavin, and Takanada, though all they could see was her hat.  Then the bull, who was still between her outstretched thighs, his hands on her hot and blistered butt, grabbed his massive and quite turgid cock, and began thrusting it into the cowgirl’s ass.
 
   She screamed and threw her head back.  The hat was finally dislodged and flew off, revealing the dark chocolate locks of a familiar brunette.  Her eyes were closed and her mouth open in a cry of agony, but it was clearly Calli’s young intern.
 
   “Hey,” Gavin said in a sort of strangled realization.  “Is that Sam?”  He leaned forward, the revelation suddenly changing the scene into something more personal.
 
   Calli nodded.  “Yes. That’s Samantha Mayfield.”
 
   Gavin blinked and began to stand, but Calli grabbed hold of his wrist and pulled him back down.  She leaned over and whispered harshly into his ear.
 
   “Sit down! Do not embarrass us!”
 
   Gavin’s eyes looked as if they were going to pop out of their sockets.  “But that’s SAM! They’re raping her!” He looked outraged.
 
   “They are NOT raping her.  She is down there willingly.  Trust me.  This is an act. A show.  And you will sit there and enjoy watching it,” she whispered again, hoping Takanada was distracted by the visuals of Sam’s abuse, rather than the sideshow going on in Gavin’s seat.
 
   The bull was pounding into Sam’s rear now with wild abandon, heavy powerful thrusts that literally made the barrel rock and leave the poor girl’s head reeling.  The cowboys held on to the rope, lifting up her arms enough to expose her breasts.  Finally the bull seemed to grunt, jamming himself in with impaling blows that left Sam dazed.  Then the bull yanked out, wrapped his fist around his meat, and with two quick pumps, spurted out a thick stream of cream that splattered Samantha’s back, soaking into the shirt and skirt.
 
   As the bull backed off, the two cowboys moved closer.  Gently, the flipped the dazed and butt-fucked girl over onto her back, rolling her so that her body was on top of the barrel.  Her skirt remained wrapped around her waist, her breasts fully exposed.  One of the cowhands moved up between her legs, his thick shaft rubbing at her slit.  The petals dripped with lubrication, both Samantha’s own juices and some of the cum from the bull.  Then with a single, hot thrust, the cowboy penetrated her sex, driving in deep.
 
   Sam cried out, but not in pain this time.  Her legs kicked just a bit but then she let out a groan that made it very clear how she felt about this new torment.  Gavin watched in amazement as she seemed to recover immediately, thrusting against the cowboy herself, at least until the second man grabbed her wrists with one hand and began applying even strokes of his palm to her breasts again.
 
   “Oh my God,” Gavin whimpered.
 
   Suddenly Calli was distracted by movement within their private box.  A small framed Japanese girl, wearing a distinctly sexualized version of a French maid’s outfit, moved to Gavin’s side.  The white blouse was too thin and her small but pert nipples were clearly visible underneath, and the tiny skirt didn’t even cover up her bottom.  There were a pair of black lace panties that did more to accentuate her sex, than cover it.  Gavin tore his eyes away from Samantha’s breast beating and screw, only to jerk when the little French maid reached out and rubbed the bulge in his pants.
 
   “A gift, to provide release,” Takanada explained politely from the other side of Calli.
 
   “Calli?” Gavin asked, stiffening in his seat.
 
   Calli sighed. “Gavin, are you turned on?”
 
   “What? Yes! Why?” he demanded.
 
   “Then let the girl suck your cock, or pull down her panties and let her sit in your lap.  Just accept Takanada-san’s gift.”
 
   Gavin blinked, but then nodded at the girl, who immediately dropped down to her knees, unzipping Gavin Cleese’s trousers.  She pulled out his cock gently and before he could even groan, began licking the tip with her dainty tongue.
 
   “And you Calli-san?” Takanada asked.  “Would you care for a maid?  Or perhaps a young man?”
 
   Calli smiled.  “I’m fine right now, Takanada-san.  Thank you though.”
 
   The first cowboy tugged his cock out of Samantha and left a stream of semen across her belly.  Then the two ranch hands traded places and Samantha was again spread open on the barrel.  But instead of slapping her breasts, the man who had just ejaculated across her torso began rubbing his wet and flaccid cock across her face.  Sam had little choice but to open her mouth and suck, cleaning his member of her own juices and his cream.  She was limp otherwise, enduring the back and forth pounding of the second cowboy between her legs.
 
   Gavin groaned in response.  The visuals of Samantha’s ravishment were more than enough to put him over the edge, especially with the petite maid’s mouth wrapped around his cock.  He leaned over toward Calli.
 
   “Aren’t you upset that they’re doing that to her?  Hitting her and stuff?”
 
   She rolled her eyes.  “Gavin, you ate lunch off her today, and if I recall, you almost twisted her nipple off.”
 
   He gasped. “What?  That was Sam?”
 
   “Gavin, she’s a masochist.  A pain-slut.  She likes it.”
 
   He blinked. “Oh.  But how did she end up like this under Takanada? I thought she was supposed to be a liaison for the company?”
 
   Calli stared at him long and hard and he looked away with a muttered, “oh. Sorry.”
 
   “Just cum, Gavin. And enjoy the show.”
 
   Samantha felt as if every bone in her body had been turned to gelatin and when the second cowboy exploded inside her, it was matched by a mind-blowing orgasm of her own.  The two men bowed to the crowd and the bull ran once around the arena.  Then the bull returned, grabbed Samantha by one arm, and literally pulled her up over his shoulders.  The crowd went nuts as he spun in a circle and Sam felt just a bit dizzy.  Then they were headed toward the stage door as the two cowboys rolled the barrel out behind them.
 
   In the harsh lights of the corridor Sam was put down and Jiro immediately grabbed her, helping to steady her wobbling body.  He led her back toward the small dressing room she had occupied earlier, assisting her out of the soaked skirt and shirt, tugging off her boots, and helping her into the shower stall.  Hot water sluiced down, washing away the fluids and some of the ache.
 
   “That was amazing, Samantha-san!” Jiro said happily.  “That will be a highlight of the video!”
 
   Samantha blinked. Had they been recording?
 
   “You’ve got about thirty minutes before you are due back on stage.”
 
   Sam’s eyes widened. “What?” she gasped.  “I have to go back out there?”
 
   Jiro nodded.  “Takanada ordered it himself.”
 
   Samantha sighed and nodded.
 
   “I will return in a few minutes.” Then Jiro left.
 
   Sam slid down until she was sitting in the shower stall, the hot water falling on her from above.  She concentrated on breathing, forcing her mind to empty of thoughts.  The idea of going back to the arena frightened her, and with good cause.  While getting fucked by both cowboys and the bull man had been brutal, especially with the spankings of her breasts and bottom, it hadn’t been terrible.  Certainly she’d endured worse at the Sorority House.  She’d even been allowed to orgasm.  And that meant that something much more tortuous was in store for her.
 
   Her body ached, but that was to be expected and she ran her fingers over the fading welts left by Takanada’s cane that afternoon.  Her breasts still smarted though, the flesh quite pink and she put her head against the wall.  Five minutes later she was standing up, sluicing the soap from her skin when Jiro came back in without even a knock.
 
   “Samantha-san, please hurry.  We’ve only got about ten minutes left.”
 
   Sam nodded and quickly finished rinsing.  Stepping out of the shower she took the offered towel from Jiro and dried off.
 
   “Do I need a costume?” She asked.  He shook his head, grinning. 
 
   “Not this time.  Come.” He motioned toward the door.
 
   She blinked and looked down at her naked body. “Like this?”
 
   He laughed.  “Yes.”
 
   Taking a deep breath she tossed the towel aside, squared her shoulders, and nodded. “Let’s go,” she told him.
 
   Jiro led her out into the hall and down the corridor.  Things were starting to become familiar to Sam and she found herself once more in the prep room just off the main hallway, only feet from the stage door.  As Jiro led her in, her eyes focused immediately on a clear plastic box, approximately three feet wide and four feet deep, mounted on a cart.  Samantha had seen it before, the first time she had come to the club, but she still had no idea what it was for.  Two holes had been cut in the front panel of the clear plastic box, each about eight inches wide.  Rubber gaskets had been riveted to the plastic around each hole and Sam could only guess that her legs would shortly be sticking out of the box, based upon the position of the thick, clear plastic plug mounted in the bottom of the box.
 
   The side opposite the holes opened and Jiro looked back at Samantha with a grin.  “Let me get some lubricant. One moment please,” he said politely.  He went over to the vanity, opened a drawer, and pulled out a tube.  He came back over to Sam.  “Do you prefer me to lube the plug or your bottom?” He asked honestly.
 
   Sam blinked but then grinned.  Bending over she twisted and presented her bottom to him.  “Me of course, but only if you use something hard and thick to work it in.”
 
   Jiro grinned but then shook his head. “I am sorry. As much as I would like to fuck you, I do not have permission to do this.”  He uncapped the tube and squirted a thick glob of the lube onto his finger.  He moved up to Sam and she reached out to the plastic box and braced herself.  Jiro was gentle and after the bull had rammed himself up her ass in the arena, it was easy for Jiro’s finger to go in.  He was thorough as well, working the lubricant in deep.  He also positioned his hand so that while his forefinger was dipping into her bottom, his pinkie was teasing her sex, rubbing her petals and occasionally caressing her clitoris.  She ripened almost immediately, groaning as he finger-fucked her.
 
   Finally he was done and pulled his hand away, wiping it on a handkerchief he pulled from his pocket.  He pointed to the box.  “Please climb in and sit down. I will help you get your legs into the front holes.”  He reached down to the cart underneath the box and pressed a small release mechanism.  A small set of stairs unfolded from beneath the box and Sam climbed up.  There wasn’t much room inside the container.  She felt Jiro’s hands on her waist.
 
   “I will support you while you put your feet in the holes,” he said.
 
   Sam nodded, but was not comfortable with the notion.  She didn’t see any other option though and began by sticking her right foot in the first leg hole.  True to his word, Jiro held onto her and as he began lowering her, she pulled her left leg out from beneath her body and stuck it through the other opening.  Jiro was supporting all of her weight and her hands clung to him as he lowered her even farther.  Suddenly she felt the tip of the anal plug and she gasped, twisting her hips slightly so that it was poking her in the right place.  The rubber around each leg hole began gripping her thighs tightly and then Jiro lowered her even farther, letting her body’s weight drive the anal plug deeply into her body.  She felt the bottom of the box on her buttocks and groaned.
 
   She was spread wide open, the leg holes forcing her sex into a prurient display.  Her feet dangled outside of the box, on the other side of the thick plexi-glass, and the plug made sure she couldn’t move more than a few inches, and never close herself up.  Jiro produced a length of rope and in moments her arms were bound from elbow to wrist, straight down. 
 
   Several other people arrived in the room during the preparation, one wheeling a large cart that had some sort of barrel like container on it and looked heavy.  The other handed a black jar to Jiro.  He bowed, taking it, then reached in and pulled a gruesome looking ball of sludge out of it.  He moved toward Sam and she cringed.  A powerful fishy smell assaulted her nose.
 
    “What is that?” she demanded.  Jiro ignored her and instead reached around her hip, bringing the ball over her thigh and then toward her sex.  Sam cried out as it touched her petals and bit her lip, turning away and closing her eyes as he began working it into her spread sex.  The position she was in made it impossible to stop him and finally he was able to jam the entire disgusting thing into her sex.  She could feel it settle deep within her, sticky and revolting.  Then Jiro wiped the goo off the thing onto her nipples, circling the areola before removing his hands.
 
   Then to Sam’s consternation, he closed the box’s door behind her.  She was able to lean against it at that point.  She looked up, glad that the top of the box was open, otherwise she might have felt claustrophobic.  The scent of whatever Jiro had smeared on her breasts and pushed inside her were strong and disturbing, but then her eyes widened as a hose appeared at the top of the box.  She peered through the plastic and saw that the other cart had been moved close.  Suddenly water gushed from the end of the nozzle, causing Samantha to scream.
 
   Bound with no way to get out of the box, Sam felt the water begin to puddle around her buttocks.  Soon it was up to her hips, covering her sex and working its way upward toward her midriff.
 
   “Jiro! Please?  How am I going to breath?” She begged.  Jiro appeared right in front of her.
 
   “Do not worry, Samantha-san!  We only fill to chin.” He held his hand up right below his own face. 
 
   Samantha nodded, still just a little tense.  Jiro, whose hands were clean now, ran his fingers up and down her bare legs, caressing her.  She felt him touch the bottoms of her feet and then he was slipping a pair of high heeled sandals upon her soles, buckling the straps up and down each foot. 
 
   There was a moment of blessed relief as the water rose over the tips of her breasts, blocking the smell of the chum he had smeared on her nipples, but Samantha could see that the water didn’t dissolve the goo either.  She couldn’t imagine what the point of all this was.  What did they intend to do to her?  When the water reached her chin it was shut off.
 
   Slowly she was rolled out of the waiting room and into the corridor, down toward the stage doors.  The water sloshed around her, wetting her face, but it never covered her mouth and nose. Once again she was left there to listen to the screams coming from the arena. Eventually the doors opened and Sam flinched as a blond girl, who looked vaguely Russian, was carried out of the arena.  Her most intriguing feature was a pair of massive breasts that were easily in the D range.  Both were tightly bound together, wrapped with what looked like wet leather, forcing the swollen mounds into tight, purple colored balls.  Worse, each breast looked like a pincushion, sporting two or three dozen needles.  A few small trickles of blood marred the skin and from the lines crisscrossing the girl’s bosom, Sam was pretty sure she’d been whipped first.  Her loins were bright red and Samantha suspected that the Russian girl had been thoroughly drilled as well.
 
   One of the black clad stage hands began rolling Samantha out into the arena and her stomach tightened with anxiety.  She could feel the foul smelling ball of sludge inside her sex, and as her vaginal muscles tightened it seemed to slip deeper inside her.  The anal probe was a hard, unmoving aspect of her bondage, keeping her in exactly the right position to display her privates, right through the water and plexiglass.  She tried to keep an eye on things around her, but the spotlights made it difficult.  Another stage hand was carrying a bucket in with her.
 
   Up in the private box above her, Calli’s fingers tightened on the arm rest as she recognized Samantha.  Clearly bound and mounted in the box of water, Samantha looked none the worse for wear, considering she’d just been pounded by two pseudo-cowboys and a man wearing a bull’s head.  Calli smiled.  Of course Samantha could handle that.  She was a Sigma!  The torments of the sorority were twice what Takanada could dish out! 
 
   “Is that Samantha?” Gavin asked quietly.  The little French maid was sitting in his lap, her skirt fluttering around her waist as she gently rode Gavin’s hard shaft.  He had cum twice already, once in her mouth, and had been shocked to discover that his relief had not dampened her enthusiasm at all.  She had merely swallowed his spunk and gone right on pleasuring him.  The visual cornucopia of sexual torment and abuse paraded before him had certainly helped get him hard again.  Now his cock was firmly impaled in her sex and Calli found the little moans and cries of the girl distracting.
 
   Takanada had also partaken of a maid’s mouth, leaving Calli between the two men.  Unlike Gavin though, he had dismissed the girl immediately, preferring to let time reinvigorate him.  Now he leaned forward, eyes bright as the water around Samantha stilled, leaving the girl perfectly visible.
 
   A strange set of lights came on, seemingly inside the box containing Samantha, and Calli suspected led lights of some sort.  The surrounding spots dimmed, leaving Samantha the only well-lit area in view.  There was some sort of reddish mucus clinging to her nipples and coating her sex.  Then one of the stage hands grabbed the extra bucket, moved up behind the aquarium holding Calli’s intern, and began pouring.
 
   From Sam’s perspective, she didn’t see it coming.  There was a swirling at her shoulder and then she saw something dark and fast move through her vision.  She jerked her head as she felt movement and she looked down with a gasp.  First one, then a second, then four or five, small eel like fish had been dumped into the tank with her.  They moved fast, heading straight for her breasts and she felt the tiny nips of their toothless maws beginning to devour the fishy sludge Jiro had smeared across her nipples.  More of the little fish appeared and Sam flinched, trying to move away from them.  The fish didn’t like that, their little bites at her breasts becoming more ferocious.  More of the beasts appeared until there were at least a dozen swarming, split between her curves, their little bodies darting in.  The sensation was bewildering to Sam, whose tender nipples had hardened.  The closest she could come to describing the sensation was as if multiple someones were trying to give the tips of her breasts tiny, light pinches.  Oddly enough, it aroused her, a sensation that felt awkward.  Then the food ran out.
 
   Starving, the little eels began looking elsewhere for their next bit of sustenance and Samantha suddenly understood where they would go next.  Two of the little monsters had already moved between her outstretched legs, biting at her labia.  Then more moved between her legs, nipping the bits and pieces Jiro had left on her petals and clit.  Samantha couldn’t close her legs and she let out a wild cry as the first of the eels began pushing into her sex, smelling the waiting ball of food inside her.  Sam had never felt anything like it before, the loathing she suddenly felt for the tiny eels, combined with the humiliation of being on display for a crowd, made it all feel wrong.  She began thrashing, water splashing her face as she struggled, feeling fish after fish drive into her sex.  They swirled and moved inside her, the most amazing, but the most horrifying sex toy ever devised.  She could literally sense them fighting, thrashing in the tight space, struggling to both breath and eat.  Every once in a while one of the eels would emerge, only to turn back around and drive straight back in.
 
   The crowd clearly enjoyed it though Samantha kept up the vocal protestation through the entire ten minute ordeal.  Slowly the eels began to emerge, having exhausted their food supply, and Sam cried silently, her tears mixing with the water.  She felt the fish moving along her flesh and she cringed, disgusted at both herself and her circumstances.  How could she feel sexually aroused from this?
 
   Yet the sensation was unmistakable.  Had Jiro appeared with another food ball to stuff into her sex she would have gladly taken it, crying and protesting only after the eels had once more made their way into her love nest. 
 
   Up above Gavin gasped as he deposited a third load into the squirming French maid that bounced on his lap.  Calli glanced over and grinned.  The little Japanese girl in Gavin’s lap had her eyes closed, the front of her maid’s uniform askew, with both breasts exposed.  Gavin’s fingers were dug into the flesh of one, but Calli couldn’t resist and reached up, pinching the girl’s nipple.  She whimpered and as Gavin disengaged the little French maid slid from his lap and turned toward Calli.  She went to her knees as Calli began slapping the maid’s breasts back and forth, much to Takanada’s delight.
 
   “Do you wish to hurt this one?” he asked her as the maid’s breasts began to take on a ruddy color.
 
   Calli’s face was flushed.  “No. I wish I were hurting Samantha.”
 
   Takanada’s face split into a beaming grin. “Then be patient Calli-san, she will join us momentarily.”
 
   Calli looked down at the arena, tearing her eyes away from the little French maid.  Sure enough, Samantha was being rolled out of the pit, her body still swirling in little eels.  Replacing Samantha’s fish tank was a steel frame, tilted on its side, sporting the body of a bound and gagged teenager.  Clamps running to the Japanese teen’s nipples and clit sported black and red wires and Calli recognized the transcutaneous electrical nerve stimulator mounted at the rear of the metal frame. A massive motorized dildo was positioned between the bound teen’s legs.  Calli grinned as one of the stage hands rammed it deep into the protesting, gagged girl.
 
   “I can make do until Sam gets here.”  Then she reached out and began twisting the little French maid’s nipples, tugging her closer as the first screams filled the private box.
 
    
 
   Chapter Sixteen
 
    
 
   Samantha was both fascinated and disgusted by the process of removing the small, eel-like fish from her own depths.  Jiro merely dangled a second ball of reddish sludge in the water and within a minute Sam felt the squirming movement of the eels begin to slip from her sex, all in a mad rush to find the fresh source of nourishment.  Again she felt that mixture of loathing and arousal, watching as Jiro seemed to capture the entire swarming mass of fish in a single scoop of his net.  A moment later Sam felt a swirl of water as a hidden drain plug was pulled, allowing the embryonic bath to evacuate the sealed plastic box.  He took off her high heels before opening up the back of the container, and he quickly untied her hands.  A large fluffy towel came next and then he was lifting her off the thick anal plug, pulling her backwards out of the box.  The rubber gaskets around her thighs burned for half a second, but then her legs came free as well.  When he set her on the ground she found herself clinging to him, momentary dreams of him throwing her down and pinning her to the floor with his cock flashing through her mind.
 
   But Jiro evidently had other plans for her.  He led her back into the hallway and down to the small dressing room she had already occupied twice.  She watched, still somewhat in a daze, still sexually needy, as he turned on the shower for her, checking the water temperature until it steamed. 
 
   “You’re wanted in Takanada-san’s private box,” he said quietly as he lightly pushed her into the water and grabbed a bottle of expensive body wash.  Sam took it, nodding as she began to lather up. 
 
   “Pay special attention to your pussy.”
 
   Sam frowned and turned away from him, working her soap slick fingers through her sex.  She would have done that anyway, just to make sure there wasn’t any lingering scum still floating around in there.  But as she moved on, Jiro actually pulled out some sort of hose and nozzle and attached it to a second shower head.  It took him a few moments to get the water flowing, but when he did, he brought the thin nozzle down toward her clit and directed the stream of warmth right up toward her sex.
 
   Sam groaned and spread her legs wide, but she was unprepared for the sensation of Jiro actually slipping the nozzle inside her.  It went deep and she pumped her hips, only to gasp as she felt him activate the release, letting a stream of warm water fill her insides.  But unlike the few enemas Samantha had received over the last year, there was hardly any room inside her sex and a moment later water was spurting out from between her legs.  Jiro didn’t seem to mind but it felt awkward to Sam.  She wrapped her hands around her breasts, lightly rubbing her own nipples.  Jiro began moving the nozzle, flushing her insides, but it only made her gasp and thrust her hips forward.  She could feel the orgasm beginning when he pulled out the nozzle, letting one sharp spray splash across her clit, before turning off the water.
 
   Sam groaned in desperation.  “Jiro!” she said with longing.  The young man looked up at her.
 
   “It is not for me to relieve your needs.  In fact, your needs are unimportant,” he told her sternly.  He reached out and turned off the water, then fetched a fresh towel.  As Sam brushed out her hair and began to apply her makeup, Jiro came back with her outfit.
 
   “A little French maid?” Sam asked incredulously.  “We’re in Japan,” she observed sarcastically.
 
   Jiro grinned. “Were you mine, I would spank you hard for your insolence,” he told her.  Sam blushed and looked away.  “As it is, maids are very popular here right now.  All of the serving girls in the club are dressed in these outfits,” he said.  Then he grinned.  “Though there are some exceptions being made for you.”
 
   Sam gave him a quizzical look but then shrugged when he didn’t elaborate.  Instead she wriggled her way into the black and white outfit he held out to her.  The skirt barely covered her rump and the white lace apron was actually sewn to the waist of the dress.  The top was a two piece combination, with a white bodice cupping and holding up her breasts while the black material of the dress itself serves as a sort of corset-like wrap.  Sam glanced at herself in the mirror and grinned.  With her long brunette locks, she looked French.  She turned back at Jiro and struck a pose as he approached with a pair of open-toed high heels.
 
   “Bon jour, monsieur.”  Sam’s smile made the man laugh.  He handed the shoes to Sam who slipped them on her feet, wincing a little, but suddenly much taller.  Lastly, Jiro dug into his coat pocket and pulled out a trio of identical clamps, two of which were connected via a metal chain.
 
   “I’m sorry Samantha-san, but Takanada-san was quite insistent,” he apologized.  Sam swallowed and nodded as Jiro reached up with both hands and grasped the thin white bodice and yanked it down.  Both of her breasts popped into view, the soft white flesh, still lightly marred with the various lines of her earlier caning resting atop the bunched up material looking like a bed of lace.  Carefully Jiro began clamping her nipples, the duck-billed, rubber coated vices tightening deliciously upon the tips of her breasts.  A small metal chain dangled between her nipples and Samantha took several deep breaths as her body became accustomed to both the weight and the pressure.  Then to her increasing embarrassment, Jiro knelt, lifting the front of her skirt as he held up the final clamp.
 
   “This marks you as his,” he said, holding up the final clamp.  Sam looked at it and saw the Japanese Kanji letters written upon a small tag that dangled from the clamp.  She nodded and felt his fingers begin to caress her clitoris, rubbing her gently.  As unsatisfied as she was, as desperate as she had been, it didn’t take long for Jiro to see the swell and budding moisture of her need.  He delicately attached the clamp to her clitoris, eliciting a whimpering groan from the beautiful brunette.  He then lifted the hem even higher, tucking it up and into the small white apron she wore.
 
   She wanted to protest, but realized that it meant little, her humiliation part of the overall torment they wanted to inflict upon her.  Jiro stood back up and motioned her to the door, her breasts and sex on perfect display.  Sam swallowed, steeled herself, and began walking.
 
   They proceeded down the hall and Jiro moved ahead of her, leading her to another small doorway that opened to reveal a staircase.  Carefully Samantha climbed upward, right behind Jiro, entire body tingling with sexual need thanks to the clamps dangling from her breasts and clit.  When they emerged from the stairwell Sam wasn’t surprised to find herself in a lavishly decorated hallway, with plush carpeting and wood paneled walls.  Expensive looking artwork hung every few feet and soft music was playing.  As Jiro led her deeper into the club, Sam caught sight of a few other girls, each dressed in a similar French maid outfit.  The only difference was that none of them were on display like Sam.  Each girl’s bodice was in place, her breasts covered, and none of them had their skirt pulled up, clit tagged as if she were some sort of animal or slave.  For Sam it was even more difficult to deal with as she was paraded through the hall.
 
   Jiro stopped at one door made of solid wood and turned toward Samantha.  Once more he reached into his coat and Sam flinched as he pulled out a small leather sap.  Instead of hitting her with it, he turned it around and held it out.  Sam stared at it, her stomach clenching with nerves. 
 
   “What am I supposed to do with that?” She asked in a frightened tone.
 
   “Endure it,” Jiro replied, forcing it into her hand.  Her fingers tightened around the small leather paddle and Jiro turned her resolutely toward the door.  He didn’t bother to knock, just opened it, giving Samantha a tiny push.
 
   The box Sam found herself in was lushly appointed and as she suspected, had a perfect view of the arena.  She recognized the closed wooden box, the black walls, the overhead illumination revealing a beautiful Japanese girl with blue dyed hair, lying naked, strapped and open to a metal frame.  Her body was covered with dark red and first Samantha thought the girl was bleeding from a hundred open wounds.  But as two men moved closer to the girl, Samantha realized they were holding thick crimson colored candles.  More heated paraffin splashed down on the girl who screamed out loud.
 
   Sam quirked her eyebrow up, just a tad bit unimpressed.  Sure, the wax was hot, but it couldn’t have been that bad.  Perhaps it was all theatre.  She turned her attention away from the events happening down in the pit and instead focused on the occupants of the small box.  There were two rows of seats, the ones closest to the railing occupied.  Each chair was the size of a recliner and Sam immediately recognized Gavin Cleese, Calli, and Takanada, all from the backs of their heads.  There were also two girls there, both dressed in little French maid outfits.  One was riding Gavin, sitting in his lap and clearly enjoying herself.  The other knelt near Takanada, his hand idly playing with her bared bosom.
 
   Sam couldn’t help smiling.  She might have been paraded around through the halls with exposed and clamped breasts, but in private, the other girls were just like her.  She took a deep breath, glanced at the sap, and then moved forward until she was even with the girl near Takanada.  He glanced up and he smiled.
 
   “Ah, Samantha-chan. Perfect.”
 
   Calli glanced up and looked at her, the wide smile on her facing warming Samantha’s heart. 
 
   “Kneel in front of us,” Takanada ordered and Sam skirted around the other little French maid and moved into the space between the seats and the front wall of the box.  There was only two feet of room but it was sufficient for her to kneel and she held up the sap as she did.  Gavin, who was still dealing with his own little French maid merely stared at her, his face flushed.
 
   Takanada took the sap from her hands and held it idly.  He looked at Calli and any obvious connection flashed between them.  Calli grinned and reached out, cupping both of Samantha’s breasts.  She thumbed the clamps for a few seconds, sending little sparks of need through the costumed and horny brunette, then grabbed the chain connecting the duck bill clamps and yanked.
 
   Samantha gasped when the pain hit her and she almost brought her hands up to her breasts.  Calli let the clamps dangle in her hand for a moment, then twisted over to the girl riding Gavin and calmly attached them to the other girl.  Sam’s eyebrow went up, wondering why the other girl was getting the torment when Takanada struck her right breast with the leather sap.  A fresh burst of pain exploded across her chest and Takanada handed the sap to Calli with a slight nod.  Calli balanced it expertly, then swung it across Samantha’s chest, targeting her other breast.
 
   Again the sap exchanged hands, only to impact violently on Sam’s bosom.  The blows came one at a time, hard and difficult to bear.  Then the sap would move again.  Calli’s strokes were no less vicious than Takanada’s and it didn’t take long before Sam’s chest was heaving as she tried maintain her balance and keep from covering her soft and tender curves.
 
   At one point the Japanese girl who had been riding Gavin Cleese slipped off his lap and knelt next to Samantha, her head dipping down and taking Gavin’s cock in her mouth.  Sam wished they could have traded places.  Behind her she could hear the cries of the girl who had been waxed, except now it was punctuated by a whistling sound, accompanied by sharp cracks.  Sam knew the girl was having the wax whipped off her body.
 
   Soon both of Samantha’s breasts were bright red and blue blotches were starting to form along the outsides where the sap had impacted the most.  Takanada took hold of the sap, then reached out and cupped Sam’s breast, feeling the heat as he lifted it, then squeezed it, as if checking for general tenderness.  Sam whimpered, the pain harsh.  He nodded with a look of satisfaction, then handed the sap to Calli.
 
   “Now, Samantha-chan, lie down on the floor with your legs up in the air.”
 
   Sam blinked.  How would there be enough room?  But she knew better than to object.  Slowly she sat down, twisting in the small space.  As she lifted her legs, both Takanada and Calli grabbed hold of an ankle. Sam felt herself pulled toward them.  They lifted her upward, putting most of her weight on her shoulders as Sam’s back rested on their shins.  Her legs opened at their touch and Sam shivered as she looked up at her sex, seeing their faces looking down at her.
 
   It was a precarious and uncomfortable position and Sam had to use her own hands under her back.  She knew she wouldn’t be able to stay like this for long and hoped that whatever they intended to do would happen quickly.  She felt Calli’s fingers slip through her petals and moaned lightly.  She closed her eyes as the caress became something intense.  And when Calli pulled her fingers away, she didn’t even have time to realize what was coming.
 
   The sap struck with brutal efficiency, flattening the folds of Samantha’s sex and burning her clit.  She cried out, thrusting upward, her legs almost folding, and had it not been for Takanada’s iron like finger encircling her right ankle, she just might have.  Her left leg jerked and suddenly Gavin grabbed hold of it, holding Sam open.  Then the soft caress returned as Calli handed Takanada the sap. 
 
                         “Arigato,” he said softly, then lifted the little leather paddle.  Calli moved her hand and he brought it down between Samantha’s legs. It struck with a wet smack, as if the leather had impacted on mud, rather than flesh, and Sam’s cry of agony filled the little room, drowning out the whimpers and yelps of the girl in the arena.  Again Calli began to caress her, even as Takanada handed over the paddle.  When Calli pulled her fingers out of the way, Sam immediately flinched, but nothing happened.  A moment later, as she relaxed, the paddle struck her sex, impacting directly above Sam’s clit and smashing it downward.
 
   Back and forth the two tormentors went, handing the paddle back and forth at least twenty times.  Sam broke out into a sweat, her sex and back hurting.  It felt as if her entire crotch had been beaten, her legs aching from being held outward and upward.  Just when she thought she could bear it no longer, Takanada dropped the sap on the floor and suddenly let go of her leg.  In half a second he had wrapped his arms around her waist, right at her hips, and lifted her up.  Her head bounced against the carpeted floor once and then she gasped as his head came down, his tongue stabbing into her well-sauced and tormented sex.  Her legs started to close again and this time it was Calli who kept her open.  Takanada didn’t seem to care and Samantha was suddenly lost in an overwhelming wave of pleasure that seemed to defy rational thought.  Her clit swelled as his tongue circled like a tiger stalking its prey.
 
   “Please!” she gasped.  “I’m… I’m… going to cum!” Sam cried out, half hoping for permission.
 
   Calli laughed. “Do not cum, Sam.”
 
   And Takanada’s mouth didn’t even slow down.  He devoured her, sucking and licking and then biting at her clit, slipping his tongue down into her depths.  He lifted her up even higher and Calli slipped out of her seat.  Sam was suddenly looking up at Calli’s body, the skirt tugged upward, and the bare petals of Calli’s sex visible.  Calli swung her leg over Samantha’s head and spread her legs, lowering herself down.  Sam strained, her arms coming up to wrap themselves around Calli’s legs even as her head tilted and her tongue darted up to replicate what Takanada was doing to Sam.  Their movements melded together as Samantha began jerking wildly underneath Calli, her tongue dancing across the older woman’s clit. 
 
   Sam couldn’t take it any longer.  She cried out, her mouth buried in Calli’s slit as the waves of pleasure blasted through her.  Takanada didn’t seem to care either, his mouth still swirling around and through her sex.  The orgasm was powerful and intense and left Samantha feeling as if she were a puddle of goo.  But neither of the lovers working her stopped.  Takanada refocused on Sam’s clit while Calli lowered herself even more, thrusting and grinding her sex upon Sam’s face.
 
   Then the little French maid who had been kneeling at Takanada’s side got involved.  Her dainty hand reached down between Sam and the Japanese business man and she began fondling and rubbing his cock.  Sam could feel her movements against her buttocks.  Calli’s eyes focused on the girl and her hand went out to pinch and squeeze the maid’s breasts, focusing on the nipples.  Sam quivered, her body near the breaking point.  Then Takanada pulled his face from Sam’s creamed cunt and sat back.  The little maid lifted a leg and slipped between Takanada and Sam and from her little cry of satisfaction, Sam knew that the Japanese girl had just been impaled.
 
   Calli bent over, picking something off the floor, and handed it to Takanada, whose face was flushed as the maid in his lap bounced enthusiastically.  He took the sap from Calli, raised it up, and once more brought it down on Samantha’s sex.  Sam cried out from the unexpected blow, her legs jerking, but then Takanada put his hand on the back of the little maid’s head, forcing her face down to Samantha’s slit.  The girl’s tongue found the swollen and exposed clit and Sam shook as pain became pleasure. 
 
   Takanada allowed the girl’s tongue to swirl through Samantha’s slit for only a minute before he yanked the girl’s head away and hit Samantha again, the fire searing her nerves. Once more the pretty Japanese girl was forced down to lick Sam’s clit.  Calli suddenly arched her back, her head tilted upward as an orgasm crested.  Sam’s tongue had done its work, or perhaps it was the back and forth torment of the sap and oral sex of the little French maid and Takanada. 
 
   Calli stood, quivering, fluid dripping from between her legs.  She let go of Sam’s legs and that was when Sam’s back gave out.  She fell to the side, her entire body trembling.  Takanada and the little French maid let her fall, their focus suddenly becoming each other.  Sam closed her eyes, listening to the soft sounds of sex and the tiny cries of the girl.
 
   Calli returned to her seat, sated and quite satisfied, sighing softly as she smoothed down her skirt.  Gavin, with wide eyes, turned and looked at her with a happy grin.
 
   “You know, I could really get to like Japan.”
 
   Calli looked down at Samantha, who lay there naked and trembling, a trickle of moisture flowing out of her sex.  She nodded at Gavin.  “You know what?  Me too.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Seventeen
 
    
 
   Samantha woke the next day aching in places she didn’t even know she had, but the worst issue was hunger.  She took her cue from the other girls, who were chatting away like magpies, all in Japanese though, and followed them into the dining area. Breakfast was miso soup followed by a number of dishes that both appealed and turned Sam’s stomach.  But by the end of the meal she was relatively satisfied.  Again, one of the male members of the household came in during the meal and selected one of the other girls, who nodded obediently and was led from the room.  Twenty minutes later a different girl, of Sam’s age and bearing rope marks upon her body, came in and collapsed by the table, only barely interested in eating. 
 
   After the meal Sam was allowed to freshen up, following some of the other sex girls to the bathing rooms.  It was luxurious and she relaxed, submerged in the bamboo tub, floating quietly.  But after thirty minutes or so as the women began to dry off and dress, they were led off, one by one, by more of the male stewards.  Finally one of the men approached Samantha and one of the other girls, tapping both on the shoulders.  He spoke quickly in Japanese and the other girl bowed obediently.  Both of them looked at Samantha.  
 
   “You want me to come with you?” she asked politely. The man tapped his chest.  
 
   “Yokuda,” he said.  Then he reached out and touched the girl standing next to Sam.  “Ayame-chan”.  Sam saw the girl smile and look down, her cheeks turning pink.  Finally the man touched Sam’s sternum.
 
   “Samantha-san,” he said.
 
   Sam’s eyes widened. She hadn’t expected the honorific.  She bowed to him and he bowed back and Sam waited quietly until Ayame reached out and took Sam’s elbow.  Sam glanced at the young girl, who was wrapping a yakuta around herself.  Sam nodded and picked up one of the same kind of robes and quickly donned it over her nude body.  When she was finished Yokuda motioned both women to follow.  
 
   It only took them a moment to navigate toward the entry hall and Samantha’s eyes once again took in the startling sight of a beautiful Japanese girl, the one who had been selected during breakfast, strung up like a lantern, her legs obscenely spread and her sex red and dripping.  The girl’s arms were tightly strung up behind her back and it was obvious that she was in a great deal of discomfort, with most of her weight contributing to the way her breasts were being smashed between twin lines of hemp. Yokuda stepped up with a wide grin and immediately stuck two fingers into the poor girl’s slit, pumping his hand hard through her wet petals a half dozen times before pulling free, leaving her moaning in miserable desire.  He wiped his fingers on the girl’s thigh and looked at Sam in expectation.
 
   Samantha was gentler, but the way the girl tightened around Sam’s fingers made it clear just how aroused the poor girl was.  Sam longed to place her thumb against the girl’s clit, to bend down and gently lick and suck her exposed clit until she felt relief.  But Sam knew that it would cause all sorts of trouble, so instead she concentrated on getting her fingers as deep as possible, scissoring them as she pumped. Sam had hung in that same exact spot, desperate and tormented, knowing that relief was so close, yet would never arrive.
 
   Sam withdrew her fingers, the wet sounds of the bound girl’s sex bothering her more that morning than any amount of sexual expectation.  Samantha almost wished that Yokuda had come for her to take the girl’s place.  Unlike her guide, Sam sucked her fingers clean of the girl’s juices and then it was Ayame’s turn.  The smaller woman rose up on tip toe and then slid her digits delicately into the waiting slit.  Her pumps were perfunctory, as if she didn’t want to make the girl’s torment any more difficult than it already was.  She wiped the excess juice on the girl’s leg and then nodded slightly at Yokuda.  They continued down the hallway into the more luxurious side of the Takanada’s residence, winding their way down the main hall.  Sam’s eyes darted left and right, trying to catch sight of either the Japanese businessman or failing that, some of his other sex slaves, already bound and waiting, one to each room, making sure Takanada was always surrounded by available women.
 
   Yokuda led Samantha and Ayame to a new room, one farther down than the bedchambers she was more familiar with.  Similar in style to Calli’s exercise room, Sam found herself in what was obviously some sort of exercise or martial arts studio.  The floor was covered in tatami mats, except in the center, which sported a dark crimson pad that she couldn’t help but imagine herself laying naked upon.  A sudden flurry of hushed words surprised Samantha and she turned to see Ayame with tears in her eyes, begging Yokuda in Japanese.  The man was clearly not pleased with the girl’s protestations and in response he grabbed the young lady by the hair and dragged her deeper into the dojo.  Samantha followed, eyes wide.  What could possibly make one of Takanada’s girls want to protest their duty?  Sam shook her head, wondering what she was in for.  Instead she focused on the room itself.  The walls were covered in a variety of medieval Japanese weaponry, many of which Samantha was unable to even name, but just as clearly more decorative than weaponry in regular use. In opposite corners of the room, just off the central practice area but still on the tatami matting, were two chains, complete with padded manacles, dangling from the ceiling.  A small table holding several bottles sat against one wall along with a tall wicker basket filled with what looked like dried grass.
 
   Yokuda pulled Ayame directly under the first of the chains and in seconds her wrists were firmly bound and held in place above her head, the yakuta she’d been wearing nothing more than a slip of material at Ayame’s feet. Sam still felt a shiver of nerves since there was a skein of tears in the poor girl’s eyes.   Then Yokuda approached Samantha and motioned her to stand under the other set of manacles.  Samantha moved closer and watched as Yokuda motioned for her disrobe.  Blushing furiously, she slipped the yakuta from her body, exposing bare skin that was still marred by the previous evening’s activities.  If it bothered Yokuda he didn’t show it and instead he reached up and began fiddling with the cuffs.  He said a sharp word to Sam who lifted her hand in response.  The steel bracelets, padded on the inside, went tightly around her wrists, securing her in place.  
 
   Sam was surprised to find herself somewhat comfortable.  The interior of both manacles had been padded and she wasn’t held taut or forced to stand upon tiptoe.  Across the way Ayame hung in exactly the same way, except her head was bowed so that Samantha couldn’t see Ayame’s eyes.  Yokuda moved over to the small table and picked up one of the larger bottles and carried it over to the small Japanese woman.  Ayame seemed to tremble as Yokuda bound up the girl’s hair with a single chopstick.  Then he began pouring some sort of mineral oil onto Ayame’s shoulders.  Sam suddenly could smell the aroma of sandalwood and lilac, but it masked something else, something more intense.  Sam watched as Yokuda worked the oil into Ayame’s body, covering the girl’s breasts, buttocks, back and loins.  He only used one hand, which surprised Samantha, but he seemed to spend quite a bit of time focusing on Ayame’s more delicate parts. From Ayame’s whimpers, she clearly was unhappy with Yokuda’s attention.
 
   A moment later it was Samantha’s turn and Ayame’s behavior became even more curious.  Yokuda used the same single hand to work the oddly scented oil into Samantha’s skin, making sure to tweak Sam’s nipples and even work the oil into the crack of Samantha’s bottom.  Sam gasped and rose up on tip toe when Yokuda worked one slick finger into her anal opening, lubricating her depths fully.  Then the man switched to Samantha’s front and she groaned with renewed arousal as he slipped the same oiled finger into her depths. For a few moments he penetrated her deeply, then pulled out to caress each petal, working the oil into every fold and crevice of her sex.  To Samantha’s surprise, he even delicately pinched her clitoral hood, making her actual clitoris peek out so he could swirl an oily finger there as well.
 
   Yokuda covered her entire body, pressing his fingers into every nook and cranny.  Sam lifted her foot obediently when he did her soles and then oiled between her toes.  He even went up both arms all the way to the manacles binding her wrists. He finished up by tweaking her stiff nipples once more before he retreated, wiping his hand vigorously on a towel extracted from inside his kimono.  Sam, who was definitely aroused now, tried to make sense of his behavior but couldn’t figure out what was going on. Then when Yokuda left there was nothing for Samantha to do but study Ayame and endure her woken need.
 
   Like all of the other Japanese girls Samantha had met at Takanada’s residence, Ayame had dark black hair, alabaster skin, and a small patch of black fur perched above a pink and shaven slit that glistened with moisture.  Her breasts were of normal size, or perhaps normal for an American, while matched against her national peers might have been considered large for her frame.  Her eyes were dark brown and seemed very big and Sam noticed that a great deal of eyeliner and other facial makeups had been applied to the girl’s face.  Sam knew Ayame didn’t speak English and so she didn’t bother trying to make conversation.  The minutes began to tick by and Sam wondered if her fate was just to be an attractive, oiled girl standing in a corner on the off chance Takanada might stick his head into his own workout room.
 
   About ten minutes after being oiled, Sam noticed that Ayame was twitching, her eyes far away and her mouth open slightly.  The American girl was still trying to make sense of the gradually increasing spasms rocking the tiny woman opposite her when suddenly she felt a strange sensation along her left shoulder.  It almost felt as if something was irritating the skin, requiring her to scratch. But that wasn’t quite right either.  It didn’t feel like an itch.  It almost felt like a tickle, or something in between.  
 
   Sam twisted her head and tried to reach the spot with her chin, but it was impossible.  Worse, the sensation began to spread, moving down her back and along her ribs.  She twisted in the manacles, her body reporting all sorts strange sparks firing along her flesh.  She glanced up in alarm at Ayame, who was now jerking violently, her eyes wild in desperation.  Sam’s eyes widened in alarm.
 
    “What’s happening?” Sam asked out loud. “What did he put on us?”
 
   Ayame just whimpered and Sam suddenly felt that same sensation creep up between her legs.  Suddenly it was inside her, a need so strong that she pulled hard against the bindings holding her to the ceiling.  She lifted one foot and tried to fold her knee and bring it up to her own sex, but could only get as high as her inner thigh on the other leg.  For half a second, the touch was a relief, but then the tickle/itch sensation moved like lightning to some other part of her body. 
 
   Sam shivered.  It was if a mosquito was both tickling and biting her.  She jerked her torso and bent her legs as much as possible, but none of it helped and she began feeling the same itch in multiple places.  It came on the soles of her feet, under her arms, along the undersides of her breasts, and even on her perineum.  The folds of her sex were not spared and for the next fifteen minutes Samantha could barely stand the torment.  The minutes crept by as Sam suffered, unable to touch herself and relieve the maddening irritation.
 
   She was hanging limp from the cuffs, her legs half folded beneath her when the sliding panel of the dojo opened and a dozen young men entered.  None of them were under the age of twenty, or at least the upper teens, and all of them were dressed in traditional martial arts uniforms.  All of them wore belts at their waists and every color Samantha could see was black.  She knew what that meant.  The itchy tickle had subsided somewhat but was still driving her mad, like ants in her pants, but she managed to watch as the cadre of men formed two groups, one to either side of the practice platform.  
 
   There were a few eyes for both Ayame and Samantha, most lingering on the pretty American girl and her freckles, but some of the men clearly favored Ayame.  There was some light hearted banter that Sam couldn’t decipher, with a number of fingers pointed in her direction, until another man, much older than the rest, entered the room.
 
   Grizzled hair peppered his scalp and he was clearly in his late sixties.  He too wore a gi, the traditional martial arts uniform and his belt was just as black as the others.  Sam recognized him as their teacher, or sensei, a word she’d known even before starting her study of Japan in preparation for the trip. Hell, just watching a few American made martial arts movies could tell a person what a sensei was!
 
   The young students knelt and bowed and Sam suppressed the urge to call out and beg them to release her.  Instead she followed Ayame’s example.  The young Japanese girl had clammed up the moment they entered, her previous soft moans now dark silence.  The girl had also stopped twitching, but it was clear her skin was still smarting from whatever Yokuda had smeared on them both.
 
   A sharp word from the sensei set two of the men from opposing sides against each other.  First they bowed across the mat, then to Samantha’s surprise, bowed to her and Ayame.  Finally they paid respect to their teacher before launching into a flurry of blows, kicks, and rolls that Samantha could barely follow.  The violence of their attack was stunning and Samantha’s heart raced as she watched, wondering if someone was going to get hurt!  Suddenly the man from Ayame’s side fell, crying out and gripping his leg as his opponent dropped him with a brilliant kick.  Sam almost cheered, so wrapped up in the bout she’d become.  The victor bowed to his fallen opponent, then to the sensei again, before crossing the practice mat to the small table and the wicker basket next to it. Sam watched curiously as the man plucked one of the blades of grass into his hand and she realized that the basket was actually full of thin, freshly cut reeds of bamboo.  The strand in his hand had the flexibility of a switch, but the strength of one of the toughest plants in the world.
 
   To Sam’s relief he marched over to Ayame and without even a word of warning, whipped the stalk across the girl’s heaving breasts.  Ayame cried out, cringing and grimacing as the pain of the stroke made her knees buckle and a red line appeared on her bosom.  The young man hit her again, once more across the breasts, leaving a second crimson welt on her tender skin.  A third stroke landed on her buttocks, followed by another in the same spot.  The pain must have been terrible, because Ayame lifted her foot, trying to block the strikes of the reed.  Instead, the victor merely targeted the upturned sole and sent her spinning, hysterical and sobbing. A final fifth stroke caught Ayame’s thighs, just below her buttocks, leaving the girl near hysterics.
 
   The victor tossed the bamboo at Ayame’s feet and then returned to the square, clearly pleased with himself.  Sam watched Ayame as another set of men jumped to their feet and began the bowing ceremony.  The tickling itchy sensation continued however and Sam was terribly distracted by the tingling crawl of her own flesh.  She tried to keep one eye on the bout, but wasn’t able to determine who won until one young man stood victorious.  He too marched toward the wicker basket of bamboo shoots and plucked one free.
 
   Sam held her breath, wondering who was going to get the whipping, but it turned out that poor Ayame would again be the recipient.  The poor Japanese girl shook her head, eyes wild, but then clenched her teeth and let out the typical high pitched cry that Japanese women seemed to use for every torment inflicted upon them.  Sam couldn’t help trembling as she watched five more burning lines laid across Ayame’s breasts and buttocks.
 
   The itchy sensation had moved to Samantha’s nipples, driving her crazy as another set of the karate students stood and bowed.  Sam yanked on the manacles, her body jerking as the oil seemed to hit her in the worst spots at the worst times.  Sam closed her eyes, the grunts and half-shouted yells of the combatants a mere cacophony of sounds which served as a backdrop for the terrible need to scratch, rub, and finger herself.  Finally she heard the sounds of the fight stop and she opened her eyes.  One of the students had plucked a bamboo reed from the basket, except this time, he didn’t head for Ayame.
 
   Sam braced herself, knowing that the thin reed would hurt.  He stood beside her, eyes focused on her luscious breasts, and he swung decisively.  The thin cane landed directly across the center of her chest, striking both nipples. The man’s aim incredibly good.  For half a second Sam didn’t even feel anything, only to cry out loudly, and in a very American style, as a burst of pain exploded across her chest.  A narrow crimson line appeared bisecting the tips of her bosom and her nipples, which had been tingling from the oil a moment before, now reported a much fiery sensation.  Sam sucked in a breath of air, only to swing forward violently in reaction to the second stroke which landed across her bottom.  Sizzling pain ignited across her fanny and Sam threw her head back, shocking everyone in the room with her scream.  She kicked out, not at her tormentor, but just with the involuntary physical response.  
 
   Yet her movements provided the man with an opportunity that Ayame had not given them during her own sexual persecution.  When Sam kicked, she opened her legs and the martial arts expert took a single step behind her and brought the reed up between her legs with a violent uppercut that set the reed singing as it cut through the air.  It was brought up short by the impact, landing just below Samantha’s sex, against her perineum.  Yet the suppleness of the bamboo caused it to curve upward, bending and the rest of the natural blade smashed into Samantha’s sex, crossing her delicate and tingling folds, only to terminate just at the exposed and swollen clitoris.
 
   Samantha let out a cry that was terribly unladylike, even for a barbarian American girl, and it certainly shocked and surprised the men in the room.  Several of the young students who had been kneeling on Samantha’s side of the mat jumped up, angry looks on their faces, as if the victor who had struck Samantha’s sex had done something wrong.  Samantha burst into tears, fire seeming to burn between her legs and her knees buckled so that she fell, her weight held up only by the manacles on her wrists.  
 
   The teacher rose to his feet and came over to Samantha.  He did not touch her, but he bent down and examined her, specifically her sexual parts, and he took the cane from the student who had struck her.  With only a little pressure, he poked the sharp end of the stick against Sam’s side.  She had no intention of flinching away, she was too far lost in the agonizing weal left upon her tender folds.  But suddenly her back arched and she found herself standing upright, her loins thrust forward lewdly.  Again the sensei bent down, this time getting a better look.  
 
   He spoke quietly and with authority, but Sam could only guess the meaning from the reactions of those who understood him.  The students all had expressions of amazement, followed by barely concealed grins.  It was Ayame who went nuts, now vocally protesting and struggling against her bonds.  Everyone was suddenly in motion and Sam sobbed, turning her face against her arm.  Tears streamed down her cheeks.
 
   Ayame’s crying protestations were suddenly silenced and Sam glanced through her tears to see several of the students forcing a ball gag into the girl’s mouth.  Sam blinked, only to feel fingers near her own head.  A rubber ball was forced against Sam’s teeth as well and she opened up, accepting it.  It was buckled tight around her head and Sam could only endure it.  Across the room, on the other side of the mat, two of the students were cuffing Ayame’s ankles, a massive spreader bar forcing the poor Japanese girl’s legs wide apart.  Again, the men were being careful not to touch her actual skin.
 
   Sam felt the same actions being performed on her.  Cuffs were buckled to her ankles, not tight, but secure.  Then her legs were pulled wide, the spreader bar forcing her apart, exposing her sex.  The pressure on Samantha’s body changed wildly with the new position and she found her feet being forced into an arch as her height was lowered.  She was tilted forward slightly, her breasts dangling and when the students were satisfied the teacher stared at her for a moment, their eyes meeting.  He bowed to her respectfully, and then returned the bamboo reed to the student that had first struck her.
 
   Sam watched as the student moved to her side and again took aim at her breasts.  She flinched away, but had nowhere to go thanks to the manacles and spreader bar.  The bamboo reed landed against the undersides of her breasts, forcing them to swing and leaving a fresh groove of incandescent fire across her flesh.  Gone were the tingles and itches of her oiled torment.  Sam whined through the ball gag, flashes of violet and scarlet edging her vision.
 
   The student stepped behind her and with an underhanded swing, once more aimed for her delicate parts.  The pain of the bamboo striking her folds and clit elicited the same agonizing cry from Sam’s throat, modulated only in part by the ball gag.  Tears burned and streaked her cheeks as she sobbed violently, but the student with the reed tossed it down at her feet and returned to kneel with the others.
 
   Sam couldn’t even watch the next bout and when the victor went to the basket she flinched away, too frightened to contemplate what was coming.  Yet the man went Ayame instead.  His first stroke was a repeat of what Samantha had endured, one underhanded swing from behind, the reed cutting into Ayame’s sex.  Sam knew how bad it hurt and the high pitched cry that escaped from behind Ayame’s ball gag was almost enough to set Samantha’s nerves on edge.  The man hit her again, this time leaving a stripe across the Japanese girl’s rump.  Two strokes fell on her breasts, and then the man returned to his position behind the girl, and laid another welt upon the tender folds between Ayame’s legs.
 
   The muted conversation between the students told Samantha that such punishments were unusual and it was a cause for both concern and interest.  The men on Ayame’s side of the room looked angry, and when the next bout started Sam could see that her own champion was quickly outclassed.  Ayame’s victor stepped forward with another reed of bamboo and with a vicious grin circled behind Samantha’s shuddering form.
 
   Again a ribbon of searing torment appeared between her legs, starting on the tender pad of flesh between her bottom and her slit.  Then it went upward, biting through her folds.  It missed the clitoris this time, but Samantha couldn’t tell the difference, so wrapped up in the horrible torture.  The man struck her twice across the buttocks with the reed, then left another blaze of heat across her breasts.  Finally he stood in front of her and laid the tip of the reed directly on her clit, pulled back almost a foot, and then casually whacked the tender nub with precision.
 
   The bloodcurdling scream was muted by the ball gag, yet it was still possible to see how it had hurt her.  Her knees buckled again and she allowed all her weight to wrench her shoulders upward.  Her head hung down, her brunette locks covering her eyes.  Tears literally dripped from her face to fall on the two bamboo reeds that now lay before her.  
 
   The oil was forgotten, her body hurting in too many places to worry about some minor itchy tickle between her toes or deep within her sex.  She also ignored the next bout, which seemed twice as long and had the other students on edge.  Sam was beyond caring.  She didn’t even know how many fights there were going to be.  Could she possibly endure such brutal punishment much longer before they drew blood?
 
   Suddenly there was a victor and the men kneeling on Samantha’s side shouted out in protest.  The teacher stood up and declared something which clearly didn’t make the men happy, and the victor retrieved a fresh cane.  He moved over to Samantha quickly and started with her breasts.  Two quick cuts left rising sanguine ridges and he moved to her bottom, where one solid blow rocked her forward.  Finally he moved behind her and finished with the same blistering uppercut that Sam had already taken before.  It smashed into her petals, leaving red marks across the soft flesh and Sam broke down, blubbering insanely.
 
   The men were deep in consultation as the last reed was placed before Sam’s feet and it seemed as if both teams were trying to pick out one of their own for a final battle.  Somewhere in the back of Sam’s mind she knew what they were trying to do; settle the tie, and her heart broke at the thought that she might have to deal with another five cuts of the bamboo.  
 
   Suddenly the sensei stood and moved into the center of the practice mat.  He held out his hand and spoke sharply, pointing to both sides.  Eyes widened and there were a few muted protests, but the teacher barked out something of a challenge, forcing the student to bow and apologize.  Soon all of the students were kneeling, their foreheads to the floor in obeisance to their sensei.  Sam’s chest heaved and she was barely cognizant of what was happening as the sensei turned and left the room.
 
   The students all stood up and crossed to the opposite sides of the room.  The men who had been defending Ayame stood before Samantha and with grimaces of distaste, began to disrobe.  This shocked Sam out of some of her pain-wracked stupor.  All of them were extraordinarily handsome, bodies lean and tough.  There were six of them and naked, they came to her and began working on the wrist and ankle cuffs.  Sam flinched away.  These were the men who had hurt her and she knew it.  But then her arms were loosed and they grabbed her, dragging her over to the practice mat where she was thrown down.
 
   The sound of another body hitting the mat came from near her head and she twisted to see Ayame landing nearby, still sobbing the same way Sam had been.  Both girls were still gagged, but Ayame was leaving hers alone and Sam knew better than to try to unbuckle it.  Then the men moved in on her, grabbing her arms and legs, pulling her into a spread-eagled position.  One of the men stood above her, his cock already hard and ready, and then knelt between her legs.  Samantha wasn’t aroused, not anymore, but the oil she’d been lubricated with was still present and his cock slid into her nest without any resistance.
 
   Sam clenched down however.  The pain of the penetration was horrible, her welted petals burning with heat.  That didn’t stop him and he forced him shaft deeper, trying hard not to touch any other part of her body.  Soon Samantha was unable to keep tight and as they lifted her legs, the man between her thighs pounded quicker.  He grunted quietly for a moment and then Samantha felt a stream of fluid erupt between her legs.
 
   The cock was pulled from her depths and the men rotated.  A second shaft was plunged into her wet and used hole and Sam gasped as she was filled.  None of them were extremely large, and in fact were smaller than most of the men she’d had sex with before.  But all of them seemed to know exactly how to use it and to Samantha’s shock, she suddenly felt the conflagration of arousal smolder to life within the core of agony they’d inflicted upon her.  By the time the third of them was pounding away, she was arching her back and lifting her hips, toes curling as the waves of pleasure overwhelmed the pain.  The men responded to her need by using their fingertips to pinch her nipples lightly and Samantha exploded wetly with a moaning cry.
 
   The last two men took their turns, each leaving their wetness within her.  Sam didn’t want to think about it.  Finally they picked her up and carried her hand and foot, over to Ayame, who lay practically catatonic on the mat nearby.  They draped Samantha over the little Japanese girl, oil and cum and the women’s juices mixing across their bellies.  Sam groaned and reached out to Ayame, but the girl wasn’t responding.  The men put on their gis but it was clear that all of them were now suffering from the oil.  Some were scratching at their chest, but from the twitching hips, all of them were having issues around the genital area.
 
    “Good, I hope you scratch yourselves bloody,” Sam thought to herself. Then Sam and Ayame were left alone.
 
   Yokuda returned a few minutes later and motioned for Sam to remove the ball gag as he unbuckled the strap around Ayame’s head.  Sam worked her jaw and then noticed Yokuda motioning her to follow.  She climbed wearily to her feet, shocked she could even stand, much less walk, but already the pain of the canes had faded to dull, throbbing aches.  She reached down between her legs and examined her soft petals.  To her shock, there were only light red lines now.  She’d been sure she’d been cut and was bleeding!  White cum dripped down her thighs and she blinked, still too stunned to comprehend what had happened.
 
   Yokuda produced a massive towel and he manhandled Ayame into it, bundling her up like a Mexican burrito.  Then he flung her over his shoulder and marched out of the room.  Samantha followed along, arms wrapped across her marked torso, limping slightly and wondering what was going to happen next.
 
    
 
   Chapter Eighteen
 
                 
 
   Samantha was first led to the baths where a special tub was filled with some sort of unguent that dissolved the oil.  Yokuda had handed the towel wrapped Ayame to Samantha, who had supported the girl in the water until she’d began to wake up, taking stock of her own situation.  Ayame looked at Sam and then burst into tears.  Sam wrapped her arms around the smaller Japanese girl, comforting her as they cried together.  The soak lasted almost an hour and by the time Yokuda came back, Sam almost felt human again.  Amazingly, the oil seemed almost recuperative since neither Ayame nor Sam herself bore marks worse than they might have gotten from a light caning.  Already the angry red welts had melted into pale thin lines of rose and Sam could actually touch her own sex without much in the way of pain.
 
   In fact, they’d been doing just that before Yokuda had come in.  Ayame had been the first, tilting her face up to kiss Samantha.  In moments the two girls, alone in the tub, sisters of the cane, were grinding up against each other, hands lightly caressing and rubbing.  Sam felt Ayame touch the welts across her breasts and it felt good, especially in the water.  Sam responded eagerly, surprised at the sudden surge of arousal, especially after having sex with six different men.  And when Ayame had slipped her fingers into Sam’s slit, lightly fingering her, it had been pure bliss.  Both girls had cum a second time, language clearly not a barrier when it came to giving and receiving pleasure.
 
   Yokuda arrived and gave them a knowing smile, setting out thick towels and fresh yakuta robes.  Ayame and Sam climbed from the tub, dried off, and then quickly attired themselves.  Sam hoped they would be taken to the dining room for lunch, and she followed along obediently.  After the perfunctory finger fucking of the girl bound and displayed in the foyer of the house, Ayame and Samantha were taken to the dining area and allowed to eat.
 
   After sating her hungry stomach Samantha was led back to the sleeping chambers and she gratefully sank down on to one of the futon cushions, curiously exhausted from her morning’s ordeal.  Ayame did the same, practically falling down on one of the padded mats, her eyes closing in blissful contentment.  Sam sighed in relief, stretching out on the pad, her aching body finally relaxing as her mind played back some of the more intriguing moments of her morning’s torment.  In moments she was fast asleep.  She didn’t awake until she felt the hard hand of Koga, shaking her arm.
 
   “Samantha-san, come.” His voice was insistent.  Sam blinked the sleep from her eyes and looked around.  None of the other women were in the room and even Ayame was missing.  She nodded at Koga and rose, straightening her yakuta at the same time.  Koga led her to a small room down the hallway and Sam was startled to see the same “little school girl” outfit that she’d been forced to wear before.  The blue plaid skirt was just a tad too short and the white blouse just a bit too thin.  Sam shrugged and immediately started striping, not even caring that Koga was watching.  Naked, she slipped on the shirt and buttoned it up.  Her breasts filled out the front and Koga handed her the small blue tie.  She clipped it on under her chin and then grabbed the small skirt.  Slipping it up over her bottom she grinned at Koga and then put on the knee high stockings.  Last came the dark pumps and Koga handed her a hair brush and a small makeup kit.
 
   Ten minutes later Koga led Samantha into the foyer and opened the front door.  He stuck his head out, but it was clear their car hadn’t yet arrived.  Koga grunted and turned toward Sam, directing her to face the girl hanging, wrapped in rope, from the ceiling.  To Sam’s shock it was Ayame, her skin still marred with the light lines of the bamboo.  She was wrapped in a complicated torso harness, her breasts swollen and tight within the hemp bondage.  Worse though was that both her knees were drawn up to her elbows, with both her arms and legs bound to the back of the harness as well, keeping her open as if she were squatting with her hands behind her head.  It was a fetching image, but looked terribly uncomfortable.  Sam’s eyes narrowed.  It looked like a lot of traffic had been going back and forth across the house.  Ayame was dripping wet, juices actually falling to the floor beneath her.  Her petals were wide open, swollen, and red.  Gingerly Sam slipped her fingers into Ayame, remembering how the girl felt in the hot tub.
 
   The sound of a car coming up the drive interrupted them.  “Come,” Koga said a moment later and the two women’s eyes met for a moment of shared sympathy.  Then Sam pulled her hand away from Ayame and exited the house behind Takanada’s assistant.  She followed obediently and was escorted to the limousine that had just pulled up.  Koga got in beside her and as the car took off he handed her a small box, grunting at her.  Sam opened it and found a pair of silver clamps and a metal, pear shaped plug.  Sam lifted the clamps, noticing that they sported cruel looking pins on the insides.  Sam’s eyes widened and she glanced at Koga, who nodded.
 
   Sam winced and bit her lip, but she took a deep breath and began unbuttoning her shirt.  A moment later both of her breasts were exposed and she delicately pinched the clamps open.  To her surprise, they did come apart easily, and when she allowed the toothed vices to close, there was only a mild, stinging discomfort.  She could feel the pins digging into her nipples, the little spines penetrating just enough to tingle and not enough to draw blood.  A glance down told her that the clamps could be tightened with a simple screw, but she didn’t touch it.  Instead she reached back into the box and withdrew the pear shaped anal plug.  
 
   She looked at Koga.  “Do you have any lubricant?” she asked politely, but Koga just stared at her, as if astonished she’d dare speak.  She cringed slightly and instead lifted the hem of the silly school girl skirt, and held the small metal bulb to her own sex.  Blushing, she began masturbating with the bulb, rubbing it up and down her slit, her mind focused on her memories of Ayame.  It didn’t take her long to completely cover the metal pear with wetness and after she’d let out a soft moan and taken the plug as deeply into her sex as she could, she looked straight at Koga, then knelt on the limousine seat, facing backward.  She put her hand behind her and began pushing the pear in.  Samantha let out a soft groan as it spread her bottom, popping in after just a moment’s effort.  It settled in completely, filling her rear.
 
   Sam turned back around and sat down, the sensation of having her bottom stuffed quite distracting, especially since she was now quite aroused. She smoothed the skirt down a bit, as if hoping that stroking the material would lengthen it, and keep her glistening petals from showing.  The car ride lasted twenty minutes and to her surprise the limousine pulled up at the airport.
 
   “Am I going home?” she asked in surprise.  She looked at Koga who didn’t reply. “But I’m supposed to stay,” Sam insisted.  “Really.  Takanada-san discussed it with Calli.  They even caned me together.”
 
   Koga still didn’t say anything, but motioned for her to get out of the car.  Sam bit her lip, hoping that she hadn’t screwed anything up, but she couldn’t imagine why Takanada would be sending her away. Maybe the negotiation team had done something?  Sam’s stomach fluttered with nervousness.  What would Calli say if it were Sam’s fault the negotiations had gone south?
 
   The limousine was parked in a massive hangar and sure enough, the private jet that belonged to Acme sat there refueled and waiting.  Koga climbed out of the limousine after her, and once both of them were standing, he took her elbow and moved her off to the side.  Sam nodded, trying to be compliant and good, while inwardly fretting.  About five minutes later two more limos pulled up.  Takanada, as well as his beautiful secretary, and four other male employees, no doubt his negotiation staff, climbed out of the first.  Instantly they all came toward Sam and Koga, turning to face the plane.  Same looked at Takanada, their eyes meeting for only half a second before he turned away.  Sam shivered.  There hadn’t even been a smile!
 
   The other limo had pulled up closer to the plane and when the door opened she watched as first Mr. Astor, then Gavin Cleese, got out, followed by Calli.  The rest of the Acme negotiators climbed out as well and Takanada walked forward.  Sam held her place with Koga and the rest of Takanada’s people.
 
   Takanada bowed, as did Astor. “Astor-san, I am honored that we are doing business.  You are a good friend.  I hope you have enjoyed your stay in my country.  The bounty of Japan,” he pronounced it “nipon” with a smile, “is enriched the same as yours.”
 
   Astor nodded.  “I agree, Takanada-san. May I say arigato-domo for such a delightful time?”  He held out his hand and Takanada shook it with a grin.  Then Takanada turned toward Gavin Cleese.
 
   “I hope you’ve enjoyed your visit,”
 
   Gavin bowed. “I have indeed, sir.  Thank you!” he said, eyes bright.  Takanada smiled and bowed, then finally turned toward Calli.
 
   “Calli-san, if ever you find yourself looking for new opportunities, I hope you will contact me,” Takanada said.
 
   James Astor laughed. “Are you trying to poach another of our employees, Takanada-san?”
 
   Takanada’s eyebrow went up. “On the contrary, your Ms. Mayfield will be returned to you in three weeks’ time. I will bring her to Chicago myself and have her dropped off at your headquarters.”
 
   Astor looked over Takanada’s shoulders at the barely dressed Samantha, who seemed visibly relieved.  He turned and looked at Calli with an inquisitive glance. 
 
   “Don’t ask, James,” she warned.  James’ eyes turned hard, but he nodded, then bowed again to Takanada.  The men’s eyes met and James turned and started climbing up the gantry leading up to the plane’s entrance.  Gavin went next, followed by all the negotiators until finally only Calli stood upon the hangar floor with Takanada.
 
   “Takanada-san, I truly had an exquisite time.  I hope that we meet again soon.”
 
   “Truly,” he replied.
 
   Calli looked over his shoulder at Sam, who was clearly relieved at the way things were proceeding.  She smiled and waved a little.  Calli grinned back. “I hope that naughty little school girl over there is disciplined, severely.”
 
   Takanada laughed. “I promise, Calli-san. We will meet again.”
 
   Calli bowed one final time and climbed aboard the plane.
 
   Takanada immediately returned to his team and began speaking in rapid Japanese.  In seconds he and his negotiators had moved off into the limousine they’d all ridden in, while Koga took Samantha’s elbow and once more led her back to the vehicle she’d come in.
 
   Sam climbed in, somewhat taken aback, wondering where she was headed next.  The limousine pulled out of the hanger and she watched, nipples still tingling from the clamps, her bottom still tight around the plug, as the scenery rolled by.  They stopped half an hour later and Koga led her into a small cafe.  She stood next to him, the perfect little school girl, except for the fact that her skirt was too short, showing off just a hint of her pantiless buttocks, and the strange bumps at her nipples, underneath the thin cotton blouse.  It never occurred to Samantha that it was her light brown hair, or her plainly western face that drew the most attention. Koga ignored the stares as well and ordered for both of them as Sam tried to stand still.  She kept her knees tightly pressed together when Koga seated them in a booth and together they ate, Koga staying silent as he wolfed down his food.
 
   Sam was too nervous to eat much and she was relieved when Koga finally set down his chopsticks, nodded at her and once more led her to the limousine.  Darkness had fallen on Tokyo and Sam watched the lights fade.  Another twenty minutes passed before they pulled up in Tokyo's industrial district and Koga pushed Samantha out of the limousine, to stand trembling before a large warehouse.  The lights were off, but the logo of Takanada’s company was still visible in the moonlight and Koga took Sam’s elbow and pushed her toward a small door on the side of the metal building.  A buzzing sound accompanied the click of a magnetic lock and the door opened into a well-lit hallway.
 
   A security officer nodded at Koga, clearly aware of who was coming into the building.  Koga nodded back but then pushed Samantha down the hall and through a large entryway at the end.  The empty warehouse was dark and filled with shadows, the overhead lights mostly off.  The steel rafters seemed skeleton-like and for a moment Samantha wondered why she was there.  It looked like a scene from a gangster movie when the crime boss wanted to eliminate an unwanted liability. After the events of the previous evening, she dreaded what might be coming.  What could Takanada possibly want to do to her in a place like this?  She stepped forward, following Koga, the light step of her pumps echoing through the cavernous space.  There was only one area of the massive floor space illuminated and they headed straight for it.  As Sam’s eyes adjusted to the lights, she noticed a strange metal framework dangling from the metal rafters, swinging ever so slightly on four, heavy chains.  Samantha’s experienced eyes recognized the bondage cuffs mounted to both ends of the frame and she knew she would eventually be dangling.
 
   “Aren’t they a little far apart?” She asked curiously, pointing to the metal frame.  There were four cuffs on the “I” shaped frame, but the bottom and top of the metal construction were a good ten feet apart.  Samantha couldn’t see how both her legs and her ankles would fit.  She’d need to be eight feet tall instead of just barely topping five.  Koga glanced up, but if he understood her he didn’t show it.
 
   “Lie down, on floor, Samantha-chan,” Koga said, pointing to the concrete slab beneath the metal frame.  Samantha walked over to the spot Koga had pointed to and started to lower herself down, but Koga grabbed her by the arms and turned her around, repositioning her.  The concrete was cold and she grimaced.  
 
   “Lift legs,” Koga told her. 
 
   Sam did as ordered.  A quiet hum came from above and Sam watched as the metal frame dropped down until it was no higher than Koga’s waist.  He bent down and grabbed her right leg, lifting it up as the blue plaid skirt slid up her thigh.  Her hand went to her groin, twitching a bit more of the material over her shaven slit, trying to cover it, but she quickly realized that it was pointless.  The skirt wasn’t long enough to keep her sex concealed even when she had been sitting in the cafe, as a number of questing eyes had made obvious.  Lying on her back with her legs up in the air made it hopeless.  Instead she watched as Koga bound her ankle into the cuff, pulling the padded leather tight.  It was an unusual cuff too, thicker than the ones she had worn at Takanada’s residence.  
 
   Koga took her other leg in his hand and pulled her feet wide.  In seconds Sam found herself bound open, her skirt up around her waist, exposing her bare loins and the small metal base of the anal plug.  She reached between her spread legs and cupped herself, feeling the wetness. She couldn’t believe she was already aroused.
 
   “Koga-san?  What’s to happen to me?” Sam asked, only the tremble in her voice betraying her nervousness.
 
   Koga didn’t answer, but knelt down near her head.  With steady fingers he began unbuttoning the white blouse, leaving the top and a few buttons across the abdomen closed.  The silly little tie helped to keep things together but Sam knew that the moment she was hauled into the air both of her breasts would be exposed, hanging out through the front of the shirt. The small clamps she had on glinted dully in the light and she still sported the stripes and welts of that morning’s bamboo torture.               
 
   “Arigatou, gozaimus,” Samantha whispered.  Koga grinned and reached out, taking the clamp on her left nipple and opening it.  Sam gasped as the little pin that had been stuck in her flesh came out.  He released the clamp on the other side as well, leaving her nipples hard and swollen, yet tender and exposed.  He then tweaked booth nipples, two delicious pinches which left Samantha gasping, before he walked off into the darkness.  Sam blinked in the direct glare of the two overhead lights illuminating that one spot.
 
   Time seemed to crawl but just as Samantha was on the verge of falling asleep, there was a commotion.  She twisted, her feet still bound to the frame.  Koga, along with several other men, were escorting another girl into the warehouse.  She was dressed in a blue and white plaid skirt, a white blouse, complete with white knee high stockings and a red tie. It was almost the same outfit that Samantha was wearing. 
 
   Granted, this young woman’s outfit didn’t seem quite as suggestive as the overly short skirt Sam had been required to wear.  In fact, the girl’s uniform looked conservative. The skirt was certainly long enough and the material of the blouse was thick enough to hide even a brightly colored bra.  It took Samantha only a moment to realize what was wrong with the ensemble.  It was real.  This was not another teenager dressed up as a schoolgirl.  She was the real thing. Sam twisted her head to get a better look at the girl. Sam watched as the girl was brought up to the other side of the frame.  The conversation was in Japanese and Samantha didn’t understand a word of it.  Moments later the girl pulled up her skirt and tugged down her white and blue striped panties.  Samantha caught a glimpse of a small weft of black hair above a smooth slit.  The girl’s expression was resigned, as if she had done this many times before.  She handed the panties to Koga, who took them, held them to his nose for a moment, then tucked them away.  The girl made a disgusted grimace and Sam had to keep from laughing out loud.
 
   The girl lay down upon the concrete floor opposite Sam, their heads only a few feet away.  Suddenly Samantha understood the other set of cuffs.  They weren’t for her wrists.  They were for a companion. It also didn’t take a brain surgeon to figure out that when the metal frame above them rose upward, both girls would be suspended by their ankles, legs apart, dangling upside down, facing each other, with about eight feet of empty space between them.  Sam kept quiet as Koga and his assistant worked.  When they stepped away, once more disappearing into the darkness of the warehouse, Sam squirmed and arched her neck, finally able to get a decent look at her counterpoint.
 
   Her thick black hair was perfectly straight and typically Japanese, spilling out around her head like a wreath.   She had the diminutive body and perfect alabaster skin so prized by her countrywomen, though her breasts were unusually large in proportion to her size.  
 
   “Hi.  I’m Samantha.”
 
   The girl didn’t respond for a moment and she never moved her head.  Sam thought the girl didn’t understand English, or didn’t wish to speak. Then Samantha heard her voice, a soft word that she presumed was the girl’s name. 
 
   “Saki.”  There was a tone of despondency in the girl’s tone, as if she were trying to detach herself from the moment.  
 
   Samantha bit her lip, trying think of something to say that didn’t sound lame, especially considering the fact that they were both bound to a metal frame, half naked, their bare loins exposed.  “That’s a pretty name.  What does it mean?”
 
   The girl didn’t respond.
 
   Sam bit her lip. “So… um… do you do this often?” she asked, knowing how stupid her comment sounded. 
 
   Another pause. “Hai” came an almost whispered response.  Sam’s brow furrowed as her suspicions finally roused.
 
   Sam digested that.  The girl’s affirmation didn’t sound as if she were willing.  All of the other girls Samantha had met, the ones that lived at Takanada’s house, seemed eager to allow their master to torture them.  Why was this one different?
 
   “Do you live at Takanada-san’s home?  I didn’t see you there these last few days,” Sam said, struggling to find a way to get more information from the girl.
 
   “No. I do not live there,” was all Saki said.
 
   Sam’s curiosity grew.  “Do you live at school?” she asked, remembering the uniform.
 
   “Hai.”
 
   Sam went silent for a bit, digesting the information.  Finally she asked her next question.  “How do you know Takanada-san?” She asked.
 
   This time the girl stayed quiet and Sam’s brain started leaping to conclusions.  Suddenly she called out for Koga, yelling the man’s name.
 
   “What are you doing?  Stop!” Saki begged, startled at the fuss Samantha was making. “You must not!”
 
   Koga appeared out of the darkness as Samantha continued to shout.
 
   “Quiet Samantha-chan,” he said, going down on one knee next to Samantha’s head.  He looked at her in the eye, the wooden rod he routinely carried to help discipline the girls held loosely in one hand.  He moved it outward and Samantha felt it press against her left nipple, the tip of the bamboo digging in.  Sam ignored the threat.
 
   “Koga, that girl! She’s underage!  Did you know that?  I don’t care what happens to me, but she’s just a kid!”
 
   It was Saki who replied. “I am not underage. I turned seventeen two months ago,” the girl insisted. Samantha blinked in surprise.  Koga looked at Sam curiously and then barked a few words in Japanese. The young girl responded to him in quick sentences.  His brow tightened and he said something sharp to the girl who suddenly spoke in English.
 
   “Koga-san wants to know why you object to Takanada’s niece being here,” Saki said submissively.
 
   Sam repeated the last word, struggling with the revelation. “Niece?  Are you sure you translated that correctly?”
 
   It was Saki who replied.  “My mother was Uncle Hirioshi’s sister.”
 
   Sam twisted her neck and looked over at Yuki, shock on her face.  “You mean he’s your uncle?” she asked, appalled.  “And he whips you?”
 
   Koga shook his head and stood.  “You no speak. Or gag.”  Koga stood up and then disappeared into the shadows.  Sam waited until the man’s footsteps were gone.
 
   “Saki?  He whips you too?” She asked quietly.
 
   “Hai.  Two or three times a month his limo comes to my school and picks me up.  I am taken to one of his warehouses and there is always another girl there, like you.  If he has done well in his latest business deal, the other girl gets the worst of the punishment.  If he feels he did not do as well as he should have, I feel the brunt of his displeasure.”
 
   Sam shivered.  “That’s just wrong.”
 
   Saki shrugged, though Sam couldn’t see it. “During break from school I stay at his residence and am one of the shibari girls.”
 
   Sam’s thoughts went back to the house and of the young bath girl Yuki, who clearly longed for that same thing.  The thought of Saki, bound with rope and hanging from the ceiling in the front foyer sprang to Samantha’s mind.
 
   “And your mother and father allow this?” she asked, still spluttering with indignation.
 
   Saki sighed.  “My parents are dead. They died in the tsunami. My uncle made it possible for me to go to the best school, and have a career. ”
 
   Sam snorted. “Yeah, as a whipping post.”
 
   Saki ignored Samantha’s comment.  “My uncle has made it possible for me to one day make something of myself. I can endure a little bit of discomfort now in order to please him.”
 
   Samantha shook her head. “It’s still not right.”
 
   “And you are here unwillingly?” Saki asked.
 
   Sam paused. “No, I had a choice,” she said finally.
 
   Silence passed between the two girls for several minutes.  Samantha shifted to get a bit more comfortable when she heard movement off in the darkness.  A muttered comment in Japanese was only barely distinguishable, but then there was the hum of an electric motor.
 
   Almost immediately the metal frame above the girls started to rise.  She put her palms flat against the concrete, sliding downward in order to prevent her skull from cracking on the pavement.  In moments her ass was off the ground, then her back, and she literally held herself up as she was lifted higher and higher into the air.  When she knew her head would clear the floor she straightened, letting her ankles take all her weight.  Suspended upside down, she finally got her best look at Saki, especially since they were both oriented similarly.
 
   Saki’s skirt had fallen downward toward Saki’s stomach, and since she was upside down just like Samantha, her sex was completely exposed.  A thick patch of black fur partially concealed the thick petals of Saki’s sex.  Her tie had fallen across one cheek and as the frame started to swing slightly she looked back at Samantha from one concealed eye to the other.
 
   “You are very beautiful,” Saki said.  Her voice was strained from the position and Samantha already felt a little giddy from the blood rush to the head.  She wondered how long they’d be kept like this.  
 
   The sound of running feet filled the warehouse and suddenly Koga and his assistant were there.  They grabbed Samantha’s dangling arms and brought them behind her back.  A thick coil of hemp was produced and in seconds the experienced rope master bound her wrists and elbows behind Samantha’s back, tying them off in a single strand around Samantha’s waist.  Saki was placed into the same sort of bondage and Samantha watched with a deepening respect for Koga’s ability.  The last thing Takanada’s steward did was to unbutton Saki’s shirt, his hands reaching in between the white cotton to expose the teenager’s lace covered breasts.  The bra sported a front closure, which freed the luscious mounds that Sam had appreciated before.  Now, having them bare in front of her, Samantha noticed that Saki’s impressive breasts were holding their shape perfectly despite the awkward pull of gravity.
 
   Koga and his assistant checked a few more things and then set up a small table just at the edge of the light.  Across it they laid several whips.  She felt her muscles tense and she swung from the rack above her as she shifted uncomfortably, the blood rushing to her head.  Koga stepped up to Samantha and placed a single finger on her slit.  Slowly he began rubbing Sam, the bulge of his cock only an inch away from her mouth.  Sam twisted slightly to kiss him as his finger found her clit.  Sam groaned, only to hear a matching noise come from Saki on the other side.  Koga continued to caress Samantha until she felt her entire body tremble with need.  Then he pulled his hand away.  Saki’s eyes were closed, her mouth open, while Koga’s assistant used his tongue on the young girl’s clit.  Koga tapped him on the shoulder and he came up for air, his eyes bright.
 
   The two men disappeared and Sam and Saki were left dangling, both in sexual desperation.  Sam developed an itch, wetness from her ripened sex that drove her crazy, twisting against her bonds, but Yuki hung, her legs spread wide apart, breasts perfectly on display between the lace bra and her own shirt, as if nothing could upset her.  Koga had left the button at Saki’s throat, right at the tie, clasped and the whole tableau was rather dramatic.
 
   The sound of an engine filled the warehouse and Samantha turned to see two headlights coming toward them.  The limousine stopped about fifty feet away and Koga rushed forward to open the side door.  Samantha watched as Takanada stepped out, his crisp black suit unwrinkled from the day’s work.  She tried to determine if he was angry or upset, wondering how the final negotiations of Samantha’s company worked out. His behavior at the plane had been enigmatic.
 
   Takanada didn’t say a word to Yuki or Samantha as he walked between them, intent on the small table at the edge of the light.  He took off his suit coat and then rolled up his sleeves.  He picked up a short leather whip, with a thick strap that narrowed down to something the width of Sam’s finger.  It wasn’t long, but it would sting, especially at the tip, and he moved between the two girls.  The whip was stuck under his left arm and then he clapped his hands together and bowed his head.
 
   Samantha had no idea what he was doing, though it looked as if he were praying.  She was decidedly uncomfortable thanks to being bound upside down, but already her arms and legs were hurting.  Takanada finally lifted his head, took hold of the whip, and swung it around his head in one vicious stinging stroke.
 
   Both girls instantly gasped and then wailed.  Samantha twisted violently, a burning line of fire etched across her stomach and curling down to her breast.  Yuki settled quicker, but her white cotton shirt had literally been sliced, cut through except for where it was open.  Just below Saki’s tender nipples a thin red line seemed to sizzle against the teenager’s alabaster skin. 
 
   When Samantha stopped squirming Takanada swung again.  This time his aim was better.  Sam felt the tip of the leather impact along her right breast and continue across both nipples and back down the final side.  Even before she screamed the whip swung around and impacted across Yuki’s tits, leaving an almost identical scarlet line across both nipples.
 
   “Oh my God,” whimpered Samantha, tears burning in her eyes.  Takanada whirled and swung the whip over handed. It whistled through Samantha’s legs, the wider part of the whip impacting on her clit and labia, even as the cutting tip broke downward and cut skin along her ass. Sam jerked in her bindings, bending at the waist but it made little difference.  Takanada pulled the whip out from between Sam’s thighs and then flicked the cruel implement in the opposite direction.  As tears formed, Sam could only barely see Saki thrash in agony as the whip bit down into the tender, soft slit of her sex.
 
   Takanada didn’t say a word, but continued to lash out at both girls, the brutal whip scoring them equally.  Samantha sobbed, crying out as the whip curled around her buttocks, her back, and across her breasts, but it was the downward slice between her open legs that was the worst.  The heavier part of Takanada’s whip would land upon her clit, smashing open her bruised petals, only to curl through her groin, striking her perineum, her exposed anus, and then leaving a sharp line of fire up the crack of her ass.  It was agony and Takanada’s aim was excellent.  He hit her at least ten times, alternating his blows between Sam and Saki, before returning to the small table and putting down the whip.
 
   Samantha hadn’t felt pain like this ever.  She lifted her head and tried to look at her own body.  She could feel something wet against her skin, but whether it was blood or perspiration she couldn’t tell.  Suddenly exhausted, dizzy from being hung upside down, Sam stopped moving, her eyes closing.  But the sound of Takanada stepping back between her and Saki forced her lids open once more.
 
   Takanada had selected one of the floggers, a rubber instrument that somehow looked more vicious than the ones Samantha was used to.  He began spinning it, the sound of the rubber through the air almost diabolical.  With the grace of a martial artist, he stepped toward Samantha and the swirling flogger struck her across the breasts with multiple blows.  Each of them stung, but none of them delivered the same sharp agony as his whip had.  Sam still cried out, the flogger reigniting some of the pain delivered via the whip, but mostly it was a stinging heat.  Just as she thought she wouldn’t be able to stand any more, he twisted away and began delivering similar strokes to Saki’s bosom.
 
   The small Japanese girl’s breasts danced under the strokes, the nipples hard and pointed, now resembling white caps on a pair of pink granite mountains.  Saki gasped, then let out a series of high pitched whines.  Her breasts began turning an intriguing rose color and then Takanada let out a yell and slammed the flogger down between Saki’s legs.  The girl’s cry filled the warehouse and Takanada began whipping Saki’s exposed thighs.  His eyes were bright and focused and he left hundreds of dark red marks on the girl’s exposed legs.  Sam instantly saw that not a single one was below the knee, all of them focused on the juncture of inner leg and sex.
 
   For a few seconds Sam could only be grateful that Takanada’s attention was focused on Saki, but as the man’s niece writhed under the flurry of blows Samantha suddenly felt sorry for the girl.  It was becoming clear that Takanada considered the latest deal, the one with Acme, to have not been in his favor, and Saki was paying for it.  The beating continued and Saki’s cries filled Samantha’s ears.  Finally the American girl could take it no longer.
 
   “Please! Takanada-san! Please, hit me instead of Saki!” Sam said out loud. 
 
   The Japanese business mogul stopped mid-swing and turned abruptly and stared at her, eyes wide.  He reached out to Samantha, putting his hand on her wet and heated sex, touching her soft petals.  Sam groaned, her hips shifting. He lifted the whip upward, but instead of hitting her with it, he turned it around and without a word, slid the rounded handle down into her sex like he was sheathing a knife.  Sam moaned, her eyelids fluttering at the unexpected penetration.  Takanada’s hand went down to his trousers and half a moment later his rock hard shaft was pressed against Samantha’s cheek.
 
   “Please me, Samantha-chan, and I will spare Saki,” he said with passion.
 
   Sam struggled to suck on him, despite being upside down, bound and spread open.  It wasn’t easy.  His scrotum was frequently pressed up against her forehead and he pushed his cock deep into her throat with irregular thrusts.  Sam swirled her tongue around his shaft, trying to meet his requirements, but when his mouth came down on her sex, sucking and nipping at her clitoris, his hand jerking the flogger handle up and down through her loins.  Sam gagged on him as she tried to take as much of his length as possible.  Then to her horror she felt her body ripening beyond comprehension and she wriggled, pushing her sex toward him, desperate for more.
 
   Takanada provided it and Sam bucked as the orgasm he forced through her seared her nerve endings.  She cried out around his cock, stiffening in the ropes, her mind muddled by the orgasmic bliss and the inverted position of her bondage.  Takanada pumped a few more times, but then when it became apparent that Samantha had lost herself in the swirl of sexual release, he stepped back, pulling his cock out of her mouth, a trail of saliva going from the turgid tip to Sam’s lips.  He reached up and plucked the flogger from her slit, tugging it free and then drawing it across her hips, wiping most of the wetness off.  Then he turned back toward Saki, his arm shooting out to strike her once more across the breasts.
 
   Sam blinked, still lost in the sexual daze to protest with more than a few whimpers.  Saki’s back arched painfully as her uncle brought the flogger down between the young Japanese girl’s legs and she pumped her hips wildly.  He responded by bring the strands of the flogger down between Saki’s legs, letting the thin rubber bite into the swollen and delicate petals of the teenager’s sex.  Sam let out a choked sound, a sort of protest that was the only thing that her brain could come up with as she watched Saki get the undivided attention of her uncle.
 
   Saki’s cries only grew louder as Takanada whipped her mercilessly and there was little Samantha could do about it.  The tiny girl hanging across from Samantha finally couldn’t stand it and began swinging wildly, her teeth clenched as Takanada turned the girl’s bosom scarlet.  Only occasionally would he whirl, the biting strands of the flogger stinging across Samantha’s chest or down upon her wet petals.  And just when Samantha thought that Saki could stand no more, Takanada shoved the handle of the whip down into his niece’s sex, eliciting a sound from the girl that was strangely satisfactory.  He jerked it violently through Saki’s loins, just as he had done with Samantha, but he didn’t touch Saki in any other way.
 
   It didn’t matter. The young teenage girl gasped in sexual release a moment later, her body trembling as she came, and came hard. Takanada took a step back, clearly satisfied with himself and he walked away, tucking his still hard member away in his trousers.  Sam blinked, trying to keep an eye on the man, wondering what was coming next, but instead the metal frame began to drop slowly and less than thirty seconds later Samantha was lying on the floor, her head just a foot or two away from Saki.  Both girls lay stunned as Koga released their feet from the bondage, then rolled them over to untie their hands and elbows.  
 
   He helped Saki to her feet as his assistant pulled Samantha upward and both girls were led to different cars.  Sam gave Saki a last glance as she was pushed into the plush interior of Takanada’s limousine, the man himself following a moment later.  As soon as the vehicle started moving Takanada reached for Sam, startling her.  In seconds she was on her knees, her mouth once again wrapped around the Japanese man’s shaft.  His eyes seemed to burn in the semi-darkness and he didn’t even wait for the car to stop.  He merely picked her up and set her down in his lap, letting her straddle him as his shaft slipped deeply into her sex.
 
   Sam groaned and threw her head back as Takanada’s hands yanked the open school girl’s blouse from her body.  The skirt was nothing but a slim, rolled up band around her hips, and his mouth came down upon her still marked breasts, sucking and teasing the nipples delightedly. She bounced eagerly upon him, the little hurts and aches disappearing as her body reacted to his, the passionate arousal with nothing more than sliding hands and tasting lips seeped into every corner of her being.  She clung to Takanada, whispering little moans of exquisite pleasure until he trembled inside her, grunting as his release spewed upward into Samantha’s depths.  Then Takanada sagged beneath her, his chest heaving as he sank into the sexual daze of release and she cradled his head against her bosom as he softened within her.
 
   He looked up at her, his eyes showing a depth of feeling that surprised Sam.  The corners of his mouth turned upward and he took her hand in his and pressed it to his chest.  Samantha looked at him inquisitively as he tilted his face and kissed her passionately, but gently.
 
   “Thank you for staying, Samantha-chan.”
 
   She couldn’t help feeling a special tenderness for him and a very American grin crossed her face as she winked at the Japanese businessman.  Finally she leaned up to his ear and her whispered words brought a matching smile to his visage.
 
   “Just make sure it hurts. A lot!”
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Nineteen
 
    
 
   Samantha’s eyes were closed and she tried unsuccessfully to shift her weight for the umpteenth time.  She was only a foot away from the wall, her head pulled back, a rope tied around a thick lock of her hair, keeping her nose pointed at the wooden lattice in front of her.  The hemp line around her torso cut into her abraded skin, crisscrossing the numerous welts, bruises, and cuts that marked her flesh.  Some had even bled, though Samantha grudgingly admitted that those abuses were few and far between.  The previous week had been hell though, a sexual hell that combined the intense pleasure of sex with the agonizing pain of torture.  Already, her mind was lost in a blinding haze of acceptance, no longer contemplating what was to come next, and only barely capable of understanding what had come before. If pressed, she wouldn’t have known whether to beg for mercy, or for more.
 
   She heard a noise behind her but was unable to move and see who had entered Takanada’s foyer.  She felt the requisite touch between her legs, a pair of fingers sliding through her constant wetness. Her thighs were spread wide, legs bound open and apart, and her entire body was suspended from the ceiling in a complicated harness of rope.  The fingers penetrated deeply into her slit, all the way to the knuckle, squelching noisily as Samantha groaned.  Each thrust caused her to sway and the weighted clover clamps Koga had attached to each breast picked up the motion, tugging on her nipples painfully.  The hand fucking stopped after a moment as her tormentor moved on after wiping away her own wetness on an exposed buttock, traversing the house from one wing to the other, leaving her in sexual distress.
 
   Had she been on the floor, Sam would have been laying on her stomach, her torso stretched upward in a classic “mermaid” pose.  In suspension bondage she adopted a similar position, except now her arms were tied behind her, as was her hair, and she had been hung as living art in Takanada’s atrium. 
 
   It had happened several times during the week.   Ever since Calli had left Samantha behind in Japan, Sam had endured torment after torment, and to cap it all, she had been bound almost daily, in various rooms in and out of Takanada’s residence, suffering through one sexual ordeal after another.  One afternoon she’d been taken outside and bound naked to the garden fountain, each stream of water directed at sensitive portions of her body.  The following morning she’d been painfully mounted on a marble statue in one of the living areas, the thick stone phallus pressed so far up her rear end that she was forced to stand on tip toe.  She’d had nightmares for days about what punishment she’d be forced to endure should she break off the carved cock. Regardless of the torments though, Sam had accepted them all. But it was the four hour long stretches of bondage, hung as art in the atrium, that she dreaded the most.  It wasn’t being tied that bothered her.  It was the constant touches, the deep finger penetrations, the light pinches to her clit, made by everyone in the household except Takanada himself, as they passed under her naked and bound body.  Those penetrations made it impossible for Sam to relax, to forget her discomfort, her need.  Each thrust was like a string tied around a finger, reminding her constantly that she was nothing more than a play thing, an object, and a sex toy. 
 
   She had lost track of the days as she moved through the various torments inflicted upon her person. Her body ached in places she didn’t know could ache.  Her sex was constantly sore and tender, open and wet.  She had become used to being bound in one position for hours, discovering the ability to totally relax and allow the ropes to hold her steady. 
 
   Another presence behind her caused her to mentally prepare for penetration, but to her surprise, her body began to drop.  Koga appeared, lowering her down and then he began untying her.  The first relief came as the weights on her nipples disappeared.  Koga unclamped her and then she felt the strain on her outstretched legs loosen. For the first time in hours she was allowed to closer her thighs.  Her arms were unbound, followed by her hair and Samantha crumpled on the floor, relieved to be free.
 
   Koga moved her aside as he prepared her replacement.  It was another girl, beautiful and delicate as a kenichi doll.  The girl dropped her kimono and stood patiently as Koga bound her body, eventually hooking her to the overhead winch and hauling her upward to become the living art Takanada wanted hanging in his foyer.  Koga dipped his fingers into the girl, then lit a new candle on the small table, and returned to the corner to help Samantha.  He pulled her upward and draped the kimono around her body.  But then to her surprise, rather than take her down the hall toward the servant’s quarters, she was turned toward the main living quarters of the house.
 
   Samantha was grateful for Koga’s arm.  He kept her upright as she stumbled through the house down the polished planks of the hallway. She still couldn’t resist peeking left and right, seeing some of the other women she’d come to know, bound and waiting for Takanada, on the off chance he might want to use his library, or the media room, or his game room, requiring a different bound girl available for his needs.  She spotted Ayame bent backward over a curved table, her skin oiled and slick, thin bamboo clamps crushing her nipples and clit while her body flexed constantly, trying to relieve the pressure of the dildo she was mounted on.  But then they were past the door and Sam was looking on one of the other girls, bound with one leg up in the air, her privates exposed and available, stretched between floor and ceiling.  Sam winced.  She’d been in that very position a few days before.
 
   Sam tripped slightly and Koga caught her.  Every part of her hurt in some way and she wondered what was going to happen next.  There were places she dreaded, like Takanada’s private club.  She’d been back twice since Calli had left her, both times subjected to public displays in the arena, once hung spread open from the ceiling while some sadistic bastard shocked her with electricity until she lost her voice, and the other time she’d been bound on her back, arms and legs spread, while half a dozen men, all wielding massage type vibrators, forced her into multiple orgasms.  
 
   But it was Takanada’s private dojo that really frightened her.  She’d been forced to endure another morning in the padded martial arts gym, subjected to a series of painful canings as her “team” of students failed to win their bouts.  The itching oil she’d been coated with may have blunted the effects of the caning, but it was absolute torture while she was bound there, waiting her turn to be struck.
 
   Koga however did not take her to the dojo.  Instead, Koga led her to Takanada’s private rooms, the very first set of chambers she’d been taken to when she’d arrived at the businessman’s residence.  As Koga slid the partition open, Samantha saw the heavy black leather ottoman she had been first ravished and then tormented upon. 
 
   Koga moved her into the room and the kimono was pulled from her body. Sam caught sight of herself in the mirror across the room.  She looked bedraggled.  Her hair was lank and oily, clearly in need of a wash.  Her skin was a motley chaos of conflicting colors, very few of which were her natural white cream.  Reds, blues, greens, and purples seemed frozen in ripples across her breasts, back, thighs, buttocks, and even stomach.  She remembered the lashing, the canes, the cruel rubber hose Takanada had wielded against her flesh and she clutched her arms around her body, shivering.  Koga pushed her down on the ottoman, turning her so that she lay upon her back, and began binding her. 
 
   As when she had first arrived, he spread her apart, with cuffs at her wrists, knees, and ankles.   He was gentle, moving her delicately, as if he understood that her muscles were in no shape to take aggressive pressure.  Her skin burned and she felt the soreness of her buttocks when Koga bound her knees wide apart, bending her legs so that the soles of her feet almost touched.  Samantha let out a whimper, trying not to think about what was coming next.
 
   When he was finished, Koga left her, not even giving her breast a comforting squeeze.  At first she expected to be ravished, something Koga had yet to do, but as the muted sound of his footsteps faded, she took a deep breath and began to relax.  A few minutes later she was asleep.  It was a fitful rest however, filled with dark images, the sight and sound of the rubber hose wrapping around her flesh, the pin prick needles being shoved into her breasts and sex, of bamboo canes hitting her bottom and soles of her feet, and the slimy crawling sensation of eels slithering along her skin.
 
   She awoke with a start, shaking, but the soft light of the late afternoon seeped through the shoji screens lining the windows.  She licked her lips, wishing she had a cup of water.  She wondered what had brought her out of her doze, only to stiffen as she heard the sliding panel door open.  Quiet footsteps brought Takanada into sight and she stayed still as he moved past her.  He was still wearing his business suit and he was followed by two servants.  Sam’s eyes widened as she recognized Yuki, who gave Sam a small smile and a hidden wink. Takanada didn’t notice the girl’s impropriety.  He didn’t even glance at Sam, bound open on his ottoman.
 
   He held out his arms and the male servant removed Takanada’s jacket.  Yuki moved around in front of him and began removing his socks.  Sam lifted her head and watched as he was systematically undressed.  Sam watched as Yuki tenderly kissed Takanada’s cock up and down his full length, not daring to suck on it, but wanting him to know that she wanted to be counted as one of his girls.  He brushed her away, clearly uninterested, even as the older servant settled a robe around his shoulders.  They scampered away and closed the door behind them, leaving Takanada alone with Samantha as he turned and faced the American girl tied to his ottoman.
 
   He approached her and sat down in the open space by her hip. She let out a tiny moan as his fingertips caressed her inner thigh, tracing a few of the more vivid welts that stretched upward to her open petals and swollen clit.  The flesh of her labia was red and chapped after almost nine days of abuse, of constant fucking, the whippings, and other various tortures, but Samantha only rocked her hips as his fingertips dug inward, feeling her wetness.
 
    “We leave tonight for your country, Samantha-chan,” Takanada said quietly, still stroking her, caressing her, sending shivers of delight through her body.  “While I could use you on the plane, I’ve decided instead to send you with the other shibari girl I’m transporting to the US.  So this will be the last time I have the opportunity to have you.”  The single finger was replaced by three and Samantha whimpered in want. Takanada continued to thrust deeply into her body as his right hand reached under the ottoman, questing for some unknown object.
 
    “It will also be the last time I have to hurt you directly,” Takanada said, drawing the heavy leather tawse out from under the ottoman.   He left his fingers inside her, still thrusting as he swung the supple, cut leather paddle against her clit and sex.  Samantha gasped as the first impact stung her lightly.  Takanada pulled his hand out of her and raised the tawse higher.  The next stroke landed sharply, each rectangle of leather finding her clit and both labia.  Samantha cried out, stiffening as the pain radiated outward from her sex.  His thumb found her battered clit, rubbing it back and forth rapidly for a moment.  A wild erratic flush of pleasure rushed through her and her hips pumped wildly, her clit seemingly desperate for more.  He pulled away again, only to bring the tawse smashing back down on the tender bits between her legs.
 
   Sam’s keening whimper boiled with need and emotion.  It hurt.  Oh God did it hurt!  Her knees pulled wildly on the bonds holding her open even as her legs struggled to close, hiding her sex from his cruel attention.  But the rope and leather held and Takanada rose to his feet, tawse held high, getting a better angle and more power behind his swing before bringing it bitingly across Sam’s pubis.
 
   Her scream was intense as the harm inflicted by the vicious instrument burned her.  Her skin was already flushed from days of practically non-stop sexual activity, but the pain seemed worse as the tawse bit into bruised flesh, smashing open her labia and even scoring against the tender pink tissue deep within her.
 
   Takanada didn’t seem to care that it hurt her.  His eyes bored into the scarlet toned well between her legs, increasing his tempo and the power of his blows until the wet slap of soaked leather mingled with Samantha’s sobs of anguish.  It was only when the first blue blush of another bruise appeared that Takanada tossed the tawse aside.  In an instant his robe was discarded and he knelt down between her legs, his thick cock probing at the steaming wetness of her inflamed pussy.  Sam was still in a pain induced haze and only barely realized that he had thrust his shaft into her depths.  Takanada moved atop her, his mouth and hands finding her breasts, pinching the delicate and tender nubs.  More pain rushed through Samantha, but it was swallowed by the monster of her sudden desperation, a sexual urgency and need ignited by the penetration that she hadn’t even known existed until he was inside her.  Sam’s hips ground against his as she bucked with each of his thrusts and when he bit down on her nipple it was as if someone had poured gasoline on an already burning fire.
 
   Their matched explosions were almost more than either of them could handle.  Sam tensed in violent contractions, locking around Takanada’s cock like a vice even as he forced himself through her like an icebreaker through an Arctic Sea.  Their sweat mingled and she tasted him as his lips found hers and they joined in a fiery eruption of forged steel and hot flames.  Had her legs been free she would have wrapped them around him, holding him deeply within her.
 
   But she was bound and her orgasmic release, while welcome, was wholly accidental.  She was a receptacle, an object, a thing to be used.  Her body was his to control, to taste, to touch, to punish.  He gasped with pleasure and then shuddered as he moved away from her, his limp cock wet with their mixed fluids.  Samantha lay dazed, eyes unfocused, staring at the ceiling in an almost catatonic state.  Her chest heaved, sucking in air to replenish the oxygen used in their sexual frenzy.  Ripples of muscle spasms rocked her and she twitched, unable to make a sound other than the shuddering whimper of sensory overload.
 
   Takanada took in a deep breath and stood, picking up his robe in the process.  He wrapped it around himself and left the room without a word.  Sam didn’t even notice.  It was almost half an hour later when Yuki and Koga arrived.  Gently they freed her, Yuki’s eyes wide in alarm at the state of Samantha’s sex.  Already the folds of her slit had swollen and turned mottled with fresh bruises. Sam whimpered in pain as her joints protested when Koga and Yuki pulled her upright.  Sam blinked as they sat her on the ottoman, Yuki stroking Sam’s damp hair tenderly.  Koga barked something at the young girl and she answered back in Japanese, nodding.  She urged Samantha to stand and in small steps, they took the beaten American girl into the small bathing room adjacent to Takanada’s suite.  Yuki urged Sam to use the toilet, and then helped her wash her loins and face, removing the overflow of both tears and cum that had dried on Samantha’s body.
 
   But it was time that really helped Samantha.  With each passing minute, her brain began to work its way through the hormonal soup of endorphins and adrenaline and dopamine that had flooded her system.  Each step brought a little surge of pain that clarified Samantha’s thoughts.              
 
   “I’m going home tonight,” she suddenly said to Yuki, who looked at Sam in bewilderment.  Yuki said something back but Samantha’s Japanese was too weak to understand it.  Then the girl shook her head and smiled. She stood up on tiptoe and kissed Sam’s cheek.
 
   “Bye,” she said in English, then fled, leaving Sam with Koga.  Takanada’s right hand man smiled gruffly and held out his hand.
 
   “Come, Samantha-san. It is time.”
 
    
 
   Epilogue
 
    
 
   Calli Weston sat her desk working diligently, though her mind wasn’t ever that far from Samantha Mayfield.  The perky brunette with a taste for the darker side of sex had been gone a full three weeks and Calli hadn’t realized how much she missed the college co-ed.  As an intern, Samantha had been incredibly talented, and the deal with Takanada her sacrifice had helped broker had cemented Acme as an industry leader.  Admittedly, Calli had missed Samantha’s flexibility in Berlin, since Acme’s business partner there had a deep and residing interest in Nazi and Inquisitional sexual torture paraphernalia.  But even without the intern enduring repeated round with the vaginal pear, Calli had managed to pull off a decent bit of client relations.
 
   Still, Calli’s mind frequently went back to the night at Takanada’s club, watching Samantha’s “rodeo,” the poor Texas cowgirl being taken by not just the cowboys, but the bull too, and Calli couldn’t help wondering what other unspeakable torments Samantha had been subjected to in the last few weeks.  What perverted uses had Takanada inflicted upon Samantha’s poor body?  Was the girl even more depraved now? Was she damaged beyond all repair and unable to make the transition from novice to sister? Would Tami end up being right?  Finally it was too much of a distraction and she picked up her phone.
 
   “Antonin, where is she?” Asked Calli, the concern in her voice palpable.  
 
   Antonin’s rich Russian accent was thick, but still understandable.  “Takanada’s plane landed twenty minutes ago.  I would imagine she’s in customs.  So far, only a delivery vehicle has left the hanger.”
 
   Calli sighed.  “All right.  But text me when Takanada’s limo arrives.  He said he’d return her when he came back to Chicago.”
 
   “Da,” Antonin replied and hung up the phone.  Calli shook her head and put the phone back on the cradle, tapping her fingers on the glass.  So many things were running through her mind.  She’d been in contact with Sister Kristen back at the sorority house and it seemed that Mistress Tami had done exactly what she’d threatened; laying the groundwork to have Samantha ejected from the Sorority.  Worse, Tami thought she was doing the right thing for Sam.  It was going to take some serious work on Calli’s part to keep Tami from getting away with it, but one thing Calli knew was that even if Samantha didn’t show the kind of demeanor to be a sister, there was still a place for her.  Her phone beeped.  She glanced down to read the text message.  
 
   “Limo arrived.  Heading toward the hotel. Will follow.”
 
   Calli picked up her cell phone and began typing a reply when there was a light knock on the door.
 
   “Ms. Weston?” A young man stood in the doorway and Calli recognized him as being one of the facilities staff.  He had a low slung cart on which a large package stood.  “I’ve got a delivery for you.”
 
   Calli sighed.  It wasn’t unusual for her to get packages at work.  Many CEOs and executives rightly understood who made the arrangements for entertainment and most of them thought a thank you was in order, despite Calli’s desire to see their thanks with better favors for Acme. She glanced at the bulky item, curious because it was large enough to be a trunk of some kind, and whatever was inside was delicate enough to deserve a hard-shell plastic case. 
 
   “Oh, just leave it there. I’m a bit busy.”
 
   The mailroom attendant shrugged. “Are you sure?  It’s pretty heavy, right around a hundred pounds.  You probably should have me put it somewhere out of the way.”
 
   Calli looked around her office and pointed to one out of the way corner. “Fine, put it there. I’ll deal with it later.”  
 
   As the attendant was pushing the box off his cart, Calli’s phone rang. It was Antonin.  
 
   “She’s not in the limousine,” he said brusquely.  
 
   Calli’s eyes widened. “What? What do you mean she’s not in the limo? Where is she?” Calli demanded, standing up, a flush of anger surging through her veins.  “He promised that he’d return her!”
 
   “I do not know, but she was not in the limo and did not accompany Takanada up to his suite,” Antonin explained.  “Do you think he has kept her?”
 
   Calli drummed her fingers on her desk. Would Takanada have dared keep the girl?  He was a powerful man and had he wanted to, kidnapping Samantha would have been simple enough.  There would have been nothing Calli could have done, at least within the auspices of her role at Acme.  She would have to call some of the Sorority alumni to put pressure on Takanada to release Samantha.  And that would not be pleasant.
 
   “All right. There’s nothing more you can do there.  Come back to the office,” she ordered Antonin, images of Samantha still bound and naked in the arena coming to the forefront of her mind.
 
   “Da,” the big Russian replied and hung up.  Calli put down her phone and glanced up at the clock.  What would Samantha be doing?  Would she be sleeping already?  It was late in the evening in Tokyo, closing in on midnight. Or would she be at Takanada’s club, being used down in the pit, subjected to a hot waxing, or a vibrator torture, all in front of a cheering crowd?  She took a deep breath.  Worrying about it wasn’t going to help her.  Instead she stood and walked over to the package sitting in the corner.  The white plastic casing had odd, cloth covered holes along the sides and she noticed there was an invoice attached to the side. She ripped open the plastic envelope and pulled the paper out.  Instead of a printed list of the contents, she found a handwritten note with elegant script.
 
   “It was a great pleasure getting to see you again, Weston-san. I hope that you would grant me the privilege of dining with you while I’m in Chicago.  And please, by all means, bring Samantha-chan with you. - Hiroshi.”  
 
   Calli blinked, then gasped.  She grabbed her phone and dialed Antonin.  He picked up on the first ring. “Get up to my office as fast as you can.”  Then she hung up before the Russian even had a chance to mutter his stoic “da.”  Calli chucked her phone back onto the desk and went straight to the plastic case.  It was closed with two complicated latches, but Calli had them open in less than a minute and with a sense of dread, she pried open the side of the case.
 
   Sealed inside and bound tightly with a series of white leather straps, knelt Samantha.  Her eyes were covered with a leather mask and a heavy set of earphones encapsulated the co-ed’s ears.  Her mouth was fully plugged with a huge dildo gag and what little noise she was making was heavily muted, her whimpers and whines almost non-existent. Sam was naked, both nipples caught in cruel looking clamps that hung with violently vibrating weights and Sam was trembling.  Calli leaned forward and saw that Sam was doubly penetrated, two thick and shaking rods were supporting Sam’s body, impaling both Sam’s sex and her bottom.  The girl’s labia was stretched uncomfortable wide as Sam struggled to bounce despite the bondage.  Calli couldn’t tell if the girl sensed that the box had been opened, but she seemed to be in no distress other than sexual.  For half a second Calli considered reaching in and freeing Sam, pulling her out in a flash of honest sympathy, but then Calli stopped, only to gently close the box, latching it tightly once again.  She left Samantha in the dark and silence and returned to her desk.
 
   Thirty minutes later Antonin arrived and he gave the box in the corner a suspicious look without Calli even drawing his attention to it.  His eyes narrowed. “I presume that my charge is safe?” he asked.
 
   Calli grinned from behind her desk.  “You may make that assumption. I’ll handle things from here.”  
 
   Antonin began to turn, but then he looked back at Calli.  “Do you want me to pull your car up to the front entrance?” 
 
   Calli blinked and then looked down at her fashionable, expensive wrist watch.  “Leave? Now? Are you kidding?  I’ve got hours of work to do! It’s not even lunch yet!” she protested.  Then with a grin she gave him a quiet wink.  “But you might bring up a transport dolly before you leave for the day.”
 
   Antonin blinked. “I do not finish until five this evening,” he said, glancing at the case again.
 
   Calli nodded and waved her hand.  “That will be fine. I’ll get one of the security guys to help me load the case in my car.”
 
   Antonin eyes narrowed again.  “No. I will stay until you are ready to leave,” he assured Calli.  He looked back at the box.  “Is she at least comfortable?” He asked.
 
   Calli smiled up at the big Russian thinking of the poor girl in the box, stuffed with vibrators, unable to see or hear anything.  How long could any girl stand that sort of abuse? Calli Weston shook her head with a tiny laugh.  “Oh, I doubt it.  I doubt it very much.  I think Samantha is as far away from being comfortable as one can be.”  Calli’s grin became wicked and she winked at the Russian as Antonin wavered at the door.
 
   “But I will tell you one thing, Antonin.  I’ve never met a girl with more strength and endurance than Samantha Mayfield.  She’s one of a kind.  And while she may not be comfortable, I can guarantee you one thing - she’s having a hell of a ride.”
 
    
 
   The End
 
    
 
   (Don’t worry. There will be more Samantha Mayfield adventures as she returns to Sigma Epsilon Chi and discovers what’s in store for her!)
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