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Prologue

The Chase

The quick, frenzied crunch of leaves disturbed the peace of the dark forest. A sliver of moonbeam cut through the dense canopy and, like a panicked deer, she ran, barely pausing in her strap on high heels to avoid a solid tree or protruding root. Legs free to run, yet her arms remained tied tight behind her. They had liked that, those who had transported her to this isolated place. They were amazed at her pliability, how she seemed such a natural. And once the last rope was placed, just so, and the last knot tied, they liked her even more. Her breasts, generous mounds just ripe for fondling, strained out in her black, lacy bra. And the rope they wound about her waist, brought down in back and up in front through her crotch over her black panties just made teasing her even more fun. They couldn’t decide which was better to play with, the tits or the pussy. As for her mouth? Well, they left it empty and she screamed for help, hurled insults at them until her throat was raw. Then they plugged her mouth with a ball gag and there it remained, those parted, full, luscious red lips truly a sight to behold. The ropes and the ball gag stood out against her pale skin and deep red, long hair, an unintended lure on her part to come closer, to allow their rough and meaty, and in some cases soft and tender, hands to roam at will across her quivering thighs and heart-shaped ass. Sharp nails from a woman had reached down inside the panties, around the crotch rope and pinched her tender pussy lips, then diddled with her clit. A moan escaped from around the ball gag, and she nearly collapsed in the sudden onslaught of intense sensation. The woman and the others gently giggled, as if their victim were in on some kind of joke. But then they pulled the crotch rope up tighter and anchored a vibrator to it at stomach level. No one laughed then. They stood back while the vibrator’s incessant rhythms shot down the crotch rope into her pussy. Her legs shook and she fell to her knees, then toppled on her side. She screamed again, but this time into the gag. She flopped around on the floor, an orgasm so intense that she nearly passed out. Finally, finally they turned off the vibrator and left her alone. People got their coats and made soft comments like she would only get better, now that she was under permanent lock and key.

Lock and key; that phrase if nothing else had brought her back around, along with the cool night air that drafted over her hot, sweaty skin. As people departed the cabin door opened and shut, then at one point remained carelessly open. No one had thought that she was still awake, that she still had use of her legs. Distant voices outside laughed, wished each other good night. An envious voice or two said good luck to the one who would stay with her that night. Car doors opened, then closed. Engines started up. Slowly, she gathered her legs underneath her, wobbled into a crouch, then sprang through the door. In a mad dash she made for the nearest line of trees and plunged into the concealing darkness. Now, as she ran through the forest she had no idea where to go, only that there had to be a road nearby and that she had to find it.

She propped up against a tree, rough bark on a smooth shoulder. Deep breaths coursed in and out through her nose. She hadn’t dashed so far or so fast in a long time and it showed. Already tired, but determined to give them a run for their money, she lurched off again as cries of people calling her name with exclamations of “This way!” drew ever closer. No, they weren’t going to catch her! At least not until…

And then there it was. The road! At the top of an embankment. Headlights from a couple of passing cars shone against thick tree trunks. She could make it! Climb. Climb!

The leaves were too slick under her shoes. No traction! And the fact she wore high heels didn’t help either. And she couldn’t even use her arms! Still, she tried, legs sliding out from underneath without any progress like some crazy cartoon character. Voices behind her. Getting closer! Was she nearing the top? Yes, definitely closer. Hurry! The voices! Just get to the road and -

Down she went. Her legs slid out and she fell face first in a huge pile of leaves. Dirt and muck covered her face, breasts and stomach. Leaves clung to her wild hair, obscured her vision. Little panicked breaths now. Get up there! Move those legs. Her feet slid out again but this time she only went down to her knees. She kept moving in something between a walk and a crawl. Nearly there!

She flopped across a steel guard rail. Cold metal pressed into her stomach as she tried to catch her breath. But this wasn’t enough. Sure, she had made it to the road, but now she had to somehow stop a car. But the guard rail was set back from the road, so that a car’s headlights wouldn’t necessarily shine directly on her. One car drove by. Then another. No! Come back! Then came the voices again, below now but nearer, and they carried flashlights, hot on her trail. No, they weren’t going to catch her that easily! At least, not yet. A superhuman heave and she rolled herself over the rail, onto her roped arms, then struggled to her knees. Just in time too. Here came another car! She had to get this one. First one leg straightened out, then another and she staggered to the middle of the road. No way was it going to miss seeing her. It didn’t. The headlights bathed her in brilliant light and she squinted her eyes against the glare. The car, a Humvee, slowed down. Stopped. The engine cut out and the driver slowly emerged. His booted, heavy tread distinctly spoke of a large male. He came around and stood silhouetted in the lights. Oh, god, no! She knew that shape!

“I really didn’t feel like chasing you through the woods tonight,” he said. “Don’t get me wrong, it’s a turn on, especially for the others.” He nodded to the sound of her pursuers. “But I wanted to save my energy for something else.”

She screamed into her gag again, turned and fled down the road. Soon the Humvee overtook and passed her. It swung around and forced her back in the other direction. She ran in front, glancing back at the bright lights, at the sound of the engine as he gunned it to come closer, then back off. So he toyed with her, like a cat with a mouse.

Eventually, heart pounding, covered in dirty sweat, she collapsed to the ground, her knees on either side of the double yellow line. Maybe another car would come by, maybe… But she knew it wasn’t going to happen. The way he casually got out of the humvee and arrogantly sauntered over told her that no one else was coming down this road. Not tonight. Not ever.

“Now, that was hot,” he said. “Chasing down some pussy like that was fun.” He lifted her up, dragged her back to the vehicle and pushed her up against the wide front grill. Dimly, she realized they weren’t far from the spot where he had found her, while acutely she saw the knife flash out, then dive toward her crotch. Her eyes widened, a mucked up, dirty little frightened animal that at last was caught. The knife cut the crotch rope and soon the panties were torn away. The bra fell off in tatters. He spread her legs, lifted her up, then down on his exposed, erect cock. He raped her right there in the road, not caring if anyone drove by. She groaned as he speared her, grunted under his powerful thrusts, bent her head back on the hood to gaze at the stars. And then she came again. Not like before, quick and soon over, but now with a more passionate build up, one that she couldn’t control, nor did she want to. Her legs wrapped his thin waist and tight ass. Her hips bucked against his. He laughed softly in her ear, brushed away a leaf or two in her matted hair, and still kept on pounding even when the others finally caught up with them, watched as the rape climaxed in its inevitable conclusion. He shot into her like a demon possessed, the thrill of the chase only adding to his manly explosion. His hot cum filled her. And finally, when he withdrew, she slumped down to the bumper, sore legs still spread wide, her pussy lips engorged.

Others took her that night too. Right there against the humvee. One used his cock, others used their fists. One woman turned her around and shoved a dildo up her ass which went in just as easily as the cocks and fists up her slick pussy. And still, no other cars drove by.

At last, the heat of their collective passions was replaced by the chill of the night. The chase was over; they had captured and had their way with the prey. But, in a final show of arrogance, her initial rapist tied her to the front of the humvee, facing outward, legs and arms spread, pussy wide open. They all gathered around her, posed for a group photo. Some also wanted a snapshot just with themselves next to her, a personal memento. Then she was driven back to the cabin still tied to the front of the humvee, like she was a prized doe, strapped to the vehicle as a trophy by the macho hunter. A few others followed him back, and they tied her to the bed. He promised to have her ready for the next go round, but she would be hobbled from now on, a short rope between the ankles to prevent any more attempts at a runaway. Some expressed disappoint, they thought that little spur-of-the-moment chase had been fun, but they also understood. She needed some boundaries set, and he was just the man to do it.

At last they left, and it was just the two of them, just as it had started all that long time ago on that fateful first date. They had spent so long talking to each other on the phone before they met. She understandably nervous, he calm and reassuring. And now, as she lay tied spread-eagle in a remote cabin somewhere in the woods, she knew that this wasn’t any short-lived game. She was his slave. She couldn’t change it nor did she want to.




Chapter One

The Road Taken

I got away from it all, into the mountains. Up and up a thin two lane ribbon of blacktop which wound back and forth with short, faded yellow lines which more and more often turned into a double solid; a warning not to make any dangerous moves on the way to my ultimate destination.

It had been seven years; seven plus years since my wedding day, the last four of which alternated between a neutral let’s-just-get-along and a living hell. Now, as of today, it had been two full years of freedom. Freedom in a cramped apartment in Granada Hills, but the anger, the doubt as to how much of my marriage’s failure was my fault, still kept gnawing at me in those quiet moments. And there were a lot of them. Then I got a call from my friend, Maribeth, with a proposal. She owned a B & B and needed an inn sitter.

“Aw, c’mon, Sloane, it’ll be fun,” she said over the phone.

“I don’t know the first thing about keeping an inn,” I said.

“Who said anything about an inn? It’s a bed and breakfast.”

“Same thing.”

“Not really. But that’s beside the point. You’re still recovering from Mr. Wrong. And you’ve finally quit that dull office job, so it’s not like you don’t need the money. So, take advantage. A paid vacation. And there won’t be anyone else around. All you have to do is just watch over the place until I get back. Keep it from burning down.”

“Uh-huh,” I said. “All alone up there? What if it rains? Or even snows? Shades of The Shining.”

Maribeth’s exasperated tone was obvious. “You won’t be up that high. And it’s the wrong time of year anyway. Not that you might get a flurry or two. But hey, even Miami got snow once.”

“Yeah, once. The way my luck’s been going lately I’ll probably get a blizzard.”

Maribeth laughed. “Just think, more fun.”

Fun. What was that? After months of struggle I needed to chill out, find out what I wanted to do, and not bend to someone else’s demands. And with no one else around, in a nice, forest setting, maybe I would. So I said yes and two days later shoved the car into gear.

My small Chevy hugged the curves, the engine strained against the grade, but I knew I would make it. I had been up this road before, had visited Maribeth at her getaway several times, initially as a guest, then lately as a friend. Now, more like an employee.

***

The Oak and Pine B & B wasn’t all the way at the top of the mountain, but it was up high enough. Above the smog of Los Angeles, away from the noise that sometimes wouldn’t allow you to even hear your own thoughts, and even beyond cell phone range. As I turned off the main road the car’s tires scrunched over pine needles on the dirt lane that led to the B & B. Through the open window I breathed deep of invigorating pine tree resin while the tall trees on either side acted like solemn, silent guides with their lower branches that resembled a protective archway over the lane. A couple of broad turns led me into a large meadow in front of the Oak and Pine.

It looked small at first glance, even with a second story, but the cabin just kept on going back and back. On my first visit I was surprised at the real size of the place, and even more astonished that there were four other cabins spread around the property for those who wanted a bit of privacy. I preferred the big house myself, with the echo of far away voices and smell of prepared food like fresh cut greens, sizzling steaks, or luscious chocolate chip cookies floating throughout. It took me back to simpler times, helped relieve my complicated stress and just plain smelled good. But now, as I turned the lock, no warm aromas greeted me. Instead, my only welcome was silence and a certain mustiness.

My shoes echoed on the foyer’s hardwood floor and then in the kitchen as I surveyed the full larder. The drive was long and my hunger almost overwhelming. Only too eager to get away that morning I hadn’t eaten since breakfast. Now I threw canned meat and vegetables on the butcher’s table and had just about got a decent meal ready when I heard approaching tires and the unmistakable sound of an engine coming up the lane, then silence.

I froze. What the hell? Did someone follow me here? Some crazed killer who saw the single woman on a mountain road and thought she was easy pickings? My city instincts took over and I grabbed a knife. Nothing too big, but not too small either. My hand gripped it tight behind my back as I made my way to the front porch.

A single man. That figured. Only he wasn’t coming inside. At least, not yet. He stood at the trunk of a white, four door sedan, unloading not one or two, but four large, wheeled travel bags. He closed the trunk, then saw me standing at the door. Most things about him were neutral, like his stance and expression. But the eyes, it was the eyes that spoke of a deep experience. Clear blue ice stood out from a somewhat craggy, handsome face. Wide shoulders with well-developed arms terminated in large hands that, while maybe he didn’t use them so much to make a living, weren’t unused to hard work.

“Hello,” he said. “I know I’m late, but it was a bitch getting here.”

I just stood there. What was he talking about?

He shut the trunk and then grabbed the two biggest bags. “Well? Shouldn’t you show me to my room?”

His room? “I think a mistake has been made. There aren’t supposed to be any guests…”

That stopped him. That handsome face kind of clouded over but I didn’t get the feeling that he was angry. Instead, he reached inside a shirt pocket and, at the bottom of the porch steps, held up a folded piece of paper. I took and unfolded it with my free hand, all the while keeping the knife in my other hand out of sight.

A reservation for Ryan Thompson. For today? It was the fourteenth, sure enough, but then I took a closer look.

“This is for next month,” I said.

“What?” he said. He took back the paper and scanned it. His face set. “Crap.”

“Sorry,” I said. “You can come back next month.” I really did feel sorry for the guy, who knew how far he had driven to get here?

He stood there, head down, hands on hips, probably embarrassed at his blunder. The silence stretched and at last he said, “Sorry. I get dates mixed up sometimes.”

I gave a short, nervous laugh and threw him a bone. “Hey, who doesn’t?”

He kind of snorted and kind of smiled. Then the phone rang inside and I excused myself.

“Great, you made it!” Maribeth said at the other end. “I just wanted to tell you -”

“There’s a customer here,” I said.

“What! Who?”

I gave her the particulars. Maribeth groaned.

“Oh, god. That Ryan! Yeah, he has a habit of sometimes mixing things up, if it weren’t for Janine… Look, he’s a really good customer and I don’t want to turn him away like this. Could you…”

“No way!” I said. “He can’t stay…”

“He’s harmless. Really. And he’s been through a rough couple of years, kind of like you. And I’m afraid that he’ll never come back and I could really use the money.”

“Ah…”

“And it’s late in the day and I know he drove a long, long way. Please, just tell him he can stay a night, maybe two? And make his meals; he’s just helpless in the kitchen. Just a little gimme, pleasepleaseplease.”

Aw, shit. What could I say? “All right,” I said. “But you tell him he’s got to go day after tomorrow.”

“Sure, sure!”

I carried the cordless outside and handed it to him. He said hello, mainly listened and nodded, then stepped away for a level of privacy. He spoke at some length in a hushed tone but I still heard the name Janine mentioned several times. Then he beeped off the phone and handed it back. “So, you’re Sloane. And you already know my name,” he said. “Thank you for letting me stay. I’ll just find a room and you won’t even know I’m here. Besides, I’m not sure I want to hang with a serial killer.”

“Huh?” I said.

He pointed around my back at the knife. “Saw it when you went to answer the phone. Can’t say I blame you.”

He hoisted the two large bags up the stairs and I stood by, the knife in my hand. This guy Ryan Thompson maybe got confused about dates and numbers, but he sure picked up on things fast. He tramped inside and I shrugged and stuck the knife’s pointed end in the porch’s wooden railing, then realized he might select a room that I wanted to sleep in and hurried after him.

He seemed to have a particular room in mind because he passed by several without even a glance. I heaved a slight sigh of relief when he passed by the one I wanted on the east side that let in a lot of the morning sun. He wound up at the far back of the inn, at a large room set apart from the others. “I would’ve chosen one of the cabins,” he said, “but that wouldn’t be fair to you. Besides, I have fond memories of this room.” He started to lift a bag up on the wide, wood framed king bed.

I moved to get the other one; after all, I was a kind of hostess, right? When I lifted the bag to place it on the bed I got a sense it was full, but not as heavy as I expected. But I didn’t get a chance to finish the move as he wrapped his arms around the bag. “I’ll take care of this,” he quickly said. “There’s still a couple more out at the car. If you want to help, please get those.”

I wasn’t sure if I liked the way he phrased that as a semi-order, but I did go to the car and retrieved the two smaller bags. When I got back the large bag that he had taken from me was nowhere in sight.

“Thanks again,” he said, taking the small bags. “What time is dinner?”

Again, that slightly arrogant attitude. “Look, man, I just got here myself,” I said.

He paused. I guess my own attitude surprised him. “Right. Okay. If you need help, I’ll help, but I’m not much good at it. But one thing. My name isn’t ‘man’. It’s Mr. Thompson. My friends call me Ryan. How about we say we’re friends?”

“Well, well, okay. Ryan.”

“And I’ll call you Sloane, since I don’t know your last name. Or is that your last name?”

“No. No, it’s Carter.”

“Sloane Carter. I like it. So, when will I meet you in the kitchen, Sloane?”

I remembered what Maribeth said about his, I mean, Ryan’s, non-abilities as a chef. “Uh, don’t worry. I’ll tell you when the food is ready.”

He smiled, a genuine one this time. Wide and open. “Good. That’s good. ‘Til dinner.”

***

So I made him dinner, all the time thinking ‘Well, there goes part of my paid vacation’, and also that Maribeth was going to owe me, big time. I mean, c’mon! This guy couldn’t be totally helpless in the kitchen. But I had already told him I’d take care of dinner, so the only person I should be mad at was myself. And boy was I ever.

I kind of (not kind of – definitely) slammed around a bunch of pots and pans, opened several cans, all the while making sure my own food stayed hot without getting overcooked. Finally, I dished everything up, some kind of corned beef hash, green leaf lettuce and a fruit cup dessert, then turned away from the hot stove to call him for dinner.

“Ry…”

There he was, practically next to me, standing in the frame of the kitchen’s swinging door. Startled, I stepped back. He was way too close for comfort.

I reverted to my inside voice. “How long have you been there?” Accusation.

He raised his eyebrows. “You’ve got a lot of anger.”

Thwack. The acute comment went through me like an arrow. I opened my mouth for a quick come back, but nothing came out.

“I know how it feels,” he said. “But it fades.”

I found my voice. “What do you know about…”

He waved a hand in dismissal. “Don’t. I’m not the one you’re mad at, and I shouldn’t have intruded. Let’s just eat.”

He turned away and the door swung clump clump on its hinges. Through it I saw him take a seat at the head of the unusually large and high dining room table. Again, that touch of arrogance.

Fine. He wants to play that way, then let’s go. I gathered up the food and too daintily placed everything just so in front of him. “Will there be anything else, my lord?” I sing – songed.

“Yes,” he replied, ignoring my sarcasm. “Join me. I detest eating alone.”

I almost told him to get used to disappointment, but I sure didn’t want to eat my own dinner standing up, out of a pot. So I dished up my food (better and tastier than his) and wound up in a seat to his left.

We ate in silence. I wolfed down my dinner, not wanting to spend any more time than necessary with him. I even started to gather up my plate and cutlery but a light, yet definite grip on my forearm stopped all that.

“Stay.”

That’s all he said, and I didn’t pull away my arm. He wasn’t even halfway through his meal. Then he let go and I remained seated.

He returned to eating, not rushed, but not taking his own sweet time either. When he was nearly done he said, “This is very good.”

“Oh, I’m so glad it meets with your approval,” I said.

Ryan’s spoonful of fruit stopped halfway to his open mouth. He closed it and just gave me the look. Not a look, but the one that said, “You just screwed up. I’ve given you a sincere compliment and you aren’t even gracious enough to accept it.” Ryan slowly lowered the spoon.

Crap, crap, crap! Why did I do that? Suddenly, I was back in my marriage, just weeks after our big catholic wedding, and Jim and I were already exchanging snipes at each other across the dinner table. The signs were there, but neither of us wanted to confront the problems. The wedding was so big, and my father had wrangled the local cardinal into doing the ceremony, that to say the whole thing had been a huge mistake would have been disastrous. What was I thinking? The whole thing was a disaster. Jim would go out, not come back until late and I would… No, let it go. Let it go! But even when we were civil one of us would still find a way to ruin a halfway decent day between us. The anger over my failed marriage flooded back. And not only anger.“I’m sorry,” I said.

Ryan didn’t move. I couldn’t look him in the eye. The silence lengthened. My heart pounded and my face warmed into a nice shade of pink.

“Please,” I whispered, almost a croak. “May I be excused?”

Ryan gestured to both our plates. “Go ahead.”

I piled his on top of mine and practically ran into the kitchen. I threw the plates in the sink and turned the hot water on full. Steam rose into my face, formed water on my cheeks and ran off back down into the sink.

***

All right. Okay, you made yourself look like a jerk. But he’ll be gone soon enough, you won’t ever see him again and you can bury this whole embarrassing fuck up way, way deep in your mind.

So I told myself as I stayed in the kitchen way after I finished cleaning up, waiting to hear those heavy feet tramp down the hard-floored hallway and his bedroom door shut. When it finally did I peeked my head out from behind the kitchen door, made sure the coast was clear, and scurried to my chosen room, several rooms away from his.

Quickly, quietly, I shut and locked the door behind me. All right, good. He’s way down there, and you’re safe in here. You even have a small bathroom, so there’s no need to even go out until he’s up and gone. Just turn down the sheets and forget about –

It lay on the bed, hidden for who knew how long between the sheets. Shiny, silver rings hung down from a circular piece of black leather with soft fur on the inside portion and a large buckle to receive a thin, multi-holed strap. I jumped back and my hands flew up to my mouth to cover a half-scream, like I had just found a rat. In my sudden fear I half-expected it to leap up and wrap itself around me.

I had seen something like this before. A kinky couple that Jim and I briefly knew showed off some of the more weird stuff that they used. This was something like that; it was a cuff for the wrists, maybe the ankles, or maybe even a “slave” collar. It lay before me, inert, but still my stomach flipped.

With just two fingers I picked it up and dropped it on the dresser, then backed away, sitting on the edge of the bed, but never taking my eyes off it, afraid that it would leap at me, like something alive, and permanently wrap around my neck, choking me. But the collar remained where I had left it, dark black polished leather and shiny silver steel rings that plainly spoke of things, deep, dark things that I would never speak about, not even in a confession booth. Of punishment…

With a sudden jerk I was off the bed, grabbed the collar and was headed down the hall. My mysterious guest was behind this. Oh, sure, he got the reservation dates mixed up. Not! He must have known there wouldn’t be anyone else up here, so he hatched some kind of twisted plan to just drive up here and take advantage of a semi-isolated woman and tease the little pussy into spreading her legs. Well, guess what, I’ll show you just who’s going to tease who.

At the thin, light door I raised a fist, ready to bang it open and throw the collar in his surprised face but I stopped. Inside the room I heard a noise I hadn’t expected; not snoring, not even the shuffle of heavy feet going to and fro; it sounded like a series of sniffles, followed by the soft blowing of a nose. Then muttering. Was he saying “sorry” over and over?

I backed away; slow, slow, don’t make a sound.

I retreated to my bedroom, turned the knob on the closing door so even the latch didn’t disturb the dead silence. I glanced down at my hands, the forgotten collar still there, no longer held like a diseased animal, now just a thing such as a common household object. And like a common object I just placed it back on the dresser, still wondering how it got in my room. From a previous guest? Not likely, Maribeth was pretty good about going through a room after they left to make sure nothing was there for the next guest to find, especially anything too personal or embarrassing. So it had to be planted there, by Ryan. But as I turned off the lamp and the little silver rings gleamed in the moonlight through the big window, thoughts of Ryan were chased away by other, darker dreams.

The collar wound about my neck, held in place by a small but sturdy lock at the base. I knelt in a cavernous hall, lighted candles all around yet doing nothing to dispel shadows just beyond my reach. Dark faces gazed down at me and I found myself on my knees. A cold draft wafted over me and then I realized I was naked. I tried to cover up, but my wrists were shackled overhead. Unable to stand, a leather strap pressed tight behind the bend in my legs and both ends were connected to a ring in the floor. Then the faces parted and a robed, masked man stepped into the light.

“You must pay,” he intoned, like a religious ceremony. “You know what you did.”

No, no I don’t know! I tried to say, but it came out all garbled. Something filled my mouth.

“Admit your sin,” he demanded.

What sin? What did I do?

“Do not lie!”

Please, I don’t know!

“Yes, you do!”

A satin gloved hand stabbed out, grabbed my crotch. The fingers shoved their way past my now spread open legs, up, up into my slick pussy.

Oh, fuck!

Suddenly I’m rocking with the thrust of his fist. I want to scream, beg forgiveness for whatever I’ve done, but the robed man’s other hand clamps over my mouth, now free of anything inside it, but not for long. He shoved his hand past my lips, down my throat until I’m sure I’m about to choke. No, no! Stop, please stop!

Coming! I’m cooommming!

Released from the restraints, I flopped around on the cold floor as orgasms ripped through me. Now at last I can talk, but all I do is scream as pent up secret disobediences formlessly issue from my mouth, to flow into those of the hungry, dark faces like so much forbidden fruit. And then at last, my shell of a body emptied, the faces bent down and kissed me, one at a time.

From out of the depths of sleep I struggled awake. My hand was wet, and the light that was off was now back on, and the collar that I had left on the dresser was now around my neck.

Ohmygod. Ohmygod.

I tore it off. Flung the collar back across the room. What just happened? What?

You know exactly what happened. Don’t lie! And you have no one else to blame but yourself.




Chapter Two

Still Lifes

Let me tell you something, I had taken a lot of shit over the last few years at that point in my life. Bowing to Daddy’s and Mommy’s idea of what my wedding should be like, acting the part of the good little Catholic girl, pressured into marrying the boy next door, then finding out the “bliss of marriage” pretty much ended after the two week honeymoon (in other words, when the sex stopped). Add to that almost no emotional connection and Jim’s disappearing for hours (probably out cheating), the divorce, and today finally finding that collar in my bed, I had had enough. So, with righteous pent up rage this girl was ready to clobber something or someone. And Ryan Thompson was the punching bag.

So I got dressed, deliberately downed a breakfast of bland scrambled eggs, paper thin toast and weak coffee, made a point of not making anything for him, allowed my fury to come to a nice, slow boil, dropped the dirty dishes in the sink and marched right off to that bastard’s room, ready to rip off a pair of balls.

His bedroom door was locked. I pounded on it, shouting for him to open up. No answer. Fine. I’ll just use the pass key. The bedroom door flew open and I blindly threw the collar inside to thud against a wall. “All right, Thompson, just what the hell - ”

He wasn’t there. Crap, he wasn’t there! I had worked out this perfect scene where I was going to tell him off, use him as a substitute for all that had gone wrong in my life and the bastard didn’t even have the decency to show up? Goddammit. God fucking dammit!

The collar had landed on the floor, in between the dresser and the far side of the bed. Like a rabid dog I rushed over, grabbed it and flung it against the opposite wall, the silver rings sounding like an alarm clock. I bounded on top of the pristine, militarily style made bed, reached down and snatched the collar and threw it again, this time through the door where it banged against the hallway wall and fell impotent to the floor. But I wasn’t done, not at all. Crouched on the bed I tore at the duvet, the blankets, the sheets, pulling, tossing, heaving them every which way, anything to mess up his spotless, ordered world while mine, mine still broiled in chaos. Fuck him!

Let me tell you, it felt great! Just letting everything go! The room a complete mess I dashed outside, putting distance between me and my sin. I laughed maniacally, screamed like a madwoman, kicked at the ground, threw rocks against the trees until, exhausted; I collapsed on my hands and knees. My head bent to the dusty ground, and I cried like a baby. Why the hell did I marry that fucker? How did I let this happen?

You know.

No! I did nothing wrong. It was all his fault. His sneaking around. His cheating on me. Right? Right???

I lay there, my tears falling to the dusty ground. Had to stop, I had to stop, none of this was doing me any good. Ryan Thompson wasn’t to blame for the shitty way I felt. Sure, a good cry once in a while is healthy for you, but where does it get you in the end? The problem is still there. And mine was a failed marriage, the guilt, brought on by the behind-the-back whispers and sidelong glances I endured from those whom I thought would be my support. Well, to hell with them. And to hell with this exercise in self-pity. As I was told I don’t know how many times as a kid, just push it back, push it down, and move on.

I staggered to my feet. All right, move on. And to do that you’ve still got a guest to look after. He probably wanted breakfast when he got back from wherever he had gone, and clean dishes to eat off of…

Clean. That concept gonged in my head like a huge bell. Clean. Oh, shit, the bed!

I dashed back inside.

***

Thankfully Ryan hadn’t yet returned, so I madly worked on covering up my tracks.

I billowed the sheet with a snap and it floated back down like a parachute. I hadn’t done something like this, formally make a bed with another person in mind, since well before Jim and I broke up. When we had gotten together all I wanted was to make a home, be domestic. But toward the end I just pulled up the unwashed, rumpled sheets, not caring if they even reached the head of the bed. And now, here I was, laying down clean sheets for a stranger, half open suitcases spread throughout the room, personal valuables thrown down on a dresser next to an ever changing digital photo frame. The photos dissolved in and out; a skiing trip, a wedding, dinner at a restaurant, all with the same beautiful woman, mostly alone in the photo, sometimes with Ryan. Silent testimony of a life together. A fishing trip, a theme park, a…

What was that?

I forgot about the bed. There, in the frame, was the woman. Naked, back to the camera, arms spread out at an upward angle although I couldn’t see the hands. One wide eyed looked over her shoulder through messed up, long dark hair. Her cheek was stained with tears.

Her back and butt were covered in angry, red stripes.

What the…?

The photo changed back to domestic harmony and bliss.

What the hell had I just seen? Some kind of SM thing? That kinky couple that Jim and I knew did collars, along with padded blindfolds and silk ropes, but nothing like whips and…

There was another one! The woman was naked again, this time with some kind of weird thing on her head; thin straps that ran here and there down her face and around the head. One wide strap over her mouth gave the definite impression that something big was on the other side, forcing the jaw open. Then the photos returned to Leave-it-to-Beaver-land.

I couldn’t move. Who was this guy, Ryan Thompson? What were he and this other woman, his wife, into? Heavy SM? Don’t be a twit! That’s exactly how they had sex. Until now I had thought something like this was just made up for bad movies and sleazy murder mysteries. But now here was proof that at least two people really got into it.

And now I definitely knew where the collar on my bed came from.

More photos. A series of them, one after another, of the woman tied up, and Ryan doing the tying. The woman was laughing, having a good time, even kissed Ryan, until he shoved a large padded leather plug in her mouth. Yet, even after that, her eyes still smiled.

The distant sound of a door creaked open, then slammed shut. “Sloane?”

Ryan. My anger had disappeared after my little cry, but with the discovery of the photos it returned with a renewed force. I glanced outside the room and found the collar still on the floor in the hall. All right, don’t chicken out again. I unplugged the photo frame right on an image of the woman bent way over forwards, breasts hanging down in front and arms tied and lifted up in back. The screen went black to match my mood and I snatched up the collar too.

Ryan was next to the dining table, looking toward the kitchen, probably not so much for me, as his food. “Sloane? Slo-Oh, there you are.”

I threw the collar down on the dining table between us.

If I expected a shocked response at his somehow being caught out by his clumsy way of having his kind of sex with me, I sure didn’t get it. Instead a little frown formed on Ryan’s brow and he picked up the collar, as if examining it for the first time. “Is this yours?”

“You know damn well it isn’t,” I said.

The frown deepened a little. “Excuse me?”

“You put that in my bedroom last night! Admit it! You want nothing more than to have me crawling around like some sex slave.”

“Now, just a minute. I did no such thing.”

“Don’t lie,” I said, and held up the photo frame. “I’ve got proof.”

That stopped him.

With a smirk I plugged in the photo frame. After a moment the scenes started rolling by, a few normal ones at first, then the others filled with nudity and bondage.

“What the hell?” he said.

“Oh, don’t deny it,” I said.

The frown turned into an outright scowl. “You went into my room?”

Hang on. This wasn’t going the way I had thought it would.

“You invaded my privacy?”

“What? No I didn’t.”

“The door was shut! Locked! And you still went in?” He came around the table, arms stiff at his sides, hands formed into fists.

I backed up. “I-I was changing the sheets,” I said at last. “You are a guest, after all.”

“What else did you find? What else?”

“Nothing. Nothing! I didn’t look…”

“Because I’m a guest and you were respecting my privacy.” He pushed past me, turned off the photo frame on a picture of the woman on her knees, hands behind her head, breasts pushed out. “You stay right here,” he said. “Don’t move a muscle.”

He stormed down the hallway and soon returned with one of his suitcases, the one that he took from me when he arrived yesterday. He unzipped the side flap, turned the whole thing upside-down and spilled the contents on the table. “Is this what you were looking for?” he snarled. “Because I could have just showed you instead of you sneaking around.”

Leather. Ropes. Shiny metal objects of some kind along with other “marital aids”. My face warmed and conflicting feelings raged inside me. Why should I be embarrassed? He was the one with the dirty pictures, the hidden kinky stuff. But in a way he was right, it sure looked like I was poking around. Yet, that still didn’t change one thing.

I held up the collar. “Then how did this get in my bed?”

“I don’t know,” Ryan said. “I’ve never seen that before.”

“Well, it sure isn’t mine! If you want to tie me up, you sure have a funny way of asking.”

His face clouded over again. I had hit a nerve. Oh, oh.

“If I wanted to enslave you, there wouldn’t be anything you could to do stop it.”

I backed up. “You wouldn’t dare!”

In a flash he was all over me. I spun around, arms pinned. I got loose for a second and we fell, wrestling on the floor. I tore at his shirt, went for the face, but he was too fast and quick. Chairs kicked aside, the throw rug under the table bunched up; we went at it like two grunting animals. I tried to knee his crotch but instead just got his firm thigh and Ryan made sure I didn’t get a second chance. He got on top, flipped me face down and crossed my wrists behind my back. With one huge hand those strong fingers squeezed my wrists while his other hand blindly searched on the table top. Leather items rained down on me, but then I felt the unmistakable bite of thin rope on my wrists. Faster than I could have thought possible my hands were tied. Just as quick Ryan tore off my shoes, crossed my ankles and tied those too.

“You bully!” I yelled. “Let me go!”

Ryan didn’t answer. From underneath one of my arms he lifted me up like I was nothing, set one of the knocked over chairs upright and plopped me down like a sack of potatoes. I tried to get up, run, or at least, hop away, but my crossed ankles made that impossible. And then there was also Ryan’s strong hand planted right in the middle of my chest.

“All right,” Ryan said. “Since you’re so interested in my lifestyle, you might as well get the whole thing. Now sit still or I’ll use some of the heavier equipment on you.”

Heavier equipment? I glanced over at the table and the surrounding floor. Ryan sure had his pick. Some things I could well guess their use, like the fur-lined leather cuffs or the chaotic pile of short whips. But there were other things too, like a tangle of belts that were all connected by small silver rings, or a shapeless mass of leather that had what looked like mouth and eyeholes with tiny snaps at the corners. Distracted, I almost didn’t notice that Ryan tied me up even more, bringing my knees together, then also tying my upper body to the chair’s backrest. As a last thing he drew back my ankles and, by another rope, connected them to my wrists.

Ryan stood back, crossed his arms while I struggled in the ropes, my grunts a counterpoint to the chair’s legs squeaking and sliding on the hardwood floor. I went at it like my too brief struggle with Ryan on the floor, but I tired, and the ropes hadn’t given an inch.

“Let me go. Let me GO!” I said.

Ryan stood still, as if considering, but not whether he should untie me, as I soon found out. Then he said, “Sure, why the hell not.”

I stopped. He was going to let me go?

Ryan disappeared back down the hallway.

“Hey. Hey! Let me out of this!” I called after him. “You bastard!”

He came back, now with something balled up in a hand. In the other hung a white cloth, knotted in the middle. “Open your mouth.”

Silence. Then I said, “You’ve got to be kid -”

That was enough. The wadding was already halfway in my mouth before I started shaking my head to get away from that insistent pushing and shoving. Then I realized what he was using.

My own panties!?

“Take them. Take them all,” he said, half ordering, half coaxing. “You sure have a big enough mouth for them. C’mon. Good.” He bent my head back, pushed them all the way in, then added another pair? Fuck, this guy was serious.

“That’s better,” he said. “And I sure don’t want you spitting them out.” He wrapped and tied off the cloth gag, positioning the knot just right in the middle of my mouth.

“Grrr. Grrrruuurmmm!” I shook my head, glared up at him through several locks of hair.

“Now, since you’re so nosy about my private life, you might as well see the rest,” Ryan said. He set the photo frame on the table and ran the cord to a wall socket behind me. The manufacturer’s logo flashed by and the photos started to fade in and out.

“You watch,” Ryan said, pointing his finger at me, then at the frame like some stern schoolmaster. “And don’t you think about closing your eyes. I’ve got something to keep them open if you do.” He held up a metal thing. I had seen something like it once in an old movie, something about some gangbanger forced to watch violent movies. Fuck, I didn’t know something like that really existed!

Ryan dropped the metal thing on the table, next to the frame amongst all the kinky stuff. Without a backward glance he left me tied up with dirty pictures.

It was about mid-morning and it was a good thing I already had something to eat and gone to the bathroom. I sat there a long, long time. So long the light from the sun through the windows moved down from the wall and almost came halfway up my legs.

There were a lot of photos – hundreds, maybe thousands. I never saw the same one twice, and the longer I sat there each one seemed more intense than the last. And not just in what the woman in the photos endured, but in the emotional quality too. There was something in her, something that seemed familiar to me, but I couldn’t quite place it. What? What was bugging me about these images? In spite of the SM content (or maybe because of it) I found myself drawn in, studying each one.

In the beginning most were simple, clothed tie ups (much like my present situation) in different places, with different people, but then the clothes kind of dropped away, one piece at a time. The rope was replaced by leather, then shiny metal clamps for the nipples hung from the breasts, her mouth filled with a shiny red ball or some type of leather plug, then a leather harness buckled around her head with the red ball, or maybe even a dildo gag. Arms were stretched overhead, her feet off the floor, or sometimes she endured a full upside-down suspension. At times her head was completely encased in a tight fitting hood and the only holes in it were for her nostrils. Other times, other hoods, you might see the eyes, wide in excitement. Whips flew, now not gagged but the mouth open in a frozen scream. Hair tossed, her back filled with red hot lines of welts. Butt and forced open legs with matching bruises from a wide, wooden paddle. And then she was free, splayed out on the floor, exhausted, but a hand clenched around a male boot. Lips kissed the boot. Ryan’s arms surrounded her, both of them locked in a passionate embrace. And then he picked her up and carried her, her arms around his neck, head nestled deep in his shoulder. They passed through the doorway to another room. The door closed.

In each photo she only got more beautiful. In each photo, only more serene.

How could that be?

And then there he was, standing off to the side, a plate full of food in his hand.

“Hungry?” Ryan asked.

As if coming out of a trance I nodded. The cloth gag slipped away, followed by Ryan picking my soaked panties out of my mouth. First came a little water, then he sat down and, much to my surprise, didn’t untie me, but started to spoon feed me.

I couldn’t recognize the food. It was edible, even tasty at times, but just some kind of mush or paste. That and the bland water made it obvious his bachelor cooking skills would keep me alive, but little else. Still, he didn’t shove it down my throat. He waited patiently while I salivated the dry paste, then lifted the glass of water to my lips and allowed me to suck through a straw. It wasn’t until near the end that he paused in the shoveling of food.

“How are you hands? Do they feel numb?”

I wriggled my fingers. Surprisingly, I could still feel them. I also did the same for my toes.

“They’re fine,” I said.

He put the glass back down, retrieved the spoon.

“That woman in the pictures,” I said. “She’s beautiful. Is she your girlfriend?”

Ryan paused, just for a second, in scraping up the food, then held up the spoon. I leaned forward, ready to take the last of the food. He said, “She was my wife.”

I pulled back. “Your wife?”

Ryan pushed the spoon forward the rest of the way, this time shoving the paste onto my tongue. He wiped a couple of globs from my chin, dropped the plate on the table and went around in back to untie me. My hands fell to the sides of the chair but I didn’t otherwise move until he finished loosening the last knot around my ankles. While he did I remembered last night, what I heard through the door, his constant apologies to someone who wasn’t there. Is that why he came here? To try to get over his divorce? Well, at least we had that much in common. Then Ryan undid the last knot that held my arms behind me. I flexed my hands, feeling some change in them and the rest of my body. Carefully I stood.

Ryan coiled the rope in front of me.

“Call the police if you want,” he said. “Charge me with assault. I won’t stop you. I don’t care.” He tossed the coiled rope on the table with all the other gear, then gathered up the photo frame. The screen went dark. He turned away.

“Wait,” I said. “I’m sorry about the misunderstanding, we had earlier. This whole thing was as much my fault too.”

Ryan didn’t turn around.

“And your wife,” I said, “It’s obvious you still love her. I’m sorry you broke up.”

Ryan stood still, his back stiff. “She’s dead.”




Chapter Three

What He Wanted

I spent a restless night.

Behind closed eyes I still saw her – saw her in ropes, in leather, tied to a pole, suspended, whipped, hair flying, tears on her cheeks. Yet I also saw the serenity, the love that flowed between them. No one could deny it. And at times I watched her sit, off to the side, quiet, waiting, while Ryan engaged some other woman, not nearly as tranquil, and whipped her. Ryan’s wife sat so, trusting, knowing that he would come back to her.

How? How did she know? Was it because she was so much better in bed than anyone else? Or because she was the first one to hook up with Ryan, and once she set her claws in him, wasn’t about to let go?

No, given how she looked at him, and he at her, none of that made sense. Then what was it? What?

I threw the covers off and sat up in bed, my legs over the side. My thoughts were nothing but chaos as these questions and countless others swirled in my head. Then I was up, pacing the room, the boards creaking slightly under my bare feet, and continued to creak as I made my way to the kitchen, gulped down a glass of water. But that did nothing to calm the raging sea of a storm in my mind. Without quite realizing it, I ambled out of the kitchen, not to my room, but to the dining area.

The leather equipment, the ropes, were still there, spread out on the table. In the sparse moonlight through the window the polished leather edges reflected a menacing gleam, the silver rings here and there twinkled like cold and removed stars. And amongst them all lay the collar that I had found in my bed. Looking closer at it, even in the half-light, I found that it was different from the other pieces of leather. The collar had a buckle with several holes for adjustment while the others also had buckles, but only one or two holes in the various straps.

I picked up the collar from my bed and another one like it, examined them side by side. The bed collar seemed generic, like a one size fits all, while the other one appeared made with a specific person in mind. In fact, near one of the outer edges there was some kind of writing, or rather, something carved into the leather. I held it up, but it was too dark to make out. I moved over to the mirror and the moonlight helped. Yes, there was something written or carved there. “Janine.”

Ryan’s wife? Well, why not? What else could it be? I checked other pieces of leather and they all possessed her name. One collar even had her name beautifully carved across the front, highlighted in what looked like red dye, a lead ring placed perfectly between the first “n” and the “i”. Again, there was the buckle and strap to keep the collar in place, even a little hole in back near the bottom for probably one of the little locks that lay on the table, but only two strap holes for adjustment. Then it hit me. Of course, while the collar in my bed could be used on anyone, even a man, Ryan’s equipment was made with one person in mind – Janine.

I let go of the generic collar and looked closer at Janine’s, brought both ends together in an empty “O”. It was so small, how could anyone get it around their neck? I held it in front of mine.

Hmm. Maybe not that small, after all.

I slid the collar around my own neck, fiddled with the buckle and strap, found the first hole.

It fit.

Not only did it fit, it was still a little loose. I could easily stick at least one, maybe two fingers between it and my neck. I scanned the table, found a couple of non fur-lined cuffs. They fit a little more snug, but they still fit. I turned to look at myself in the mirror. Janine and I must have been about the same size and –

“Lose something?”

I half-screamed, jumped and turned around. Ryan leaned against the back of the living room couch, arms folded, as if he had been there a long time.

He shrugged. “I have a habit of sneaking up on people. I don’t mean to do it – most of the time.” He gently brushed past me and turned on the dining room dimmer switch. The light reached a soft glow.

“They fit you well,” he said.

I-I didn’t know what… couldn’t… say anything. Oh, god. What the fuck was I thinking?

Ryan stood back, assumed his place back at the couch.

“Well,” he said. “Either take them off or kneel.”

My breath caught. Humiliated – absolutely humiliated. And a command, yet another command from him. With only two choices. So I did neither.

“You bastard!” I hissed.

I started to run out of the room, but he caught me. A hand quickly shot out, squeezed my arm and forced me to stop.

“Don’t be ashamed,” he said. “You’re curious, I understand that. But this sneaking around must stop.”

“I wasn’t sneaking,” I said.

His eyebrows shot up. “Really? So this nighttime wandering is normal for you?”

“I-I couldn’t sleep, so I just came out here.”

“And found my ropes and whips still on the table and decided to have a little midnight confession? You can do better than that.”

No, I couldn’t. He had me, and we both knew it.

He loosened his grip on my arm. I could have torn away, run back to my room, but I didn’t make a move. His other hand travelled up my hip and arm, over the men’s boxers and tank top I used as my bedclothes. Fingers hooked into the front ring of the collar. Janine’s collar. He drew me to him.

“Just tell me to stop,” he said.

“Let go,” I whispered.

“No,” he said. “I’ll stop. I won’t let you go.”

I swallowed, my face getting more and more warm the closer he came. Our lips touched. Soft, tremulous, mine and his.

He pulled back. “Don’t be scared. Don’t be scared,” he whispered and stroked my hair.

He led me back to the table, took off Janine’s collar, replaced it with the generic one and locked it on. I did nothing to stop him. I understood why he did it. Even though she was gone, the collar was still hers, and Ryan probably felt it would have been cheating somehow if he left it on me.

Through the window the first rays of dawn crept into the room.

“Stand over there,” he said, pointing to the middle of the living room section. A Persian area rug took up much of the floor space, while a couch and other soft chairs formed a rough circle on the edges to allow guests to sit and visit with each other. But I suddenly thought it was also so that a group of people could stare at someone who stood there.

“Go on,” Ryan said. “Face the window.”

I swallowed and knew, knew that if I took those short, few steps, there was no turning back. But the look I got from Ryan wouldn’t allow any disobedience. One conscious step, then another and another and my feet stood on the designated spot. I lowered my face in open hands to somehow hide. Shame – the shame almost overwhelmed me.

“Hands at your sides,” Ryan said.

No. No, I can’t.

“At your sides. Now!”

Crack! The crop against the table top sounded like a firecracker. I jumped, like it had actually hit me, but my hands were instantly at my side.

“Face the window,” he said. “I want to see you in the early morning light.”

I did as he ordered.

Then he was behind me. His hands lifted away the tank top. Then the men’s boxers slid away.

He circled me. “Don’t slouch. Stand up straight. Stand up!” The crop hit the back of my thigh.

I gasped, but squared my shoulders, brought my chin up. My index fingers hooked around each other over my ass.

“Hands at your sides.”

I complied.

He kept circling me. “You have a nice body.”

“Thank you.”

“Stomach flat. Skin smooth. Breasts firm, not too big, not too small.” A finger traced along my chin, around the upper, exposed part of my throat. “Swan neck. It’ll look good in a thin collar.”

“Oh, thank you. I’m so glad it pleases…”

“What will please me is for you to shut up and answer a question when asked.”

I closed my mouth, lips pressed together.

“Good. At least you possess some subtlety.”

Like a lion sizing up its prey, his hand lightly ran across my ass cheeks. “Ever have a butt plug inside you?”

“What? No!”

“Hmmm.” He came around in front. A light touch and the same hand covered my face, fingers spread out. “How about a leather hood? Ever wear one?”

I shuddered.

“That’ll change too. It’ll look good on you, especially with your long, blonde hair.”

“Yes.”

The crop swished, smacked a tit.

I jumped and recoiled, covered my breasts. “Ow!”

“Get back in position. Now!”

My arms fell to my sides. I stood straight.

“What did I tell you about talking? I guess you’ll have to be voice-trained too. I’ll have to lay in a new supply of gags. You’ll grow to like having your mouth filled all the time.”

I closed my eyes. Took a deep breath. “Yes.”

***

Ryan didn’t waste any time taking me down. He ordered me to the kitchen to make him breakfast, and be quick about it! Less than ten minutes later I was back with scrambled eggs, buttered toast and microwave heated instant black coffee. He had pushed aside a lot of the equipment on the table, taking his usual place at its head. He sat down, ready to dig in, but he had one more task for me.

“Pull that chair out,” he said, indicating the one I used at dinner last night. “Angle it to face me.”

I did, the legs scraping across the hardwood floor. So he wanted to look at my naked body while he ate. I got it. I started to sit down.

“What are you doing?” he asked. “Did I give you permission to sit?”

“What?” I queried. “But I thought…”

“You’ll either kneel in my presence or stand straight with your eyes lowered. Stand up.”

I held my half sitting position for a second, but decided I had better do as told. From what I had seen in the photos this man didn’t leave any room for compromise.

“Turn around,” he said. “Place your forearms along the arms of the chair. Lean down.”

I gripped the velvet arms, my hair hung down.

“Bring that head back up. Up! Now push that little pussy out further. More. Now up on your toes. Higher. Higher! That’s it.”

So I held that position, bent over, tits swinging down, head up, my crotch pushed out behind me, like some animal. Ryan took his time eating and my position, at first easy, got harder and harder to maintain. The collar started to irritate, pressed tight against my skin and I got a crimp in my neck that only got worse the longer I held up my head. Then my arms started to hurt, even with the velvet padding underneath. And my toes strained to carry all the weight and my feet began to tremble. But at the center of it all, with all the pain and shame running right to it, my pussy heated up. I couldn’t control it. Ryan had thrown some kind of switch inside me and once started, this electric feeling wasn’t going to stop. I was wet, dripped right onto the floor. My pussy was ripe, ready, and the more I fought to hold position, the hotter it got.

My arms started to go numb. I couldn’t feel my fingers anymore. Pain shot up from my feet, right into my legs. My pussy. Hotter, hotter.

Don’t break position. Don’t break.

Then a chair was shoved back. His cock rammed me.

I gasped, cried out. He slid into me so easily, like never before with my ex-husband. Back then it took I don’t how many lubes of jell to get me wet to take him, even on the honeymoon. But now, now I was like an eager, wet slut that couldn’t wait for something to fill her hot hole. And Ryan didn’t disappoint. That well-endowed cock spread my pussy lips and drove up so far, so fast I almost fell away from the chair. But I held on, the pain in my legs, the numbness in my arms forgotten. My tits swung back and forth and my ass slapped against his hips in time with each savage, wonderful thrust.

Oh, fuck. Is this what sex, real sex, was like?

Hard thrust followed hard thrust. I cried out again, bit my lip, then slightly broke position to lower my head. I squeezed my eyes shut, but tears still spilled out anyway, onto the chair, then the floor as I was shaken back and forth by the force of Ryan’s fuck. Oh, please, don’t let it stop. Go on. On. More, please more…

My pussy. Shot full of hot jets of cum. More, more and more. I didn’t know men came like this. Oh, shit. Fantastic – fucking fantastic – keep going; fill me, oh hot, hot, hot!

And then something wonderful happened.

It started slow, a little thing that nibbled on the edge of my consciousness. And then… Shit, it came on like a tidal wave! Just a fucking tsunami of sheer, all engulfing shuddering pleasure. I screamed at the top of my voice, unashamed, wanton. Oh, I had climaxed before. My marriage duty demanded it. But this!? It was like a new world that suddenly opened up. And I wanted to explore every inch of it. No, not wanted – needed And then whatever coherent thoughts I had were crowded out by another wave followed by more shudders, more incoherent screams. On and on. It seemed I couldn’t stop, that I would explode in ecstasy.

I broke position, slid away from the chair, sprawled on the floor. Ryan went down too. He lay on top of me, then shifted over to my side. Together we gasped for breath. Our eyes met. In that moment I loved him. Yes, he still grieved, and I still wrestled with my divorce. But this was something we both needed.

***

I didn’t wear any clothes for the rest of the day, nor at dinner. It took a while to get used to, walking around the inn without a stitch on, except for the collar and cuffs, but at some point I just said “The hell with it” and just went along. I did what I needed to do as an inn hostess, laid out new towels and linens, washed the old sheets, replaced them with fresh ones, made dinner, all the while making sure the guest’s needs were anticipated and resolved. But then, Ryan made sure I had my own needs taken care of as well.

“Stand up straight. Stand up!” he would say more than once. “Your posture really needs work. Why do you walk around slumped all the time? You’re way too beautiful for that. Let me see you. You’re naked, yes, but you can still be proud of yourself.”

“Pick up those feet. Don’t shuffle. You’re not ice-skating.”

“When was the last time you washed your hair?” he asked just after I had finished clearing the dinner dishes. “It shouldn’t be stringy and lanky. Off to the shower. Move, move!”

A crop stung my bare ass and kept right on stinging it as I jumped all the way to the bathroom. Ryan just about threw me into the shower, and then stripped and climbed in too. The shower was also a larger than usual bathtub combination with an option for a handheld nozzle. From that spout cold water cascaded, drenched the back of my head and sluiced down my suddenly chilled back. Ryan adjusted the temperature and soon warm water sprayed me, but I wasn’t allowed to just stand there and enjoy.

Ryan tied my wrists in front, then lifted them up and secured them overhead to the spout. I didn’t move, afraid that any struggle would break the shower head and bring a torrent of water down on us both. Then Ryan went at it, soaping me all up and taking the handheld nozzle out of its cradle, rinsing me off like some animal. My hair falling down equally on all sides he massaged the shampoo onto my scalp and I squeezed my eyes shut to keep the stinging soap at bay. Mercifully, Ryan pushed the hair away from my face and bent my head back. My eyes safe, I cracked them open and found Ryan’s cock fully erect, its head an angry purple.

“Open up your legs,” he said, shower nozzle still in hand. “C’mon, open up.”

I spread my legs. Not far, but far enough.

The warm water shot up my pussy. I gasped at the strong stream, but Ryan turned down the water’s force until I barely noticed it, little more than a tickle.

“Uhhhnn,” I said.

“Thought you’d like that,” Ryan said. “Now, just stand there.”

“Uhnnn.”

“And don’t cum.”

“Uhhh?”

A hand covered my mouth. “You heard me,” Ryan said. “I have my reasons.”

The hand fell away from my mouth, its fingers moved through my small patch of pubic hair, found my pussy lips. Tentative, tender strokes.

“You are a randy one, aren’t you?” Ryan asked. “Your pussy heat can boil water.”

The strokes increased. Fingers danced up and down each outer lip, then the inner ones. My legs began to quake.

“Don’t do it,” Ryan said. “Hold on.”

“Aarrrgg.” I bit my lip, closed my eyes. The warm water continued to splash over my shoulders, my breasts, trickle down between my legs, down to that demanding hot spot that Ryan controlled.

“Please,” I whispered. “Oh, please.”

“No. And you’re going to be punished for talking.”

What? He had to be kidding? Here I am, bound up in a shower, his fingers inside me, doing everything he can to make me cum, telling me not to, and then he pulls shit like that?

I pulled back from his grasp. Not much, but it was enough to let his fingers diddle nothing but air. “Can’t cum, huh?” I asked. “Try to stop me!” I started wrenching at the ropes, fuck if the shower got broken.

His large hand covered both of mine, put them both in a vise like grip. “I said no.”

“Fuck you,” I said.

“Yes, you will.”

Goddam him. The smug look on his face, the way he so easily brought me under his control, his arrogance! I tried twisting out of his grasp, but there wasn’t any place to run. And with all my struggling the shower wasn’t a safe place anymore. The water cut off, first the heat, then a brief unbearable cold. A quick movement of both his hands above my head and my hands were untied, but not free. Still with one hand wrapped around my wrists another grabbed a wet hank of my hair, twisted it around, and pulled me head first, out of the shower.

Tossed to the floor I watched as water dripped off my chin, soak into the white, furry bath mat underneath. The rope tied my hands again, this time in back, followed by a large, brown towel thrown over my quivering, chilled body. Ryan busied himself opening and banging shut several drawers while between my legs the heat only grew. He had lit this fire and now was doing nothing while it raged out of control. I wanted to cum! Let me cum, please let me cum. But my silent prayers went unanswered, and soon my tears mixed with the dripping water from my face.

With a grunt of satisfaction Ryan apparently found what he was looking for. A blow dryer plugged in and he sat me up straight, the towel falling away. Hot air gusted over my wet hair.

“Tears, huh?” he asked. “They come too easily. Knock it off.”

Hot air blew across my cheeks. The tears vanished.

“That’s better. Now sit still.”

He concentrated on my head, the blow dryer and a rounded comb turning my hair from wet and lank to styled and full. The excess wind of hot air dried and warmed most of my skin. Then just a few pat downs from the towel and I stood up, fresh and pink as a new born baby. Somehow, I knew I wasn’t going to stay that way for long. And it turned out I was right as Ryan pushed me ahead of him, not to the living room, but my bedroom. Whatever lingering warmth on my skin from the bathroom fled, but the fire between my legs only grew hotter.

“I don’t… don’t…”

“You don’t what? You don’t want me to stop?”

“No. No! I mean…”

“I know what you mean! Now shut up!”

Thrown onto the bed, I bounced, legs flailing, and struggled onto my back, just in time to watch Ryan disappear, but quickly return with more rope, a lot more rope. He secured separate pieces to each bedpost.

“What… What are you doing?” I asked. “Untie me!”

“No.”

He grabbed my legs, first the right, then the left. I pulled back, knowing exactly what was in store and not wanting it, not one little bit, but Ryan slapped the inside of my thighs. Cause and effect; the short, nasty stings brought out quick screams. Yet I also stopped struggling, the temporary result that Ryan obviously wanted. And, as an added bonus, I stared fascinated at Ryan’s hand prints that formed on my skin like a brand, which gave him just that much extra time to separate my legs and open my pussy.

“Still want me to stop?” he asked.

I didn’t answer. Nor did I say anything when a big hand on the back of my neck bent me forward. At last, my hands were untied, but then that same hand on the center of my chest pushed me back down. Ryan was fast with the ropes and soon I lay all spread out.

“All right, you bastard,” I breathed. “You got what you want. Go ahead and take it.”

Ryan stood up, off the bed, and folded his arms. That huge cock hadn’t gone down one bit. If anything I swear it had gotten bigger! But that glare told me my new tactic wasn’t about to work. He said, “You think I’m going to fuck you so can cum? Huh, nice try.”

“Then… Then why am I tied up?”

“Because you deserve punishment, and you know it. Not a reward for disobedience.”

“Disobedience? Goddam you! You tell me not to cum, then do everything possible to make it happen!” I pulled at the bonds, muscles straining. “Let me go!”

“And that’s another thing. I told you to stop talking. Looks like you’re voice training is going to start sooner rather than later.” Ryan grabbed the end of the bed sheet and those massive hands tore off a wide strip. He knotted it.

“What? Ohmygodno! Don’t gag me! Please, I’ll stop taluuulllppp…

Ryan stuck the knotted portion right in the center of my mouth, then pushed it way, way inside. To my surprise he loosely tied it off, and I could easily spit it out, but he was far from done.

From a drawer Ryan grabbed several pairs of my panties. No. NO! Not my panties again! But Ryan wanted me silenced, and fast, so he didn’t run out to the dining room table for a shopping expedition amongst all his equipment. Calmly, methodically, he rolled up each one into a tight little ball and they went in, one, two, three. They pushed up against the loose, knotted gag and I dimly realized he put the knotted gag in my mouth first for my safety, so I wouldn’t choke on the wadding, but mostly I concentrated on how much my cheeks expanded and how far my jaw was forced open. Another rip on the sheet and another cloth was wrapped around my head. No way could I spit out anything now.

Ryan tested the ropes, tightened each one, not to pull my legs and arms out all the way, but to keep them snug enough to prevent any real movement. Then, to my surprise, he gently slid a pillow under my head.

“Good night,” he said.

Good night? Good night! What the hell? No! Fuck me! Fuuuuuccckkkk mmmmmeeeee!!!! I pulled against the ropes, rolled, bounced my hips on the bed, tossed my head against the pillow, screamed into the gag. Nothing stopped him from backing out the door and snapping off the light.

I didn’t get it. Wasn’t this whole SM thing about the dominant partner taking what they wanted, when they wanted it? So what the hell was going on here? Or maybe he was going to come rushing back in, like he was trying to fake me out then return for a fuck? Sure, that must be it because that cock was so big. I mean, he was primed. And the hallway light was still on, but then that went out, followed by his more distant bedroom light. And then… did I hear snoring?

I pulled against the ropes again, groaned and once more threw my head from side to side. Didn’t he want me?

The night deepened. Ryan hadn’t thrown any covering over me so as the air chilled, my skin broke out in goose bumps. But that didn’t cool my pussy off one bit. If anything, splayed out there, naked in the dark, my heart racing, it only made me hotter. My juices ran like a river, dripped down, stained the duvet and spread out underneath my ass. I ground my hips down, smeared the juices even more on my bare skin, one of only two parts of me that I could still move.

The other was above my shoulders. My head lolled back against the pillow. I close my eyes but there was little difference between eyes open and eyes shut darkness. Arms and legs spread out I stopped struggling and (hey!) found out I wasn’t that uncomfortable. In fact, the initial panic now gone, I just allowed myself to relax. Ryan’s snoring down the hall kind of faded away and, bound up, gagged, I sort of drifted off…

I returned to the cavernous hall, lighted candles all around, but now burned down further on the wicks. Hot wax dripped and splashed on the floor. Several pairs of hands came out of the darkness, each grasped a candle, came closer until they surrounded me, and the wax dripping, dripping…

I tried to stand up, get away from the approaching fires, but again a leather strap across the back of my legs kept me in the kneeling, penitent position. Not naked this time, but in my old school uniform; black oxfords, white knee high socks, blue plaid pleated skirt, white long sleeve shirt, dark blue pullover sweater, my arms were tied tight behind me. No gag, but I still had trouble speaking.

“Whaaa… whaaat do youuuu want?” I asked.

The dark robed, masked man emerged from the shadows. While all the other candles were white, his was red, and the wax dripped all over his gloved hand.

“You know what I want,” he said.

“No. No, I don’t,” I said. “Tell me. Please, tell me!”

“You know what you deserve.”

All the black gloved hands tore at my clothes. Soon my sweater and shirt were in shreds, the pleated skirt torn away, even the socks and shoes disappeared. Only white, cotton virginal panties remained, but all the hands grabbed them too, tore them apart, then stuffed each piece in my mouth, and kept on stuffing them like there were more than one pair. My cheeks bulged. From the cotton my tongue tasted salty pussy juices and I panicked in fear of choking, struggled against the ropes. I needed to escape! Then the black gloved hands held my shoulders, my arms and legs in grips of steel. My thrashing ceased, yet not so much from the unforgiving hands, but that the candles had gotten closer. Closer. The heat warmed my skin, and still the wax dripped.

“Take your punishment,” the black robed man intoned. “Accept.”

“Urrmmmm!” Let me go. Let me go!

The candles, the candles. Stop!

The hands turned them over.

Wax! Oh, god, hot wax all over; my shoulders, my arms, the back of my legs, my tits! Hiss, sizzle, burn. Pain. Can’t stop the pain. Wet, hot wax. Wet, hot pussy. Hot juices, running down my legs, falling down on my shoulders, legs, tits, hot, hot, on fire. I’m on fucking fire!

“Yes, you are,” the man said. “Be what you are.”

“Uuugghhh, aaagghhh.” No, I can’t. Don’t, please, don’t…

“Yes.”

A jolt. My head fell back on the bed. The pillow was gone. No, it wasn’t. Shoved underneath my ass, pussy up in the air, ripe, open. Cock. Hot, hot, HOT COCK, inside me, pushing, thrusting, raping, rape, rape, rape!

“Uuuurrggg!” Arms, legs straining, pulling, fists punching at air. Head tossing, pounding back against the bed. Hips grinding, push up, up. Go deep. Deeper. Rape. Oh, fuck, fuck, rape me!

Cock, hard, hot, long. Want, need, more! I… need… cum!

Cumming!

I’m cumming, cumming. Cumming cumming… cumming… Ohhhh… ohhh… ohh…

Ahhh…

Jets! Hot jets of sperm shooting. Toes curled, hands clenched down on the sheets, oh fuck! Beautiful! And his beauty seemed unending. On and on he poured into me, taking what was his, using me the way he wanted.

When he wanted.

He buried his head beside mine and we lay like that a long time. I still couldn’t talk, yet I nuzzled next to him, rubbing my chin, my nose over his rough cheek, my gagged mouth against his sweaty shoulder. His hands moved, untied mine, then also my feet. The top level cloth gag and wadding came out, but the knotted cleave gag remained. He pulled back the covers, brought us both underneath and I wrapped my arms around his broad shoulders, his strong back. He fell asleep and I held him.

I didn’t touch my gag. It was soaked, but I didn’t allow a finger near it, not even to scratch my face. After all, I was being voice-trained.




Chapter Four

Tartarus

We went like that for a couple of days. I remained naked except for the few times we strolled outside, at the end of a leash even though I walked next to him during the not too hot, not too cold afternoons. Then at night, after dinner, he made me submit. Ryan usually took me in bed, but twice he did it in front of the empty, cold fireplace.

Ryan never talked about Janine. I understood why, the grief probably still too recent, but the day would come that he would have to come across with some details, if this thing between us were to have any kind of staying power. But he asked me all kinds of questions about my marriage, about Jim, and how things fell apart so fast between us. I didn’t hold back, detailing how much of a lousy husband he was, his all night drinking and his cheating (which I could never prove, but I knew he had to be doing. Of course he cheated. How the hell else could I explain how he got home so late every night?) But mainly, Ryan and I concentrated on each other, our “play” as Ryan termed it, and our little strolls.

Our feet scrunched on the pine needle path, the gentle scent of resin everywhere. “I want to know something,” Ryan said. “Are you serious about this, or is it just a passing phase?” His hand tightened on the leash, then ran up to my collar.

We strode a ways, everything silent except our feet on the path. “I don’t know,” I said. “But it feels… safe, somehow.”

“Safe?” Ryan shrugged and smiled. “I’ve heard it described lots of different ways, but that’s a first.”

We walked a little more. “Maybe ‘secure’ is a better word,” I said.

Ryan looked at me with a raised eyebrow.

“Well, no matter what happens, all your attention is on me. I mean, well, that there isn’t anything that can get to me, no one can hurt me. Well, in a bad way,” I said and laughed.

Ryan stopped. He pulled me closer to him.

“Maybe you are serious.”

His hot breath flowed around my cheeks. His body pressed against mine and already against my stomach I felt his growing erection.

He said, “It’s time to find out. There’s someone I want you to meet.”

I reached for Ryan’s crotch and, through his clothes, stroked that marvelous, hard penis. “But not right away,” I said.

Ryan smiled. “Not right away.”

He took me there, under the trees, hands tied around a slim trunk. The smell of pine needles and sex mixed in my nostrils, and I wrapped my legs around his waist, felt his hot cock drive up higher and deeper with each hard thrust. My wet pussy accepted him like he was an extension that, although physically apart, was a natural part of me. My orgasm hit and I tightened my legs around him, threatened to cut him in half, but Ryan continued to pound away, hips grinding until he too, came and his hot seed at last quenched my internal fire. Later that night, under the warm covers, we lay curled up in each others’ arms. Ryan had fallen asleep first, and his slow even breaths were like a hypnotizing metronome that helped calm me while I wondered about this person that he wanted me to meet. Already, I felt our relationship was changing, already he was introducing a new dynamic for which I wasn’t sure that I was ready.

***

The ride down the mountain, back to the city, was dream like. Tiny details were sharp and clear, the air smelled fresher, and we spoke about intimate things, things that only two people totally at ease with each other spoke about. We lunched at a roadside diner, then remained silent once we hit the city while Ryan navigated the always heavy traffic. We took the 57 freeway in Orange County past several bedroom communities, then exited off a small ramp and drove down a divided avenue in Garden Grove. Then, a quick right turn, and Ryan parked the car on a narrow, quiet, side street.

On my side of the car rose a two story, white stucco building, the kind that you picture when someone mentions Los Angeles. As Ryan opened my door and I got out I wasn’t sure if it was an office or a home, given that we were kind of in a residential section, but there were businesses practically next door. We wound our way on a path of crushed pebbles amongst well-tended bushes of hibiscus, short fern and bottle brush. Arched, Moorish columns surrounded the structure on the balcony and also downstairs with muted satillo tile in the cool shade. A dark glass door, the kind with small, white wooden panes, seemed to suck in all the light from the setting sun that shone directly on it. Ryan opened the door and a bell tinkled overhead. He stood aside and I entered into a warmly decorated, plush room with a soft couch and gigantic flat-screen that was typical for any living area. Two young women lounged on the soft, light brown suede sofa, which faced the flat-screen hung above a small, low fireplace. The women were intent on whatever show was on, each with a set of ear buds, probably connected by wireless to the flat-screen, yet the flat-screen’s external speakers were muted which allowed quiet background music to reign. Vivaldi’s Four Seasons, I guessed, Spring. I glanced down to an empty CD case on a receptionist’s desk right by the door and discovered I was right. Neither woman rose to greet us, but then a tall man with thinning, dark hair emerged from behind a carved wooden door on the far side of the room. He gave a little irksome glimpse at the women on the couch and as he walked by tapped them on the back of their heads. They in turn gave their own annoyed reactions back at him, but then saw us. They tore out the ear buds and jumped up, practically at attention. One with long, brunette hair was dressed in a leather corset and tight pants. Her eyes immediately traveled up and down me, quick and predatory. I backed up a half-step into Ryan’s protective personal space, instantly not liking her. The other, shorter woman brushed back short, jet black tresses that framed an aristocratic Eurasian face. Unlike the all leather lady next to her, she wore soft, satin clothes: a white button down shirt, mid-length dark skirt, with dark stockings and high heels. I didn’t feel a repulsion as with the predatory lady. No, with her it was more an aloofness.

“You must forgive my staff their inattentions, Ryan,” the dark haired man said, all smooth butter. “While we accept walkins, hardly anyone shows up at this time of day, so Liz and Julia (he gestured to the predatory leather lady then to the other aloof one in satin) tend to get complacent. Though I should have known if anyone would show up now, it would be you, of course. But more to the point, it’s been a long time since we last saw you.”

“Yes, it’s been awhile, Gerard,” Ryan said. “Not since before the funeral.”

Gerard straightened a little at this, and a moment of visible sadness passed over his face. “I am sorry I did not attend. But then, I do have a certain reputation, and perhaps it was best nothing distract from your grief. I loved Janine.”

That seemed to relieve some of the formality. Gerard bowed slightly and motioned to the carved door. Soon, we were seated in a lavish office with a colonial style desk in front of a sliding glass door beyond which was a well kept, inner garden of bright flowers and a green, green lawn. Gerard didn’t sit behind the desk, but took a seat in a comfortable leather chair, while Ryan and I occupied a wood-framed Afghan loveseat next to it.

Gerard and Ryan exchanged catch up details between each other, the kind of things friends speak of when they haven’t seen one another for a while before they get to the real business at hand. It was Gerard who brought the conversation to the point.

He turned to me. “It’s been a while since we last had a lady come through our doors.”

“You mean a single lady,” Ryan said.

Whoa. I leaned forward. “You get ladies?” I asked.

Gerard smiled. “You’d be surprised. Usually they’re part of a couple, like yourself, but once in a while you get the curious loner.”

“Why? I mean, couldn’t they just get some man to do what they want? And buy them dinner too?”

Both men exchanged a quick look, then laughed. It was one of those moments when you didn’t know if they were laughing at you or with you. If the latter then I wished they would explain the joke so that I could laugh too.

At last Gerard got himself under partial control. “Where did you find her, Ryan? She’s absolutely delightful.”

Now I knew I was being laughed at, and I didn’t like it one bit. I started to get up to leave but Ryan’s hand on my arm prevented that. “Gerard doesn’t mean to make fun of you,” he said.

“Oh, no, no, no,” Gerard hastened to add. “I just haven’t met anyone like you for a long, long time. Not since…” He looked at Ryan. “Well, not since Janine.”

Ryan nodded in agreement.

“What you said is quite true,” Gerard went on. “A woman can get any male slut to do just about anything she wants. But when it comes to SM she’d most likely be disappointed. Any person can call themselves a dom. And in the case of a dilettante man, he’s prone to take a woman too far, too fast. Bruise her up, slap her around, and rape her. And then just let her whimper tied down to the bed while he takes a shower. When a woman finally manages to extract herself from something like that, or even halfway like that, chances are she’ll be turned off from SM permanently.”

“But things are different here,” Ryan said.

Gerard gave Ryan a pointed look. “I like to think so. Our reputation is that a man, or woman, who’s entertained these fantasies can come in here and feel completely safe. For the woman especially. She doesn’t have to worry that the man she’s taking home is Jack the Ripper. If all a woman wants is a light spanking, then that’s all she gets. If she likes getting tied up, then that’s what happens.”

“Unless she wants to be pushed,” Ryan said. “That can happen too.” He turned to Gerard but nodded in my direction.

Gerard raised a single eyebrow. “So you two are an item.” Ryan appeared uncomfortable and Gerard shook his head in wonder. “Now, don’t act like that, my friend. It’s been three years and remember what she said.”

Now it was my turn to feel uncomfortable. Again I felt in competition with a ghost, and that was the last thing I needed. Getting used to this whole SM thing was enough on its own, but if Ryan couldn’t see his way past Janine, then our time together would be short, along with my involvement in SM. I thought back to Gerard’s comment about a bad dom ruining someone’s first foray into SM. He was talking about physical encounters, but it needn’t only be limited to those. But Gerard managed to smooth things over. He concentrated on me, thus getting away from Ryan’s past struggles, drew out that I was once married and Janine’s specter kind of faded to the remote background. He didn’t press me for details of my marriage and I had just finished my latest rant about my ex-husband when Gerard held up a hand in command for me to stop. “I think that’s enough for now,” he said. “We’ll have plenty of time to talk more later. Right now, there’s someone else that should be here too.” From his pants pocket he withdrew a little yellow walkie-talkie, pressed the sidebar and a couple of quick electronic beeps cut through the room. He said, “Maura.”

We waited. Gerard repeated the call.

Two more beeps came back. I swear they almost sounded angry, and there was no doubt about the voice that followed.

“This is my day off!”

Gerard rolled his eyes. “Maura, we have guests.”

Another pause, much shorter.

“So have Liz or Julia take care of them.”

“No, Maura. We have guests.”

Longer pause this time. Much longer.

“I’m coming.”

Ryan tried to act casual, but when he heard that voice he tensed. “I thought Maura had left.”

Gerard shook his head. “She did. But she’s back now.”

As if on cue, I noticed a woman’s legs descend a set of outside stairs in the garden. A pair of knee-high, flat-soled riding boots, tan jodhpurs with a tied off rope for a belt and a blue, long-sleeved button down shirt almost completed the picture. Not until she reached the ground did I get a good look at her face. Beautiful. And severe. Voluptuous lips pressed tight together, hair pulled back tight in a small knot at the base of her neck, a ramrod, upright walk. She squeezed the banisters and her hands turned pale. With deliberate steps she came straight on and entered the office through the sliding glass door. She nodded once in greeting at Gerard, then her gaze fell on me. Maura appeared startled, as if she almost recognized me from before but couldn’t quite remember where.

Ryan nervously cleared his throat. Not to break Maura’s sudden concentration on me, but as if Maura’s presence really made him nervous.

Maura shifted her attention and stared at him a long moment. “I never thought I’d see you again,” she said.

I couldn’t tell if she was mad, happy, or just stunned, that cold face remained so unchanged. Then Ryan stood and crossed the gulf between them. “I didn’t think so either,” he said.

No one moved. Gerard held his breath as the tension in the room rose a thousand percent. Then Maura’s face finally changed. The ice queen melted and she hugged Ryan tight.

And I didn’t like it. Not one bit. My nails dug in to the fabric of the love seat while Ryan and Maura continued to cling together. And as Gerard’s breath expelled in relief mine got even more pent up. I looked away, stared at the garden, my gaze almost laser like even if I couldn’t pick out any details through a growing red haze.

Dimly, through an accompanying roar in my ears, I heard Maura and Ryan speaking, something about how long it had been, about Janine, and other things; things that I wasn’t part of, from which I was excluded simply because I didn’t know about them. But then a voice cut through the roar. Ryan. Calling me back.

“Sloane, why don’t you go check out the garden for a while.”

I started out of my dark daydream. “The garden?” I asked.

“Don’t act surprised. You’re paying more attention to that than anything else since we got here. And I need to speak to Gerard and Maura privately.”

I didn’t move.

“Now, Sloane,” Ryan said.

Dismissed. Just like that. Fine. I stalked out the sliding glass door in a huff. So it was happening again, just like in my marriage. Tossed aside. I thought for a moment of not just sauntering through the garden, but continuing to walk, somehow finding my way out to the street and allowing the city to swallow me up. No one around here would miss me. But the bright colors and delicate fragrances of the flowers, the soft buzz of bees flitting to and fro brought me back to reality. The reality of exactly where I was, how I got there, and what was expected of me.

I glanced back at the office. The three of them were huddled. They spoke, smiled, maybe even let out a small laugh or two. Maura stepped away, headed for a small rack of whips that hung near the office door. She stopped at the loveseat, as if she found a stain on it, then bent down and studied my nail digs in the fabric. She smoothed them over, as if to hide them. At the whip rack she selected a sturdy riding crop and, when she turned back, her eyes found mine. Accusing. She pointed the crop at the loveseat, nodded and held up an index finger as if to say “That’s one.”

I held up a finger of my own too. But instead of shock, Maura nodded again and smiled. She tapped the crop on her open palm.

I turned away. Fuck her.

I studied more on bees and pollinating, making a point of ignoring the office. One even landed on my hand and I considered irritating it so that it would sting me, an attempt at getting some kind of attention, even if it was an insect, but then the glass door slid open and Gerard’s voice came out loud and strong.

“…I’ll call, but it’ll take a while to transport her here,” he said.

“I don’t think she’s that far away,” Ryan said. “Liz and Julia have her doing domestic service at their home, right?”

“It’s not a question of distance,” Gerard said. “Liz and Julia will want to prep her. And you know how that goes. But we won’t have to wait that long. They’re all probably just as anxious as you for this.”

Ryan did a combined shrug and nod. “Well, yes. I am anxious to get started.”

Speak for yourself, I thought. If this is a part of SM, parading your old girlfriends in front of me, then you can go…

“Don’t be angry at Ryan,” a voice said in my ear.

I jumped and there was Maura, almost right next to me.

“It’s easy to sneak up on someone, especially when they are so wrapped up in themselves,” she said. “Submissives are so like that.” Maura extended the crop to where the bee still sat on my hand. A gentle nudge and the bee climbed onto the leather. It hung there for a moment, then, with a gentle flick of the crop, flew away to land on a nearby rose. But Maura continued the crop’s movement, now sped up. The crop swished and cracked on my open palm.

“Ow!” I yelled.

“Don’t act like you didn’t want that,” Maura said. “You were all set to end that poor bee’s life, all for your own selfish pleasure, but now it lives.”

I backed away from Maura, nursing my hand. With the sliding door open I guessed it was all right to return there. Ryan was still talking to Gerard, but when I entered, he purposefully moved toward me.

“Excuse me,” he said to Gerard, “but I have to talk with Sloane.”

The way he said it told me loud and clear that I was going to have very little to say during this “talk”.

“Do you want to use one of the dungeons?” Gerard asked.

“No. What we need to do is better done elsewhere. There’s a little place I know not far from here. Call me when everything is ready.”

Ryan steered me by the arm through Gerard’s office, then the living room and back outside. All the while I stroked my hand, thinking of what Maura said. Selfish pleasure. Then I found Ryan and I were on the nearby busy street, him still leading me by the arm. He didn’t let go until we slid into a tiny, creaky booth in a small restaurant. The sting of Maura’s crop had long faded, but the welt remained, tender and sore.

Ryan ordered us both a light lunch of a green salad. I was famished but Ryan said I would eat more later.

“Who is that woman named Maura?” I asked. “You’ve had sex with her, haven’t you?” A little accusatory tone crept into the question. I couldn’t help it.

Ryan didn’t even turn to me. “Yes. And I’ve also had sex with my wife. And both of them at the same time. Does that bother you?”

“I… Well, I don’t think…”

“Then don’t. You’re here with me now. That’s all that matters.”

Now he did look at me. Those eyes told me that I’d better accept his explanation, because that was all I was going to get.

“All right,” I said.

“That’s ‘Yes, sir’.”

“Yes, sir.”

A pause. Ryan sipped at his coffee.

“Why did you bring us to this restaurant?” I asked.

“I wanted us to have some private time, find out how you feel about Tartarus, without any pressure from Gerard and Maura. Are you comfortable there?”

“Well, I guess so. It’s a nice place, not some dark, sleazy hole.”

“Did you believe Gerard when he said a lady can go there and feel safe?”

“Yes.”

Ryan gazed at me, as if thinking about my answer.

“Alright. Now, as to what’s going to happen, I don’t want you to run screaming out into the streets. Nothing is going to occur that you can’t handle. Just like Gerard told you before, Tartartus is a safe environment, but your borders will probably get pushed a little. Does that scare you?”

“Well, it does make me nervous.”

“Good. Nervous is good.”

“Can you give me some idea…?”

“No.”

We didn’t talk the rest of the time. I hardly ate anything of my salad so I clutched a warm mug of coffee between my shaking hands. Ryan had outright admitted that he and Maura had fucked while Janine was still alive, in fact, it was a threesome. Is that what he wanted from me? My mind raced with the possibilities and my stomach did cartwheels.

I sipped at the coffee. Take it easy; take it easy, I thought to myself. Nothing’s happened yet. Nothing’s going to happen that you don’t want to happen.

I kept repeating that, like a mantra, but each time I did its power diminished until I felt that things had spun out of my control. I wasn’t allowed to make any decisions anymore. One part of me was scared shitless, but another was calm, even serene at the prospect. Finally, I managed to pick at the salad and even finish my coffee. I wanted to believe that a “with it”, laid-back attitude took over, but then the waitress refilled my mug. She commented that perhaps I needed some more caffeine to help steady my nerves. I tried to tear open a sugar packet but my hands shook too much. Finally, Ryan had to do it because a storm of sadomasochistic thoughts raged throughout my mind and manifested once more through my hands.

In contrast the continuing silence of the restaurant pressed down on me. We were there a long time and no other customers were around, yet the tension I felt was almost palpable. And not just for me, but I guessed for Ryan also. The waitress seemed to hang around the table just a little too much. Maybe she was bored with nothing else to do. Each time that she strolled by asking if we needed anything else only pushed Ryan into a darker mood. Finally, Ryan slipped her a hundred with the express order to just leave us alone. She did and we sat there in silence. After what seemed an eternity I finally gathered up the courage to ask just how much longer we were going to sit there when Ryan’s cell phone rang. Not even saying hello to the person at the other end he just listened a moment then said, “She’s there? Good.” He punched off.

“Finish up,” he told me.

I pushed away the coffee mug and leftover salad. “I’m ready,” I said.

“We’ll see.”

***

We didn’t reenter Tartarus through the front door. At least I didn’t. Ryan guided me around the side of the building, down a narrow driveway that led to a detached garage in back. About halfway there on the side of the building a steep flight of red tile stairs climbed to a small landing and a black, wrought iron security door. A flat black, metal handrail sunk into the building’s wall and a solid stucco, waist-high banister on the other provided some kind of safety from a stumble and fall. “Go on up,” Ryan said. “I have some business with Gerard, then I’ll be along.”

“When?”

Ryan fixed me with a stare. “When I’m ready. Now go.”

“But, I’m not sure…”

“Don’t make me punish you out here.” A little swat on my ass propelled me up to the stairs’ first step.

With someone else it probably was an empty threat, but past experience with this man told me different. I ran my hands along the metal handrail and rough stucco on either side as I climbed, taking care not to trip in my high heels. Halfway up I glanced back and just saw the back tip of Ryan’s head disappear around the corner to the front of the house. Just then I realized there was no one forcing me up the stairs. I could have turned around, just walked away. Just like when I waited earlier in the garden. I could end it all now, but the growing warmth between my legs wouldn’t allow that. My feet rose and fell, and soon I stood on the landing. A finger pressed the doorbell. Once. Twice. The door behind the security gate opened.

Slate-grey eyes penetrated through the strong iron mesh and held me captive. A little smile crooked the edges of Maura’s full lips. “We heard you two needed some time alone. Now you’re back. And we’ve got the whole place practically to ourselves.” Maura unlocked the security door and drew me inside. Her hand gripped my arm like iron in a possessive squeeze that arrogantly staked out a large portion of my submissive territory. And her little smile grew as wide as a wolf’s.

I tried to swallow, but my dry throat prevented that. I hated the implied history she shared with Ryan, hated at how physically at ease she acted with him, which implied other things that I didn’t want to think about, but that commanding manner cowed me. As soon as I crossed over into that darkened room Maura could have ordered me to strip and I would have no choice but to obey.

“Ah, silence. That’s either submission or defiance,” Maura said. “Either way that’s a good sign.” She brushed my warming cheek. “I hope its defiance.”

Suddenly, in the blink of an eye, I had a vision of Maura rushing me, pushing me back against the wall. She tore open my shirt and I cowered, arms crossed over my breasts. But she forced herself between my arms, found my bra between the cleavage and proceeded to rip that to shreds too until my breasts swung free. I tried to resist, but Maura knew just how to break down my defenses since she had probably done it so many times before, to so many others. Those hands pumped my tits, pinched my nipples, and I would moan in fearful pleasure.

But Maura did none of those things. She drew me inside, soft and gentle, an arm around my waist, a hand on my shoulder, the wolf’s cold grin now transformed to an open, warm smile. Yet, I was still distrustful, especially after my eyes adjusted to the darkened light.

The space was about the size of a small living room. To my left in a far corner was a simple wood sliding door. Against the opposite wall, beneath a couple of heavily draped windows, was a long, old couch. But that wasn’t all.

All around on the walls, hung at different heights, was well oiled, well polished SM equipment. The leather scent almost overpowered me as it filled not only my nostrils but also permeated my skin. Now I did shrink back a little bit. “What is this place?” I asked.

“This is the Preparation Room,” Maura said. She guided me to the room’s center and her hands slowly ran down my arms, as if to reassure, but I barely noticed, there was so much leather! Shit, I couldn’t even begin to guess how half of the strange devices were designed to work. But Maura kept right on talking. “Did you know Janine?” Maura asked.

“Huh? Oh, ah, only her photos. And what little Ryan has told me.” I kept turning about, trying to take in everything.

“Ah. Well, when the time is right, he’ll open up,” Maura said while her hands ran over my suddenly bare shoulders.

“Is he always so secretive? Ohhh!” I shivered as Maura’s seductive touch raised goose bumps on my now exposed back.

“You ask that? You who have so many of your own?”

“What?” I turned to face her. “What do you know about me? We just met.”

“Oh, I think I know enough.” Maura smiled again, but this time a little of the ice queen returned. The back of her hand, her fingers, ran down my suddenly chilled cheek, across the front of my throat. “Yes, we just met. But I know you. I know your type. You’re scared. Scared of all this, but you’re eager too. You’ve been thinking about SM for a long time, haven’t you?”

“No. No, I-I haven’t.”

“Really? Then how did you find out about Janine and Ryan’s unusual lifestyle?”

Cold hands caressed my naked nipples, sharp fingernails traced a light path down to my bare stomach. Maura circled around me, undid my skirt’s zipper.

I drew in a short breath. “It was an accident.”

“Of course,” Maura said, low and breathy, “I know Ryan, very well, as I’m sure you can guess. I knew him before he met Janine and I know him. I know what he likes, his pattern of SM play. So that brings us back to you. He obviously saw something in you, something he’s still trying to find out more about. Is it your little hush-hush side that you keep dark which fascinates him? Just how deep is that secret? And how much will you endure? To show him, to show yourself that you really are who you think you are. He brought you here to find that out, yes?” Her lips brushed over my spine, floated down to my ass. They came around to my open crotch and Maura’s tongue darted out, wetted my pubic hairs.

My heart skipped a beat. Oh, oh, god. A woman! So close, so intimate. I crossed my arms over my breasts, clasped my hands tight together, but I didn’t back away, not even when Maura stood and her full lips hovered near mine.

“Are you a slave?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“And is that what you want?”

“I-I think so.”

Maura’s eyebrows shot up. “You think so? Well, that’s better than most people. Only I need to know more. If you’re going to trust me, I need to know a lot more.”

Maura backed away and… Oh, fuck! When the hell did I get so naked?!

Maura circled me again, like a tiger stalking its prey, only now she carried a shapeless mass of leather. A lot of leather.

Shit, was she going to put all that on me?

“Tell me the rest,” she said.

My face reddened. “Rest? What rest?”

Maura ran her hand along my neck again. “Oh, your blush is so warm. Look at you, already humiliated and we’ve barely begun. Tell me the rest.” Her hand flew up and grabbed my hair. Like lightning she wrenched my head back and pushed me up against a wall, dropping the leather equipment. Maura’s satin covered breasts pressed against mine. “Tell me.”

“No. Please, don’t,” I breathed.

“You’re going to tell me,” she said. “If you don’t then I’ll tell Ryan you’re nothing more than a cheap fuck. And then he’ll dump you. And then I’ll get you all to myself.”

I tried to tell Maura to go fuck herself, but her free hand tightened around my throat and all I could do was gasp. Slowly, slowly, Maura loosened her grip and she drove me to my knees, head bent almost to the ground. “Talk, you little slut!” she hissed.

“I don’t know! I don’t know!” I said.

“Yes, you do.” Leather, fur-lined cuffs encircled my wrists. An elaborate harness quickly donned the rest of my body. “A little twat like you doesn’t just suddenly jump into SM one day. You’re hiding something.” Maura pulled my head back up and slapped me twice. The second time so hard I fell over on my side. I didn’t stay there long as she locked the cuffs together, grabbed me by the shoulders and flipped me onto my chest. A strong arm shoved under my stomach, then pulled up and my ass was in the air. “It’s so obvious. You’re so full of pent up guilt. Are you Jewish? No, I’ll bet you’re Catholic.”

“Yes.”

“That explains part of it. But there’s more.” She held up a butt plug. Greased it up.

“No! Please, no!” I closed my eyes, averted my head. “I dream!”

The plug didn’t enter. Maura leaned down, real close. “Tell me about your dreams.”

I told her everything. Crying, tears staining the carpet. The more I cried the happier Maura got. Then, at last, when I had finished, Maura sat up, hands on her hips. “Good. I understand.”

Now the plug did go in.

Oh, god! Stop, stop! I tried to shout. Or was it m re, more! It didn’t matter because Maura shoved it in all the way.

Ohmygodohmygodohmygod. It was in me. Pushing, expanding my asshole, then secured as a crotch strap came up between my cheeks and was buckled to a waist strap, everything held tight. In my asshole!

Maura stood me up. She removed that strange rope and tied it around my neck, using the leftover portion as a leash.

“Now, let’s just see how much of a slave you are.”




Chapter Five

Coming Out

The hallways were narrow and dark. Maura half-dragged me along and I followed on halting feet. We descended a short flight of stairs and blew through a thin, dark curtain hung from a double wide arch. They waited for us on the other side.

Ryan. And Gerard. Both were masked, shirtless, and wore tight pants with the crotch cut out to reveal their cocks in all their glory. At least, I thought it was them. Ryan’s bare chest and manhood I knew well, no way would I mistake that wonderful cock for someone else. And as for the other? I assumed it was Gerard. Who else could it be? Unless Gerard was gay and called in a straight buddy. But no, the simplest answer was the best – it was Gerard. He carried a heavy flogger, and when he spoke I was proved right.

“Bring in the prisoner,” he said, loud and clear.

A steel door at the far end of the room creaked open. No light bled past the frame and the space beyond remained in shadow. Then came a sound, like flesh being hit by something heavy and a distant squeal, followed by the jingling of little bells. There was an unsteady cadence which got louder with the creak of leather as soft, yet insistent voices issued from the darkness.

“Move those feet. C’mon, move!” said a woman. She backed up through the door, then turned around to face the front, one end of a taught leather leash in her hand. It was Liz, her long, brunette hair pulled back in a twisted braid. She no longer wore her leather outfit but now something more akin to Maura’s: a tight pair of red jodhpurs and boots. And that was all. Liz was topless, a set of full breasts covered in a light sheen that matched the rest of her exposed skin, a sheen that indicated a brief, yet intense, physical exertion, one that involved who was at the other end of the leash.

Behind Liz strode another woman, her steps uncertain. This one wore a body harness like mine, but was also covered in a lot more leather. Cuffs at the elbows were connected in back by a light, but sturdy chain, while two more cuffs on the upper thighs were locked to the pointed end of leather mittens that encased her hands. A pair of ankle cuffs, also connected by a light chain, kept the woman’s high-heeled steps small. A leather hood encased her head. But the tinkling of the bells came from nipple clamps on the woman’s breasts, all marked up in red welts.

It wasn’t Julia, the other woman from downstairs. Of that I was sure, because Julia entered the room right behind the leathered up woman and was dressed just like Liz, with the same sweaty glow about her. But while Liz at least acted gentle as she pulled the hooded woman along, Julia sported a wooden paddle and swatted the woman’s ass if she slowed down too much. The hooded woman squealed and jumped forward with each swat. Her arms strained as she tried to pull her hands out of the locked on mittens with no success.

“You’re going to take part in this slave’s punishment,” Gerard said.

I stared at the woman, the tight hood around her head, the heavy leather that pressed deep on her bare, delicate skin. “What did she do?”

“That’s none of your business,” he said. “You just follow orders, unless you also desire punishment.” His hands twisted the flogger’s blades and the creak of the leather cut through the room with the promise of a type of pain I definitely did not want to experience.

“No,” I said. Maura jerked my head back by the hair, a not so gentle reminder. “I mean, no, sir.”

“Hmm,” he said. “You say no, but something tells me different. And you can sure use more training.”

“We’ll talk about that later depending on how things go here,” Ryan said, at last speaking up. He nodded at the hooded woman.

That seemed to settle the matter, for now. Gerard turned his attention to the woman, but Ryan kept a steady gaze on me, and I felt naked. Not in a not-wearing-any-clothes way, but as if he could see right through me, and knew that my pussy trickled with the first touch of the leather crotch strap on my engorged lips. That the trickle grew to a river when Liz and Julia dragged in the hapless, hooded woman. Not a slave, a prisoner, which implied one who had done wrong and was now sentenced to do penance. Penance, punishment. My twat flowed with a hot flood of pussy juice.

As did the prisoner’s. Even at this distance the gleam was unmistakable. Juices from her shaven crotch smeared along the inside of her thighs. A glob or two fell in a long, slow drip to land between her feet. Gerard’s hand stabbed past the wet lips and the woman squealed inside the hood. His fingers loaded up, Gerard tore off the snap-on mouth plug and plunged his hand into her pink mouth, all the way up to the knuckles. The woman gurgled and tried to back away, but Liz’s leash grip tightened and the woman held still. Then she realized just what was in her mouth, what was on that hand, and her mood changed. She leaned forward, her jaw working, her tongue slurping around the fingers. A moan escaped her throat, one of long-delayed, greedy pleasure.

“Doesn’t seem like a punishment, does it?” Gerard asked, either to the prisoner or to me, I wasn’t sure. “You’ll soon know for sure.”

Gerard withdrew his hand and the prisoner’s wet hole strained to blindly follow, but Julia hooked a finger through a D-ring on top of the hood, yanking back the head.

“Hey!” the woman said, “I want thaullp.”

Gerard shoved the plug past her lips, but something had already twanged inside me. That voice. I knew it. I did.

I searched my memory. Did I hear it from a song? Or some cheap cable show? Is that why the woman was hooded, not as much as a punishment but to conceal her identity? But it seemed everyone there already knew her except me. They wanted to keep this celeb’s face a secret. Why? Probably so I wouldn’t go ape-shit over the fact that she was someone famous?

While I struggled with all this, Gerard led the others in the “punishment”. Under his direction Liz and Julia removed the mittens and they strung up the woman. She stood, all stretched out from strained toes to fingers that clawed at the air high overhead. A to die for figure and flawless skin practically begged for attention, the kind that Gerard and the others were preparing to lavish on her, while long, straight, fake blonde hair cascaded down from a hole near the top of the hood.

Who was she? I had to know.

I must have done something, shifted in my stance, maybe lurched forward to get a better look at the woman. Whatever I did, the action was taken the wrong way because Maura jerked me back, a hand firmly wrapped in my body harness. She wrenched me to the floor, until I lay curled up sideways under her menacing glare.

“Don’t you pussy out now,” she whispered, mistaking my curiosity for reluctance. “You watch this, and get ready to do your part.” Maura slowly licked her slightly parted lips.

Ice needles stabbed at the inside of my stomach. Oh, fuck! Oh, Jesus! They wanted me to have sex with her? Ryan never said anything about this! I wanted to scream and run out of there. And it would have been so easy. My mouth wasn’t gagged, my legs weren’t tied. I could have brought the whole thing to a stop. All I had to do was say the word and Ryan would have stopped everything. I looked up at him and saw him staring down at me; I was safe with him here, but he also had an unasked question in his eyes: Do you want it to end here?

You don’t want to, another part of me whispered, one deeply buried and now finally freed. Let loose, the furtive temptation of whispers stirred a new wave of heat deep within my crotch. I remained planted to the spot, my silence all the answer Ryan needed. And I would have stayed there anyway, but Maura made sure with a booted heel pressed down on the side of my head. I lay there, helpless, as the punishment commenced.

Gerard ripped off the blindfold portion of the hood, the snaps clicking loud and quick. The prisoner snorted, blue eyes ablaze, ready to fight, yet vulnerable to every whim of the tormentors. Gerard held up a clothespin and the prisoner’s eyes grew round.

“Eiiimmm! Eiiaaammm!” she screamed in the hood and shook her head.

The clothes pin clamped onto a breast.

“AAHHHMMMPPHH!”

Another followed, then more. The woman twisted, turned, screamed but one after another their hungry wooden mouths bit into her flesh, turned it pale white in their jaws, angry red all around. Gerard went down one side, almost all the way to her pussy, and Ryan took up the other. The woman tried to throw a kick, but she couldn’t decide which one to hit, and her chained feet sure didn’t help either. So she flailed at the air between them, which brought a quick slap on a tit from Gerard. The woman threw back her head and issued another muffled scream while Julia and Liz flew into action. Each grabbed a leg, released the chain between the ankles and drew them wide apart. Together they locked on a steel spreader bar to keep them that way. Julia licked her lips, brought her mouth near the woman’s crotch but Gerard pulled her back by the hair, throwing her on her side. He pointed for Julia to get back to her original position. With a definite pout, Julia half-crawled behind the woman.

“Don’t make me punish you too,” he said to Julia, “or maybe I should give you to Liz.”

Julia’s face turned ashen, while Liz stared at Julia in a sexual hunger. I shivered. My god, that woman was scary.

“Yes, just think about that, both of you,” Gerard said. “But for now, concentrate on the prisoner. And as for you -” he turned to me and pointed at the woman’s wet pussy. “ – I expect great things. But for now…”

Gerard snapped a clothespin just beyond the prisoner’s eyes, then brought it slowly, slowly down to those engorged, wet pussy lips. The woman’s round eyes got even wider and the screams inside the hood reached new levels. Gerard carefully, very, very carefully clamped the clothespin right on a lip. Then the other.

The woman threw her head back and screamed. Tears welled up in her eyes, overflowed and wet the tight leather that surrounded her head. She incoherently begged through the gag, begged for mercy, for anything. She leaned forward, snot dribbling from her nose, her whole body racked in sobs.

Ignoring her, Gerard and Ryan finished with the rest of the clothespins. Two strings connected them down each side except for the ones on the pussy lips. Both men stood back, the strings taut. The woman’s sobs subsided, and she straightened up, almost proud, even though her frantic, red eyes swiveled from one to the other.

At a nod from Gerard, both men pulled the strings. The clothespins went snap snap snap, like a machine gun.

For a split second everything was quiet.

The woman threw her head back again, her screams at a new pitch. She lifted her spread legs off the floor in a pinwheel, knees brought inward until they not quite touched each other. All over her skin little welts formed, each angry red mark part of a pair of lines that followed the contours of her body. At last Liz and Julia brought their steadying hands into play, speaking softly to the woman, gently kissing the red marks, easing her, if not to calm, then to a lower level of hysteria. Eventually, the woman’s struggles died down, but now her red-rimmed eyes fixed right on me.

I heard and saw everything, of course, and none of it really registered. While the woman underwent punishment one thought kept going through my head: They want me to put my mouth on that pussy. My mouth on a pussy. Mouth on pussy. Oh, god, oh god ohgodohgod. Swallow. Lick my lips. Swallow again. Breathe. Stay calm. Swallow, breathe, lips, lick. Pussy, pussy.

Maura removed her boot from the side of my head, brought me upright. Her hand on my back, I shuffled forward on my knees. The pussy got closer. Closer. I could smell it!

Maura squatted next to me. “Go on,” she said. “Take the clothespins off first.”

“H-How?” I stammered. “My, my hands are tied.”

“Think.” Her hand on the back of my head pushed me forward.

My mouth opened and my tongue tasted wood. Lower teeth, then upper teeth contacted the porous surface. Slowly, slowly, my jaw closed, lifted away the clamp, and the woman heaved a relieved sigh. I let the clothespin fall to the floor where it splashed in the abundant pussy juices. But the other clothespin was tougher. It was on the side Ryan had done, and it was really jammed up there. I couldn’t get it off all at once so I had to move it a little, let it clamp back down, get a better angle, then move it again, and with each move the woman moaned in pain. But the worse was when I nearly had it off and it slipped from between my teeth. It fell off, but it also pinched the woman right on the edge of her lip. She screamed again and thrashed in Liz’s and Julia’s restraining arms.

She glared down at me. “Iich! Ucking Iich!”

“I’m sorry! Sorry! I didn’t mean it! I’m sorry.”

“Then show her,” Maura whispered. “Show her how sorry you are.”

I looked around to each one; Maura, Gerard, Liz, Julia. They all looked down on me; the ladies with gentle yet firm expressions that encouraged, and the same from Gerard’s eyes also.

Gerard said, “You can do this. You want to do this.”

I want to do this? Really? Fuck, what DO I want?

Last of all I looked at Ryan. He stood a little removed from the rest, arms crossed, as if he weren’t part of the group. I couldn’t see his face from under the mask he wore, but his eyes drilled me, ready to see which way I would go. He had told me this was to find out just how much of a slave I was, and I suddenly got a flash that Janine had undergone a similar test. What did she think when confronted with this choice?

I want to please him.

I leaned forward. My tongue slipped out between my lips.

Salty. And wet, very wet. Lord, allow me to mend the hurt I caused. Gently, gently. Soothe. Heal. Fix, let me fix this. Ummm. That taste. Ummm, good. Oh, yes. Like. I like. Ummm.

I snaked all around the woman’s pussy. Slow, sinuous. Hmm, this wasn’t so bad. A lot easier than going down on my ex, and I didn’t have to worry about cum shooting to the back of my throat. I sipped at the pussy juice, then slurped more and more. From a snake I turned into a mischievous and playful squirrel; dart in here, wisp a little there. The woman moaned and I decided to just go for it. I opened my mouth wide and treated her like a man; suck, suck, suck everything down, let those pussy juices run over my tongue, collect in the back of my mouth. Mmm. Mmmm! Swallow. Swallow it all!

My head bobbed up and down, not like on a man, but a more subtle rhythm. And that scent. It invaded my nostrils and I breathed deep, took it all in. Lick, suck, inhale, more, more. Ah. Ahhhh.

The woman’s legs tried to clamp around my head, but the spreader bar prevented that. Instead she managed to rub the inside of her thighs against my cheeks and I took a second to give her a small bite on each. The prisoner squealed, the women laughed, and I dove again. Let me back at that muff!

I found it and went even deeper this time. The legs on either side of my head trembled, then held still, tense, expectant. Then at last, at long last, the explosions began. She moaned into the gag, and then someone tore it out because her clear screams bounced off the walls. Suddenly she was on the floor, like the overhead rope had been cut, and those still bound hands found the back of my head, guided me to her crotch, shoved my mouth back into that delta of hot nectar. I drank every drop. My tongue lapped, plunged between those two engorged clefts and she screamed again, and again. Not in pain now, but in long, built up relief and ecstasy.

Then I noticed someone was behind me. The crotch strap was loosened, the butt plug withdrawn with an audible swuuuck. And then, cock – hot, hard cock shoved up my own pussy – pulsating, throbbing. I lost contact with the woman, my mouth now forced into a new rhythm, dictated by my master Ryan’s frenzied pumps and thrusts. He pounded away, in effect telling me that even though he may give my mouth away, this part, my pussy, my cunt, belonged to him. And when he came, when his cum juice shot into me, hard, fast and full of sizzle, and when I cried out, shouted “Ryan! Ryan! Master. Oh, my Master!” I knew I was his slave.

And he was mine.

***

Granted a brief rest, I watched from a stretched out, muscle limp position on the floor as the woman prisoner was led away. I don’t know exactly what happened to her after she came in my mouth. Julia and Liz swooped down on her and gathered her up, both pairs of the grasping hands competing for attention. Julia’s left hand squeezed a breast while the right quickly dove into her own pants, then came out, loaded with pussy juice and shoved into the prisoner’s mouth, much like Gerard had done. The prisoner suckled on those wet fingers like a new born babe. Meanwhile, Liz squeezed the other tit, more like pinched the nipple, and from her other hand hooked a finger into the prisoner’s asshole, guiding her from behind. The woman prisoner’s legs shook, barely keeping herself erect, and she shuffled between the two ladies past the steel door. Liz took charge of closing it, but not before Julia withdrew her hand from the prisoner’s mouth, placing her own lips on the prisoner’s with plenty of tongue between them. Last thing I saw, Liz gave a wink and nod to Gerard.

Whatever punishment the prisoner was meant to endure apparently was finished, or perhaps not. I guess it all depended on your point of view. But my situation was far from over. I had hoped my little rest period would turn into a full on afterglow in Ryan’s arms, but that vanished when not one, but three dominants stood over me.

“Well, now we know she’s a muff diver,” Gerard said. “You ever do anything like that before, slave?”

“What? No!” I said.

A little kick from Maura. “No, sir.”

“You sure could’ve fooled us,” Maura said.

Gerard squatted down, his erect cock pointed out at me from between his legs. “Who knew little religious girls could be so eclectic?” He looked up at Ryan. “And you had no idea?”

Ryan shrugged. “I suspected. But it was just the two of us at the cabin and the subject never came up. But now,” he looked down at me and tilted his head slightly to one side, “I’m curious just how far this bi-thing goes.”

Maura grinned but it soon vanished when Ryan reinserted the butt plug, sliding it in a lot more easily this time and, for good measure, also added another plug in my pussy. The new one possessed a bit of a hard shell, and when I noticed the two wires that ran from its end to a long cigar-shaped tube with a red switch I knew Ryan wasn’t yet done with me, not even close. As for Maura, her expression reflected confusion and disappointment.

“You’re not ending it already, are you?” she asked. Maura sounded almost pouty, as if an implied promise had been broken.

“Don’t worry,” Ryan said. “We haven’t forgotten about you.” From a back pocket on those tight pants, he drew out a gag; a leather plug on one side of a square black panel while on the other, thrust out and almost a foot long, was a black dildo.

“A penis gag?” Maura queried, almost in disbelief. “Can’t you do any better than that?”

“You’ll like this one,” Ryan said. “Take off your pants and lie down.”

Maura’s eyes flashed. “The hell I will!”

Gerard stepped forward. “Yes, you will. This isn’t a confession for you, but you do need to purge. I’ve seen how you look at her,” he nodded at me. “And, frankly, I’ve thought the same thing. She may not look like Janine, but she sure does remind us of her. Do it or I’ll tell Ryan to put it in your mouth.”

Maura’s angry, haughty defiance turned to shock. “You wouldn’t…”

“Try me,” Gerard said.

Maura swallowed, her face now full of dread but also dark desire. Slightly shaking hands unbuttoned her shirt and pushed down the clingy jodhpurs. Gerard stood over and directed her to a prone position on her back, knees up and legs spread. He set to work on Maura with a flogger, the blades turning those white, firm thighs pink, then a deep shade of red. Maura cried out, hands clasped just below full breasts, fingernails digging deeper into her flesh with each loud smack of the flogger.

I didn’t get to see much else. Ryan set to work on me; the leather plug filled my mouth, pushing up on the roof and pressing down, down, on my tongue. Soon all the buckles were locked and the gag seemed welded to my face.

A single finger under my chin turned my head this way and that for Ryan’s inspection. “Good. Good. What about you?” he asked Gerard.

A few more swipes of the flogger to go with Maura’s cries and then Gerard stepped aside. All he said was, “Ready.”

Ryan gripped a back strap on the body harness and I shuffled on my knees over to Maura’s quaking body. Like the prisoner before her, Maura’s pussy was ripe, the vaginal lips puffed out. Her eyes were closed, head turned aside and her mouth slightly parted, as if in denial that things had taken this unexpected turn, yet ready for the inevitable rape and already in her own pleasure zone.

I knew what they wanted of me. I lowered my head between Maura’s bruised thighs.

“Just a sec,” Ryan said. He flicked the switch on the control box and the vibrator in my pussy became alive. I squealed, hunched my back in reaction, and looked up at Ryan.

“Oh, now don’t give me that,” he said. His fingers spread out on the back of my head and I thought he was going to push me down the rest of the way, but instead a finger on his other hand pressed something near the base of the gag.

The dildo started to vibrate too. I could feel it through the panel, translated into the leather plug, like a million hyper ants that scurried in my mouth.

“The sooner you get started, the sooner you’ll be allowed to cum,” he said.

I didn’t care about cumming! Shit, the vibes in my mouth were like Chinese water torture, you didn’t mind it at first, but eventually, unable to do anything about it, you went nuts. Only I could do something about it, and so I speared Maura’s pussy. She moaned but didn’t move as I began to thrust, hard, fast, violent, just like a man. Aside from the torture in my mouth I felt the pressure build up in my own pussy, the vibrator down there also doing an efficient job. Before Ryan even plugged all my holes, and with the tension surrounding Maura, my “afterglow” disappeared. Soon, I was more than halfway to a new orgasm. Just the presence of the vibrator and butt plug inside me sent me there and I struggled to continue the rape, while my own rape took place as well. But it was too much, the familiar build up of tension took over, then the sudden explosion racked my body and I nearly toppled over. Ryan’s hands on my shoulders kept me up, but all thought of Maura fled as I rocketed once more to the heights of ecstasy. Yet, it wasn’t as much of a climax as before. The first orgasm had almost drained me, and now this one that followed so soon was just a leftover in comparison. But what a leftover! And just like before, I wasn’t allowed any time to rest.

“Get back to work,” Ryan said. He turned off the pussy vibrator.

I glared up at him. Then turned back to Maura.

C’mon, c’mon, you bitch! I thought. Give it up! Cum! The dildo split Maura’s snatch, the vibrations doing their own number on that pink center of frustration and reward. At one point I must have changed the angle slightly, somehow brought the dildo closer to the clit, because Maura cried out “Yes! Yes!” grabbed the dildo and pulled it and me upwards, closer to her stomach, trying to direct everything to that one spot. She didn’t get much of a chance though; Gerard slapped away her hand, then kneeled on the floor, grabbed her wrists and pulled them beyond her head, crossing them and keeping both immobile in his own.

“No, no!” she yelled. “Let me cum! Let me cum!”

Gerard leaned down over her. “When I tell you, bitch.”

“Please, please!”

“Shut up.” Gerard slapped her.

Maura started to cry, but Gerard slapped her again. “You’ve got way too much anger. You’re still mourning over Janine, aren’t you? Aren’t you?”

“No. I mean, yes. Yes! I hate her!”

“Why? What did she do to you?

Maura’s closed lips trembled.

Gerard readied another slap. “Answer!”

“She left.”

“You mean she died.”

Maura started to cry. “Why?”

I paused in my thrusts, glanced at Gerard. His eyes were wet too. He looked up at Ryan and it seemed he talked to him more than to Maura. “Because it was her time.”

I twisted my head around to Ryan. His arms were stiff at his sides, hands formed into fists. There weren’t any tears in his eyes, just rage. He caught me looking up at him, then he leaned down and this time did push my head toward Maura’s pussy. “Did I tell you to stop?” he almost yelled at me.

I got back to work. The tears ran down the sides of Maura’s head, but her body told me she needed to cum. More than needed to cum. At last Gerard whispered in her ear and Maura let loose with a floor pounding orgasm that released more pent up anger than denied pleasure. “Bitch, bitch, bitch! Why did you have to die? Fucking bitch!” she screamed, then trailed off as the wave of orgasms trickled away.

Ryan pulled me away and brought me up on wobbly legs. Wrapped in his arms, half-dragged away, past the same steel door that Liz and Julia had taken the woman prisoner. I looked back. Gerard’s mask was off and Maura sat up. They cried in each others’ arms.

***

In the room next door there was no sign of the prisoner. In fact, no one was around as Ryan guided me down the inner garden steps and to Gerard’s office. Once there, Ryan removed all the plugs in my orifices and his mask too. The anger in his eyes was bottled up and pushed way down deep.

He still hadn’t untied me, and I slumped down on my side, my wrung out body at last getting a rest. God, what a pair of orgasms. I stared into space; Ryan’s legs now dressed in his regular pants occasionally walking into view, then at last settling on the loveseat that we occupied when we first entered Gerard’s office who knew how long ago. After what seemed a lifetime I swiveled my eyes to the window and found it was coming on dark. Movement out in the garden caught my attention and I struggled to sit up. Was it Liz and Julia with the woman prisoner? In the gathering gloom the shape seemed right, only she no longer had blonde hair. With her back turned I wondered if she really was a lustrous brunette. Her hands were still tied, but now all three ladies laughed together, and Julia stayed especially close to her like a lover. She caressed the prisoner’s cheek, the back of her neck.

“Who is that woman?” I asked.

Ryan ignored the question. “I’m sorry. That thing with Maura… Well, sometimes a purge is even more intense than a confession.”

“Confession? What are you talking about?”

Again, Ryan didn’t directly answer. He acted more like he was talking to himself. “I didn’t know Gerard was going to take things in that direction. Bring up Janine. But, I guess in the end, Maura and Gerard needed to do that.”

I still didn’t get what was going on. Maura obviously went through some kind of purge, finally letting go of her pent up grief and anger over Janine’s passing, but what exactly did she confess? I was about to ask more when Maura and Gerard entered the office. Gerard was back in the suit and tie in which he greeted us, while Maura wore a long, blue silken bathrobe. Her eyes were still puffy from crying, but her whole carriage was relaxed, a startling change from the tense woman before.

She gave a little, nervous laugh. “Well, I sure as fuck needed that. Thank you all. I’m sure I can count on your discretion.”

“Of course,” Ryan said, “although Sloane has some questions.”

Maura threw me a half-smile. “Don’t worry about Sloane. We’re going to come to an understanding.”

Gerard’s eyebrows went up. “You assert primacy? So soon?”

“You know a confessor can’t force anything. That’s up to the other as to who they want to talk to.”

What? Now I was really confused. Something had just happened. Somehow Maura had made some kind of claim on me related to what I had just witnessed. Her “confession”.

“What about you, Ryan? Have you spoken to someone?” Maura said.

The anger from before passed briefly across Ryan. With a forced casualness he said, “The time isn’t right.”

A long pause. One of those that left more said, than unsaid, in its silence.

Maura nodded, letting go of the subject for now. She leaned over, picked up a framed photo from Gerard’s desk and gazed at it, as if remembering some distant, fond memory. “You know, it’s been a while since -”

“Yes,” Gerard hastily interrupted. “Maybe it’s time the old group got back together.”

“Do you think they’ll all come?”

“People move on,” Gerard said. “They lose touch. But if we can contact them, they’ll show.”

“That’ll be nice,” Maura said. Her fingers caressed the photo, then placed it back on the desk, but not quite in the same place, and at an altered angle. I leaned over and found that it depicted a large group of people in various stages of leather and latex dress who stood in front of a Hummer at night on a country road. In the middle of them all was Janine. She looked exhausted, like she had just run a long race. Completely naked, she was tied to the front grill of the huge vehicle, arms and legs spread wide. A ball gag filled her mouth and through tangled hair her wide eyes made her look like a captured animal. Included in the large group were a smiling Ryan, Maura and Gerard. Yet, another person at the far right also caught my attention. There was a bit of glare on the photo so I leaned over further. Yes, I could see her now and… Holy fuck!

“Ah, there you are,” Gerard said. He swiveled around in his desk chair as Liz and Julia finally made it to the office with their “prisoner”. My head swam. I almost fainted. The voices around me echoed in my head, like great peals of bells. “We’re getting the old gang back together,” Gerard said.

“About fat fucking time,” Julia said.

“Are the cabins even available?” Liz asked.

“How about it?” Gerard asked the woman prisoner. “Can we use them?”

The woman prisoner gave a short laugh. “Ha. Not without me,” said Maribeth.




Chapter Six

Green

“Knees up. Up! Good. Keep the toes of the boots pointed, like a dancer. That’s better. Good girl.”

So Ryan encouraged me as I strutted in a circle at the end of a long, leather leash. The rubber training bit shoved way back in my mouth separated my upper and lower teeth and drool lapped down my lower lip, dripped from my chin and vanished in the fine dust that my spiked boots had stamped out over the last two days.

Ponygirl. That was me now. A red plumed feather on top of my head harness and the rubber bit in my mouth left no external doubt. Internally a butt and vagina plug not only filled those holes but also gave me a delicate gait that delighted Ryan as well. Ryan had decided this was my new role and wanted me to have at least a bit of training before everyone else showed up. And since we were back up in the woods with trails leading off in all directions it seemed only natural. More than a few of Ryan’s friends were into this kind of pony thing, and he was excited about seeing them again. Gerard had called several times to say which person or couple had promised to show up and Ryan wanted me to join in the “fun” too. So Ryan put me through my paces, now calling out canter, followed by a short gallop, and then taking me back down to strut. I couldn’t help but think of how much my life had changed, especially after that trip to Tartarus, and that moment when I at last recognized Maribeth.

Shocked right down to my toes didn’t even begin to describe it. Maribeth was into SM? What’s more, I had gone down on her. While the other doms talked, taking care of details about this upcoming impromptu gathering, Maribeth and I exchanged a long look. She wore a secret smile, as if she hadn’t quite planned for us to meet like this, but now that we had it was like no one else suspected about our hush-hush connection. As for me… Well, shit, the last thing I had expected that day was to eat out someone else’s pussy, and my best friend’s at that! I wanted to talk to Maribeth, try to understand what? I already knew that Maribeth liked to do different things. I even suspected her bi-sexuality based on certain turns of some of our conversations, or how she even might gaze a little too long at some other woman when we shopped at the mall. But then, with a start, as we regarded each other, I realized the twisted feeling in my stomach wasn’t from the fact that I had unwittingly brought her to orgasm, or the fact that her identity during her “punishment” had been hidden from me probably because I might freak out at the thought of unknowingly outing myself to a close friend. No, the sensation in my gut, and through the rest of me, told me that this had been a long time coming. While Maribeth had watched other women, I had watched her. After the divorce I was so lonely at times, and Maribeth was always right there, a good, trusted friend, that I wondered sometimes what it would be like. But then I had always shoved the thought of our being together way, way back in a dark corner of my mind. And then when we did get together, and I found out my mouth was on her pussy, the shock quickly turned into our little secret. Oh, sure, Ryan already knew that we knew each other, but not the full extent. As far as he knew we were more like employer – employee. And no one else suspected either.

Except Maura. She caught our secret looks but didn’t say anything. Not quite sure what was going on, she remained silent, but also gave me a look of her own that clearly said she was going to get to the bottom of it. As for myself I pretty much ignored her. All I wanted was to talk to Maribeth. No. What I really wanted was to get my mouth on her pussy again, or have hers on mine. But the doms took up the rest of the time at Tartarus, and as a slave I waited on my master’s pleasure. At that moment it was planning this upcoming get together, and soon Maribeth, the prisoner, was led away by a craving Julia and Liz who couldn’t wait to get “the prisoner” all to themselves again. Shortly after that Ryan and I were headed back to the cabins to begin my ponygirl training.

“C’mon, girl, stretch those legs!” Ryan urged. “Don’t make me turn on the plugs.”

Shit no. A shock from the butt plug or a vibe from the vagina plug was the last thing I needed now. So I almost welcomed Ryan’s other tool of encouragement.

A long, thin stock whip arced down. The furry end popped just above the dust near my feet, raised a little cloud and I kick started myself quickly from a strut to walk to canter to gallop, all the time keeping the toes pointed, the legs as straight as possible so that my gait resembled more of an animal than human being.

“That’s it, that’s my girl,” Ryan called out as I circled around him. “Keep that back straight, head up. Head up! Proud. Proud ponygirl.”

I puffed around the bit, my chest heaved and I sucked in air. This ponygirl thing was harder than I had thought. I had always thought myself to be in good shape, but now beads of sweat collected on my forehead, ran into blinking eyes, traced down like a river along my spine and past my crossed and bound hands pulled up near my shoulder blades. Matted hair clung to my head like a tight hood while my stomach developed a sheen to match the one on my thighs. But in the center of it all, between my pumping legs, another heat grew. Like a virus it spread through the rest of my bound body, and when Ryan finally called a halt to my latest sprint and I stood straight at attention, my legs quaked, but not entirely from exhaustion.

Ryan approached with a smile, wrapping the lead around his fist. His free hand pushed my legs slightly apart, the fingers on my wet, hot pussy.

“You’ve certainly taken to your new role,” he said. “Oh, yes, I haven’t seen anyone get wet as fast you since… Well, not for a while.” Ryan pinched a pussy lip and I sucked in even more air around the bit.

“You’re going to look great lined up next to all the others. You’re only competition will be Maribeth. And even then, when I get you both hitched up in a double team, I’m going to have to tie Maribeth up extra tight so that she doesn’t try to sabotage you through jealousy. Not that she would try, because I think she’s slightly in love with you, but I’ve got a butt plug or two that’ll keep her in line.”

Boing. You ever have one of those moments? When someone says something in all innocence that kind of twists your guts because it just feels wrong? That’s what I got when Ryan spoke about Maribeth. In one leap I went from feeling the secure center of attention to a sideshow because of Ryan’s possibly laying his hands on another woman. And not because it was Maribeth, but any woman. He was mine. These last few weeks I had laid claim to him, even if he didn’t know it, and the idea of him playing with, touching someone else, stirred a feeling deep within me that I hadn’t felt since my marriage ended. I didn’t want Ryan playing with anyone else but me, and even the idea of not just Maribeth, but who knew how many other women prancing around near or fully nude just about made me see everything through a thick green haze.

The lead leash tugged at the side ring of my head harness. I automatically jerked back against it only to have the leash pull even harder against my lower jaw. The bit drove deeper into my mouth and I spun sideways to face Ryan while pulling back against the leash, my feet planted like a mule.

“Sloane!” Ryan said. He dropped the whip, gripping the taut leash in both hands. “Sloane! Stop it! What’s the matter with you?”

I twisted my head, blew past the bit and my lips. So, he thought he could just tie me up and throw me aside so another woman might scream under his whip, struggle in tight ropes tied by him, and feel his hands roam freely over her body? Fuck that!

“Sloane! Sloane, stop!” Ryan tried reeling me in, the strength in his arms greater than my stubborn, trembling legs.

“That’s it, girl. That’s it. Shhh.” Ryan’s tone softened and he smiled, although a bit unsure. “Aren’t you all run out by now? Maybe I need to just hook you up to a tree, let you pull against that for awhile -”

Ryan was nearly next to me. He raised an open, placating hand and let up on the leash just enough.

I wrenched my head around, stepped back and just like that I was free! And for a split second we stared at each other; Ryan’s hands empty with an equally empty, shocked expression while I was almost as shocked. But I recovered first.

I bolted from the clearing, into the dense cover of trees, and left Ryan in my dust. The leash trailed after me, snagged on a couple of bushes, but I grit my teeth on the bit, pulled against the leash, and ran on. I heard Ryan calling my name, but fainter with each stride I put between us. I huffed and puffed past the bit and soon the only sounds were my heavy breaths and crunch of boots on the pine needles.

I ran and ran, weaving past thin to medium sized tree trunks, now down a steep hollow, then struggling up the other side. Splashing downstream in a shallow brook, the water washing clean the heels and toes of my boots, then getting muddy again as pine needles also attached themselves to the wet leather and tiny leaves clung to my sticky body. Eventually I stopped, leaned against a tree and the rough bark scratched my tender skin. The bit got in the way of my deep breaths as I struggled to take in enough air.

A sound. Far away and yet too close. Steady, growing in volume. I spun about until, at last, able to pinpoint the source I turned just in time to see a dark colored car about thirty yards away negotiate a tight, horseshoe curve before disappearing on its way up the mountain. But the sound of its laboring engine and tires didn’t completely fade away. It slowed down, almost stopped, then started up again as the tires’ smooth song on the asphalt was replaced by another verse on dirt and gravel. Then another car came around the bend, followed by another and this time I caught a brief glance through an open window of a woman riding shotgun. I wasn’t sure, but the hair style and color matched Maribeth’s.

With a start I realized I wasn’t that far from the entrance road to the cabins. With all my running I had hoped I was further away, but my steps had just brought me in a wide arc, almost a complete circle, close to my starting point.

Now a Hummer slowly rolled up the road, one with a deer guard in front that reminded me a lot of the one in the photo in Gerard’s office, the vehicle to which Janine had been strapped. But unlike the others it didn’t turn off the road. It went on but then stopped, sat in the middle of the narrow road, then slowly backed up.

“This is the place, I’m telling ya,” came a woman’s voice. Maura?

A man answered. I couldn’t make out the words but they were sharp.

“Don’t yell at me!” Maura. Definitely Maura. “You’re the one who was so sure that you could remember the way up here after all this time.”

No reply this time from the man. I crept forward until through the trees I could make out a steep, tall embankment and watch the hummer turn onto the dirt road. Yes, there was Maura, bling-bling sunglasses covering half her face, and Gerard at the wheel, mouth set in a grim line. The Hummer followed the winding dirt road and, at one point, almost faced me head on. I dropped like a stone, hiding behind a sparse, low bush. The hummer slowed, then stopped, its passenger side once more facing in my direction.

“What’re you doing?” asked an annoyed Maura.

“I thought I saw something out there,” Gerard said. He craned his head down to get a better view out of Maura’s window. “It looked like a ponygirl.”

“Maybe Ryan is giving Sloane a final warm up,” Maura said.

“No. This ponygirl was alone.”

Maura was annoyed again. “No way Ryan would allow Sloane to get away. And no way would Sloane test him like that.”

“You’ve met her only once and you’re so sure?”

Maura stared out from the vehicle, her eyes hidden behind those big sunglasses, but I felt they were trained on me, seeing right through to my hiding place. “She’s just a little slave girl.”

Gerard didn’t respond. He straightened behind the wheel and the Hummer rolled forward.

I shook in rage as the Hummer’s sounds receded in the distance. Just a little slave girl? That bitch!

I ran off in what I hoped was the opposite direction of the cabins. I don’t know how long or how far and remembered very little. At last, my chest heaving, my legs burning, I was forced to stop. Thirsty. Very thirsty. I sucked at the bit, hoping to draw back some drool or even a trace of moisture to my dry mouth, but all I got was the taste of hard rubber and a chill on my skin. The last weak rays of the sun died away and deep shadows melded to form one large gathering dark. I shivered, tried to hide from a light wind behind a large tree trunk but that hardly helped. It was cold, getting colder by the minute and I knew that, although I was still angry at Ryan, I had to get someplace warm. And that meant the cabins. So off I went.

Only a few paces. I turned around. Started off again. Stopped.

Oh, crap. I was lost.

I had run so far, for so long, my anger fueled with my jealousy, that I had gone completely off the grid. And now here I was, bound, gagged, naked, with no idea of just where the hell I had gotten myself. In deep shit. That’s where.

Easy. Don’t panic. I needed warmth. And water. Crap, I was so thirsty. So I started off in yet another direction. Hey, one was as good the other. No sun or moon to steer by. I picked my way through the dark, careful to place my booted feet to avoid any exposed roots. So far, so goo –

My foot landed on nothing but air. I squealed, toppled over, landed on my side, slid, tumbled and rolled side over side down a steep hill. Oh, fuck!

Wet. Cold. I lay face down in a little stream. Probably the same one I had splashed through before. I shivered again at the coolness of the water, but it was wet and just what my parched mouth needed. I struggled upright; my legs folded underneath and leaned forward, careful not to topple over. Lips on the water, I tried to drink some down, but the bit was too wide. I couldn’t get my lips curled around it to provide any suction like around a straw. Goddammit! Here I was – decked out like a ponygirl with a plumed head harness and this stupid rubber bit of a gag threatened to make me die of thirst. About the only thing I needed was the butt plug up my ass to go off in an unwelcome electric shock.

Well, at least that didn’t happen, although the plugs constantly reminded me of their presence, especially as I leaned down, still trying to lap up some water with the tip of my tongue. The strap pushed tighter in my ass crack and the butt plug drove up inside me just a little bit deeper, but at least I didn’t have to worry about Ryan with that little damn remote.

Bzzz.

Eiihh! What the hell was that? A shock in my asshole?

Auummm. Oh. Ahhhh. Now a vibe in my pussy?

Bzzz.

Ow! Oh, shit, another shock!

Bzzz.

Oh, fuck!

I sprawled forward, landed on my stomach and tits across the creek. Oh, my god. Oh my god! Ryan, what the hell are you doing?

My teeth clamped down on the rubber bit, like a patient getting electroshock therapy. Only, while a patient is strapped down to a gurney, instead I rolled around in the water and mud, screaming past the gag.

Bzzz. Bzzz.

“Ahiih! Ahieeh!” Nothing was wrong with my throat as I let loose with howls that were only a little muffled by the gag.

Aummm. Aummm. Aummm. Now the vibrator, like a cell phone it went off at regular intervals. My screams turned into moans as I dragged myself out of the creek, back up to my knees. The vibrator kept up its regular torture of pleasure but I managed to stand up on wobbly legs and locked my knees. Stay up. Got to stay up.

Bzzz. Bzzz.

The renewed shocks up my ass made me caper about like a mad woman. I splashed through the water, ran halfway up the embankment, lost my footing again and slid back down, struggled back to my feet, then hopped around like a Mexican jumping bean.

“Aiieeh! Aiieeh! Aiiiiieeeehhh!” Oh, stop. No more. Stop!

And they did. I fell against the embankment, my strapped arms underneath me, the cool dirt providing a relief for the fire inside me. I gasped for air as the redness in my vision subsided, but I didn’t relax. Are you kidding? Hell, no. The shocks and vibes were likely to start up again at any moment. That little remote of Ryan’s had one a hell of a range…

“I think I heard something over here,” shouted a man’s voice. “Hit the button again.”

People were searching for me? And they were using the plugs? Just hit the button, listen for the slave to cry out and you’ll bag her.

Bzzz.

“Aiiieeh!”

“Yes. Definitely over here.”

Run. Run just like a deer. All thoughts of getting back to the cabins, of food and warmth vanished from my panicked mind. Get away! Get out of range of that goddamned remote. Go!

Downstream I ran, or rather wobbled, nearly twisting both ankles on a rounded rock or two. Just go, girl.

Bzzzzzzzz.

My asshole seared again in electric fire, but the initial shock faded to almost nothing. My teeth grit the bit and I stifled a scream. I kept running, kept moving and those wonderfully god awful shocks didn’t return. But the plugs inside were a reminder that if I stopped, or even slowed down, I’d be rolling on the ground again in ecstatic pain.

A big, black of something loomed above me, blotted out the stars. A bridge on the main road. If I could just get up there…

And then what? Wait for a car and blow the whistle on Ryan and his little group of SMers? Get the police involved? Endure their skeptical questions of just when I decided I had had enough, even if I myself wasn’t sure if that was true? Did I really want all that?

Shouts behind me.

Get up on the bridge! Fuck the rest. Just get up there and if someone does drive along I’ll deal with it then. My wet boots fought to gain traction, but the slope was steeper than it appeared and my feet resembled more a cartoon character running in place. A few yards of progress up the slope were followed by a couple of feet of backsliding, but I still held on to that one thought – get to the road!

“Here. Over here. Look, next to the stream, in the mud. A fresh print.”

C’mon, girl, move! Get up. Get…up!

My feet moved so fast they slid out from under me. I fell to my knees, my face and head colliding with the slope now almost parallel to my upper torso. Leaves and pine needles stuck in my hair, wedged between the wide leather straps of my harnesses.

“Not far now. She’s close, I can tell.”

No! Not as close as you think.

My legs pistoned, one last mad burst of desperate energy. Almost there.

Made it! The steel guardrail rose before me and I hung over it at the waist. Heat from the asphalt rose up to warm my chilled skin. I rolled my body over the cold metal, landed on the road and just lay there on my side. I didn’t care if any car drove along or if it would stop in time. Ah, warmth.

But I couldn’t stay there. If a car did come along and run over me I would care very much. So I slowly rolled over, careful not to add any more scratches or scrapes to my already bruised skin and stood on unsteady feet. Dirt and leaves clung in my matted hair and hung down to hamper my vision. I tried to shake them out but only made it worse. I squinted through the muck. Shit, I must have looked like some kind of wild animal.

“Where’d she go? Where did the ponygirl go?”

They were almost caught up to me. Almost right below the bridge. Footsteps milled about, in the water, then squishing in the mud. Then someone shouted, said they found the trail, followed by grunts as they started to climb the slope.

I wasn’t sticking around. My boots click-clicked on the asphalt as I ran downhill. The stars gave scant light but I could still pick out the double yellow line. I stayed on it, right in the middle of the road, desperately trying to maintain my balance in those high heeled boots with my arms strapped tight behind me. I needed to run, to sprint, not settle for these uncertain half-steps. But tied up, wearing those boots, along with the butt and vagina plugs adding their own spice to the mix and it’s a wonder I got as far as I did.

Yeah, that’s right. Past tense. As far as I did. Because I only got so far before they caught me.

A dim glow rose up around a curve in the road and got brighter, along with the sound of an approaching engine. I froze. What do I do? Hide somehow, or just stand there and try to explain to the driver just what I had gotten myself into? As it turned out, I didn’t have to explain a thing.

I remained stock still. When the car – a Hummer – came around the curve its lights harshly lit up my skin and I was nothing less than a shocked deer. The hummer slowed. Stopped. Three people got out, their shadowy forms remained behind the hi-beams’ blinding glare.

“She’s not going to give us anymore of a chase?” That sounded like a disappointed Gerard.

“She’s all run out.” Maura. Who else? “Look at how her skin glows.” She smacked her lips. “Oh, I’d love to give her a lick.”

The third person came forward. The form took on a more distinct shape and, even before he spoke, I knew him.

“The only thing this girl is going to get is the palm of my hand on her bare ass.” Ryan strode through the glare, at last coming into clear view. His face was furious. “Do you have any idea just how worried I was?”

No. And frankly, I didn’t care.

He spun me around. A hand grabbed the back of my collar, bent me forward over his arm so that my ass cheeks thrust out and slightly upwards.

He gave me exactly what he promised.

The open palm of a strong, bare hand tattooed my butt and I half-humped at every strike. The slap of flesh on flesh seared my skin, shot warmth from just below my ass cheeks to my pussy and I moaned at the physical stirrings. It hurt. But, oh god, it felt so good. My pussy warmed, juices flowed, my tits swung like a cow’s udders and I moaned again. More. Please, more.

Ryan obliged, a broken rhythm that left me unable to gauge when the next blow would fall. So I shook like a leaf with pent up tension, expelled in short, explosive bursts of sound when his strong hand met my ass. Soon we were surrounded by the whole hunting party while Ryan beat me like the bad girl I was. Drool dripped past the bit, and I tried grinding my hips against his arm, tried to show Ryan that he had one very randy ponygirl on his arm. Maybe he might take out a plug, either one, and shove a couple of fingers up my twat or ass. I tried to tell him to do that. Begged actually. In spite of my bit gag he got the message loud and clear.

And I got his.

“Oh, no,” he said. “This is strictly punishment. You deserve it and you know it.”

More blows fell, and the warmth from my pussy spread down my legs, up my waist to my tits, my now hardening nipples, all the way to my flushed neck. Then, one final, singeing spank and Ryan virtually shoved me into an astonished Maura’s arms. She wrapped me in a loose embrace, cooed sweet sounds in my ears, but her hands came nowhere near my crotch either. I think I heard Ryan say something about getting back to the cabins and that he wanted to make me walk, but Maura said I felt clammy. Ryan didn’t say anything in reply but I was loaded into the back of the Hummer and hogtied. The vibrator was manually turned on, set to an intermittent pace and I squirmed and rolled around as it brought me to the edge of, but not quite to, a shaking orgasm. Oh, that fucker! If only…

A hand sneaked between my legs. Reset the vibrator to full. Maura. Her eyes met mine and she knew. She knew the exasperation I suffered. And that look also told me not to cry out, to make any climax a silent one.

It didn’t take long for one to build. My teeth clamped down on the bit and, at last, at long last my pain wracked soul was released from my body. I soared as wave after wave of intense, gut wrenching pleasure sent me to the heavens of where I tossed on a stormy cloud of rapture. Maura at one time even placed a hand over my mouth, afraid my moans of torturous bliss would be mistaken for something other than frustration. From her position in the back seat Maura twisted around to watch the men, made sure neither of them glanced back to discover just what she had done. One of the men did mention that the ride back was taking longer than expected and that I had really led them on a chase, but they both kept their eyes straight ahead.

Then the smooth road of asphalt was replaced by the bumpy one that led to the now nearby cabins. Maura quickly reached over and squeezed a couple of fingers between my legs. The vibrator returned to its original cadence but I had gotten my orgasm. That was all that mattered. Let them punish me as much as they wanted, I didn’t care.

Despite the tight hogtie I was little more than a limp rag when they dragged me out of the back of the Hummer. Rough vehicle carpet burned my skin and the connecting strap between my wrists was untied and I barely stood on my own. Then Ryan tossed me over his shoulder, like a sack of potatoes, but we lingered outside while other people from the “hunting party” trickled back to the cabins. Maura stood nearby, trying to act casual, but I caught a subtle move of wiping her hand down her pants leg, as if she were still trying to hide the evidence of my pussy juice on her fingers.

Suddenly, Ryan wheeled around on her and I spun with him, the ground moving like a top. I lost sight of Maura and found myself almost face to face with Gerard. Yet, he didn’t look at me. No, his intense, angry gaze was directed at Maura, just above and beyond my bare ass.

“Did you have fun playing with Sloane?” Gerard asked.

They knew what she did in the Hummer? How?

Maura tried to clear her throat. “Wha–What do you mean?”

Gerard took a half-step toward her. “Either admit it now or tell your confessor. I have some influence with him and I’ll see to it that your penance will be one you won’t ever forget.”

Silence. Then Maura coolly asked, “You’re so sure I need to do penance?”

More quiet. Then Gerard said, “Don’t insult our intelligence by pretending you didn’t show mercy on this slave. I can tell by how limp she is hanging over Ryan’s shoulder that she’s cum.”

“If you’re so sure, then why are you even bothering asking me? Hmmm?” Maura asked. Another silent pause. “Yeah, that’s what I thought. You’re just bluffing. It’s been a long time, Gerard, since you’ve listened to Janine’s confessions. I know the tricks you used on her, but they won’t work on me. And as for my confessor, I’ll do whatever penance he commands, but whatever I confess will remain between us.”

Maura pushed past us, her boots clumping on the stairs and across the wooden veranda into the main cabin. As Ryan turned to watch her go I twisted my head around to catch an almost upside down version of her straight, stiff back and the hands clenched at her sides.

“You’ve got your work cut out with her,” said Gerard.

Ryan sighed. “I know. I wonder sometimes if I ever should have become her confessor.”

***

The rest of the “old group” made themselves at home. Many just set themselves up in certain rooms, as if they expected them to be theirs without any argument from others, as if this were a second home they hadn’t visited in a long time. Others set themselves at specific tasks, like clearing a play space in the huge living room or joyously unpacking leather equipment. Through it all Ryan took out the bit gag and I got some much needed water. He also made sure the butt and vagina plugs remained inside me, nice and tight, in full view of anyone who wanted to watch. A few did, strangers I hadn’t even met yet and they already knew my most intimate parts. Yet, many of them hardly noticed, as if they witnessed this type of thing every day. In fact, a lot of the doms (men and women) were more concerned with their precious SM equipment while the slaves (all women) busied about setting the table and making dinner.

Dinner. Now that I wasn’t so thirsty anymore I realized I was famished. Then I noticed the large wooden table, the one I had served Ryan breakfast on had been moved closer to the center of the living room. No mean feat; the table was big and heavy. Plates were set, gleaming silverware placed and candles lit. From the kitchen came smells that made my stomach growl.

As if he had heard, Ryan approached. Still angry, yet also softened somewhat since I had turned up safe and sound, Ryan gave a hint of a smile. My stomach growled again. “That’s right,” he said. “You haven’t eaten since late morning. I’ll bet all that running and hiding left you wanting to chew the furniture.” He signaled to Maura who bustled around the dining table, directing other women on how to set the plates. Not until Maura was sure the collared females were following her orders did she shoo most of them away and acknowledge Ryan.

“Sloane will do table service,” he said.

Maura acted surprised. “Are you sure?”

“Oh, yes.”

“Fine. I’ll fit her with a serving tray.”

“No,” Ryan said. “Not for service above. Below.”

Not pleased, Maura pressed her lips together.

“I’m sure you’ll bring her up to your usual standards,” Ryan said.

“When have I ever not done so?” Maura said with a bit of her own venom.

“Never. So don’t start now.”

Maura looked me over again. “Well, I sure can’t let her serve like some dirty, little animal. And I can’t break away from supervising the dinner preparation.” She turned her attention to the few women who still moved in and out from the kitchen. She stopped one; a beautiful, middle-aged woman with wide, dark eyes and darker hair.

“Francesca,” Maura said. “I need you to take charge of Sloane. Clean her up; help her get ready with the others.”

Francesca didn’t miss a beat, as if being handed a slave to clean up happened every day. “Does she have privileges, ma’am? Or is she restricted?”

Ryan answered. “After what she did she’s lucky she isn’t punished.”

Maura frowned, not liking the way Ryan butted in. The look in her eyes practically threw daggers at him. But she retained authority of the situation. “Restricted,” she said.

Francesca nodded once in respect at Maura and her hand took me loosely by the arm. Before she led me off her other hand touched Ryan’s chin and gently turned his head to her. An intimate gesture.

Green. Seeing green. Don’t you dare touch him! I pulled away from Francesca’s grasp. Let go of me you bitch!

Francesca didn’t seem surprised by my actions. But her own reaction was swift as fingers hooked inside the front ring on my collar. A quick jerk not only brought me back within her sphere of control, but she also twisted her hand and made me bend over at the waist until my head was level with her crotch. I smelled her scent, the deep aroma of pussy juices, and nearly fainted. Then, in a flash, her other hand smacked my butt, twice, and I jumped and squealed. Francesca twisted me back up and a tongue flicked out across my ear. She whispered, “You are the jealous type, aren’t you?”

I tried to pull away again, but she had me – had me good.

Again she just took it all in stride and just kept right on talking to Ryan, as if nothing happened. “Don’t be too hard on her, sir. I’ve heard she’s new. And she did give us a good chase.”

Ryan’s frost melted a little more. “Just like the old days with Janine. All right then, like Maura said, she’s on restriction. Watch over her during dinner.”

What? I’m stuck with this old slut?

Francesca smiled and I thought she was going to say yes, but instead she said: “Oh, no, sir, I won’t be able to. I’m going to be punished during dinner.”

Ryan blinked. “Punished? Your master hasn’t said anything to me about that. What will Chandler punish you for?”

Francesca led me away. “For what I’m going to do with this little piece of ass.”




Chapter Seven

Table Service

Francesca led me up a set of stairs to the “Honeymoon Suite”, a part of the cabin that opened up for couples wanting a lot of space to romp around in or could be closed off for more intimate settings. Right now every single and double door was opened wide so that the suite took up almost the entire second floor. Women happily busied themselves leaping in and out of the showers, fixing their hair, trimming and polishing nails, applying makeup, adorning themselves with jewelry, and just about anything else a lady might do to prepare herself for a hot date.

Like the others running in and out of the showers, Francesca undressed too. Despite her age Francesca’s body resembled someone more in their late twenties than forties. Her waist was slim, stomach flat, and her breasts still firm. Raven hair against pale skin provided a stark, beautiful contrast, and unlike most of the other women there, her pussy wasn’t shaved. Yet, there was also a confident, almost serene manner about her. She didn’t rush in taking off her clothes, but didn’t waste time either. Not until she was fully naked did she remove my body-and head harness. The butt and vagina plugs came popping out too. Her wide eyes got even more round.

“You ran all that way? With these? Either you were really pissed off or wanted to tease the hell out of Ryan.”

I shrugged. “A little of both,” I said, and wearily slumped onto a small, padded chair. My head sagged.

“What’re you doing?” Francesca asked. “You have to get ready for dinner.”

I shook my head. “All my clothes are downstairs.”

“Clothes?”

The way Francesca said “clothes” snapped my head back up. All the clothing, including bras and panties were discarded, thrown into forgotten piles spread about the large room. That didn’t surprise me so much as when I finally noticed that on exiting the showers and putting on their makeup and jewelry that none of the women put any of their clothes back on. They were done up like models, but not with one stitch of clothing.

Right. You stupid idiot. Of course, they’re the slaves. They’re not so much going to dinner as serving dinner. Or, more like, being the main course. And here I am, just stumbling along in the dark.

“Don’t you have a mentor?”

I gave a little jump. Francesca’s interruption of my thoughts jarred me back to the present. “A what?”

“A guide. Someone to help you since you’re new to all this. A friend?”

“Oh. Well, I guess there’s Maribeth -”

Francesca whistled to the room at large. “Maribeth! Where’s Maribeth?”

Someone shouted back that Maura already had her in the kitchen. Francesca nabbed a couple of other ladies who were just headed to a nearby shower, I think their names were Randi, a slim blonde, and Emily, a stunning, well-endowed redhead. Francesca quickly outlined that I was a newcomer and needed help. Before I knew it, I virtually left my feet as all three women hustled me into the shower to clean away the mess from my scamper in the woods.

That is, Randi and Emily kind of helped. They passed a wash cloth and soap toward Francesca, but once I was under a hot stream they busied themselves applying makeup at a double sink and left me pretty much alone with Francesca in the shower stall as the clear glass fogged up. Like Ryan had done before, Francesca tied my hands to the shower nozzle overhead. But, unlike Ryan, who teased me to the edge of orgasm, Francesca was all business. At least until my skin was once again as soft as a newborn babe. Even tied up as I was, with the hot water streaming down, I managed to relax, just enjoy Francesca’s gentle rubs, her fingers softly massaging my scalp to remove all traces of dirt and grime. I tilted my head back, allowed the water to wash over my face and just drifted…

A tongue entered my mouth – soft, pliant. Francesca moaned and hummed as she swirled her tongue around mine. I tasted her, mixed in with the hot water, with maybe just a little trace of lavender soap. Her hands found my breasts with a tentative, nervous caress around my aureoles, then a quick yet almost painless pinch on the nipples. Fingers traced down my sides, lingered around my waist, then one hand wrapped around, squeezed an ass cheek while the other delved into my crotch.

“Mmmm. Oh, yes. You’re so tender there,” Francesca breathed. “Fuck, it’s like you’re a virgin. Are you?” She shoved two fingers inside my pussy. “Well, if you were, not anymore. Oh, you’re so fresh and new. And these tits. I just love them.” She bent down and her mouth suckled my wet nipples, gentle and continuous. Another finger slipped inside my pussy and the inner heat inside started to match the hot water that rained down outside. My hips ground against Francesca’s driving hand and I lost myself in her constant thrusts, that soft mouth, those deep, dark eyes. Oh, my goodness. Oh, my goodness.

Suddenly a loud crack bounced off the walls. Randi and Emily screamed. They dashed out of the bathroom while eyeliner pencils and other makeup equipment scattered on the tiled floor. Another crack and the shower door flew open. A big man stood there and he wasn’t happy.

“What the hell is this?” he said with a drawl. Arms well muscled with a wide bare chest, he wore jeans and fancy cowboy boots. There was some gray in his hair and a little in his frowning eyebrows. One hand held a short whip which he threw aside when he reached in and dragged Francesca out of the shower.

“You are such an arrogant bitch!” he almost shouted. “Ryan entrusts his slave to you and you boast to him that you’re going to do things that you know will get you in trouble. What the fuck am I going to do with you?”

A hint of a smile formed on Francesca. “Punish me?”

The man slapped her. Francesca cried out, holding her cheek, shocked. “Chandler!”

He slapped her again and Francesca sprawled on the floor, the mischievous smile gone, replaced with the sudden realization that her little joke, the little push she intended to give her master to spur them into a better play scene, had gone too far. Now, instead of mischief something else shone out of those round eyes – fear, plain fear.

Chandler’s arm reared back to strike her again but Francesca screamed and dove for his feet, kissing his boots. “Master! Master, please! I’m sorry. Oh, god, I’m so sorry!”

He practically kicked Francesca away and she groveled after him while he turned off the shower and untied me. I grabbed a towel, suddenly embarrassed, not so much at my nudity, but that I was an intruder while such an intense, personal real life drama played out in front of me.

“Master, master, please,” Francesca said. Her eyes were red as tears mixed in with the shower water on her cheeks. Her arms wrapped around his legs.

Chandler shoved Francesca away and gave a wordless shout. “Aaarrrggg! You’re nothing but a worthless cunt!”

A wide “O” on Francesca’s mouth. She breathed, “Master…”

“That’s what you are. You push and push against the boundaries that I set, that you agreed on, and still you push. Bah!” Chandler made a sweeping gesture, as if he were done with her, once and for all.

“No! No, master, don’t! Please, please. Please don’t throw me out. I love you. I love you. Please, oh, please.” Body racking sobs eventually reduced Francesca to a quivering mass at Chandler’s feet. “Please, I’ll do anything. Anything.”

Chandler didn’t move and Francesca continued to cry at his feet. At last he said, “Anything, huh? Then I guess fire is an option.”

Francesca gasped. She backed away, pressed up against the wall, a small frightened thing. “Master, please. You know how scared I am of… ”

“That’s the punishment,” Chandler said. “Take it or leave it.”

Francesca didn’t say anything.

“What am I talking about? You’re going to do it, like it or not,” Chandler said. “Then I’ll decide if I’ll take back my collar.”

He grabbed Francesca by the hair, dragging her out the bathroom door, past all the staring ladies. The cheerful atmosphere gone, they returned to their preparations, some ashen-faced, others with shaking hands as they tried to apply their makeup, all of them silent. For myself, I finished drying off, but then didn’t really know what to do next. I found an empty vanity but didn’t move to apply any make up, still in a state of shock. What happened to Francesca could have happened to me. It already had, in a way, since I had run off into the woods, but now I didn’t want to do anything, even touch anything, that might make me repeat that same mistake.

But I still had to get ready. Ready for what exactly? The ladies drifted out, in pairs or singly, none of them offering to give me any help, any insight. My last two hopes of Randi and Emily made a point of avoiding eye contact with me and then, as they donned a pair of matching necklaces, dashed downstairs. Now what?

“Sloane. Sloane, did you need to tell me something?”

I looked up in the mirror and there was Maura, framed in another doorway, a coil of rope in hand. She sauntered in, tied my hands behind me, brought my elbows together, but not so tight as to touch. She took her time, also tying the rope above and below my breasts, around my waist, anchoring my tied wrists to my butt. Lastly, she pulled a crotch rope up between my legs, left it somewhat loose. I wondered why she didn’t pull it up snug, but then I wasn’t going to question any small favors.

“Was that scene between Francesca and Chandler too much for you?” she asked.

I didn’t answer right away. As the ropes wound about me though, somehow I felt freer to say what I needed to. “The way Francesca taunted Chandler, how she dared him to punish her it… it was almost like me running away from Ryan today. Like I wanted him to get mad at me, to make sure he still wanted…”

“Don’t let what happened to Francesca scare you,” Maura said. “Well, maybe a little. But concentrate on yourself. On doing what you need to show Ryan that you want him. You still do, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I said. “Only, it’s all these other women…”

“Don’t worry about them. They may tease him, even throw themselves at him, but there’s a light that’s shining in him that hasn’t since Janine died. And it shines most when he looks at you.

“Now, c’mon. Time for dinner.”

***

When Maura said “dinner”, she meant mine, and everyone else who would not be sitting at the big table.

The kitchen may have been a hive of activity; the evidence was strewn all about – large spoons, measuring cups, greasy carving knives and forks, not to mention the strong odor of deliciously cooked food – but everything was still and quiet now. At the breakfast nook table where Maribeth and I had shared many a long talk, nine naked women ate in silence. There was an empty chair for a tenth in the middle of one side.

“Sit down,” Maura said. “Maribeth’s already finished.” She pushed me down into the chair between Emily and Randi. A plate of steamed vegetables, a tossed green salad and less than a palmful of seasoned chicken soon followed. Maura didn’t untie me.

“How am I supposed to eat?” I asked, a bit miffed. “Just literally dive right in?”

“Of course not,” Maura said. “You’re not being punished.”

“Then how ‘glub’ -” A spoon laden with carrots and chicken was shoved in my mouth. But not by Maura.

The women were feeding each other. In almost choreographed actions two women would scoop food off their neighbor’s plate and feed it to each other. Then they would turn and do the same to the other woman next to them. The four at the ends of the table would reach across to their opposite number.

Like I said, I was in the middle, between Emily and Randi, and if there were any resentment at their feeding me without getting some food back they didn’t show it. Neither of them missed a turn shoveling dinner down my throat. But then, in the small time between portions, I noticed their plates were pretty well cleared already. Since I was a latecomer to the meal they finished well before me anyway, which allowed them to concentrate on making sure I got every morsel which I greedily chewed down.

“You really are hungry,” Maura said, standing behind Emily. “Is Ryan starving you?”

“No – gulp… (chew, chew. Swallow), but I haven’t eaten for a long time.”

Maura nodded. “That’s what you get for playing tag in the woods. I’m sure you won’t do it again.”

“Don’t count – urrllp. (chewchewchewswallow) Don’t count on it.”

Maura shook her head. “You sound a lot like Maribeth used to. Her master kicked her out and she’s gone rogue ever since.”

That caught my attention. “How… How long?” I asked in-between mouthfuls.

Maura scrutinized the other women’s empty plates then, with a wave of her hand, excused them from the table, including Emily and Randi. A good amount of food remained on my plate but Maura sat in Emily’s chair and continued with the task of feeding helpless me.

“Maribeth,” Maura said, and sighed. “Now that’s an interesting case. In some ways the break up with her master was the beginning of the end for our little group. That was about… yes, about two years ago. Then Janine’s passing finished it, until you came along of course.”

“Until I..?” Ullrrp. Another mouthful.

“Questions, questions,” Maura said. “Just eat. You’ve got a busy night ahead.”

It didn’t take long to clear the plate after that, but my questions only multiplied. What did my coming along have to do with saving this little group of kinky people? And how did Maribeth’s breaking up with her boyfriend (or master?) signal the start of all their troubles? At this same table Maribeth and I would get together and bitch about men, which fed our budding friendship. I had just gotten divorced, but I didn’t know her intense dislike about males was fueled by a bad breakup of her own. Is that why she turned lesbian? Our brief encounter back at Tartarus finally opened my eyes about her preferences, but… Oh, I wasn’t sure. I was so confused; a friend of mine that I shared secrets with turned out to have even deeper darker, secrets than mine, secrets that I still was coming to grips with. But, looking back on it now, I shouldn’t have been so surprised. After all, still waters run deep and all that. I wanted to talk to Maribeth about it all, with no holding back this time.

So, where was Maribeth? I wanted to ask Maura that, but she stood me up, took me past the covered pots, the heaped serving plates and through the swinging door. All the doms were already seated at the table, each man opposite a woman, no one at either end. Everyone wore either a sleek tuxedo or an elegant evening dress. Polite dinner conversation regarding getting caught up with each other, exchanging tips on torture and how Maribeth so beautifully maintained the cabins since the last time they were all here floated across the table. Ryan was one of the diners. He sat at the far end and didn’t even look up as Maura made me stand at one end of the table. I really couldn’t blame Ryan for not noticing I stood there. No, all his attention was focused on the large table and the “centerpiece”.

Francesca lay on her back, a thick cloth gag in her mouth, arms and legs tied down by pure white rope. Her limbs were so taut she could barely move a muscle while her fingers clawed at the air in desperation.

Lit candles surrounded Francesca, little tongues of flame that she stared at, round-eyed, and full of dread. Then, as if on silent cue, every dom picked up a candle, held it over a portion of Francesca’s body, and slowly, slowly, dripped bead after bead of hot, liquid wax onto her pale skin. Francesca moaned, shook her head with each searing splash. Ryan and the dom opposite him, Liz, Gerard’s little henchwoman from Tartarus, paid special attention to her breasts, building up molten bases, then sticking their candles into them. The candles continued to melt onto her breasts throughout the meal, but what really got Francesca to scream in to her gag was Chandler.

He stood near her head and lit a small red candle of his own. Francesca froze, her muscles tense as Chandler brought the candle closer and closer to Francesca’s face, the flame less than an inch from her cheek. Everyone stopped what they were doing, to see if Chandler would go through with it. Francesca’s quick breaths through her nose were the only sound.

The candle lifted away.

Chandler leaned down, grabbed Francesca by the hair, whispered in her ear then took his seat near her waist. Francesca’s tearful eyes never left him. She watched in terror as he directed the hot wax to fall just beyond her ripe pussy. After the wax mound built up he planted the candle, like a conquering flag, just beyond her pussy. The flame continued to burn, slowly, slowly making its way down to the level of her lips, less than an inch away from her wet and curled pubic hairs.

A drop slid down the candle’s side, a hairs breadth from Francesca. I swear a couple of hairs singed.

“Mmuuiieemmpphh!” Francesca screamed into her gag, but she didn’t move, didn’t roll her hips because she knew, we all knew, one false move and that candle would topple right over onto her wet, engorged pussy. Everyone stared, transfixed, wondering if Chandler was going to leave the candle like that the entire meal. Hardly anyone noticed as the slaves started to serve dinner, and no one certainly noticed as Maura put a ring gag in my mouth, pushed me down to my knees and shoved me under the table.

I had always wondered why Maribeth made the dining room table so big. At last I found out.

I stared down a row of shiny black pants and slit dresses with shapely legs. Yet, my gaze wound up way at the other end of the table. Maribeth was tied up like me, only her ropes were much tighter, the ring gag a little wider. Her wet, pink tongue poked out from time to time, not so much seeking something to touch as more of preparing for a task. The ring gag had robbed her mouth of its primary job and now the tongue sought a new purpose. Drool ran down her chin, dripped between the narrow cleft of her breasts, then soaked into the ropes that cut cruelly deep into her flushed skin. Occasionally her eyes slowly closed, as if she couldn’t stand the bondage any longer and was about to pass out. But she didn’t, and each time she reopened them they were just a little brighter, the pupils more dilated. A crotch rope split her pussy lips, bathed and glistening in her juices. A drop of moisture formed at the bottom of the crotch rope then plopped to the hardwood floor, soon followed by another. Then another.

I stirred in my own bondage. Kneeling now, slightly bent forward, the crotch rope was now snug against my pussy. I thought back to how Maura deliberately left it loose and how I thought she had made a mistake. Now, I realized she knew exactly what she was doing. My pussy didn’t drip like Maribeth’s but as it warmed I knew it wouldn’t take long. Besides, my mouth already overflowed, much more than Maribeth’s. My tongue snaked out, tried to lick up the excess dribble but only made it worse. If things kept up like this much longer not only would my chest and crotch be sopping wet, but I would spontaneously cum. Just a few weeks ago such a thought never entered my mind. Now, I not only thought about it, but did just about everything I could mentally to make it happen. And it didn’t take a genius to figure out why Maribeth and I were under the table, but if the beautiful people topside eating their quaint dinner didn’t get things rolling neither of us would be any good to them. Shit, c’mon. C’mon! I was so hot. So fucking hot!

A red napkin fell to the floor.

We saw it at the same time. I wasn’t sure what it meant but soon got the idea. The slightly rumpled cloth lay closer to me but Maribeth, like a little mole, scurried past the other legs and buried her face in an open crotch. A woman’s crotch. Even though I had already tasted female pussy, turned “bi”, that didn’t mean I wanted to dive right back in. So Maribeth got dibs. She slavered over that pussy like a starved animal, at last able to satisfy a long denied need. She went at it a long time, driving the woman above to moans while the dinner and conversation around her apparently continued without stopping. At last the women’s legs clamped against Maribeth’s head, held it rigid, but I could still hear Maribeth slobber, lapping up whatever juice her tongue might reach. Then the woman’s legs shook; spasmodic tremors that loosened up from their severe clamp to allow Maribeth to plunge even further while the woman squealed and gasped in her orgasm. Something thudded on the tabletop and I think the woman passed out, but no one’s legs shifted as if to help her. After a few brief moments the woman stirred with a low moan. A hand reached down and blindly found the napkin. The other found Maribeth’s head, tousled the hair. Maribeth gently rubbed her head against the inside of a leg, then retreated to her original position. The woman’s pussy juices shone on the metal ring gag.

We stared at each other like that a long time. The slaves continued with their service of dinner above, but not everything went smooth. A few pairs of legs left the table, women and men, to string up some slave in punishment, or just plain amusement, to slap or whip a tit or two. At one point Emily’s red hair fell forward past the overhanging tablecloth as she bent over a woman’s knees and was given a long, loud spanking. Ryan’s legs left his seat, along with several others, to join in the fun. How dare he! While I was right here! When he returned to his seat it was all I could do to keep myself under the table instead of jumping up and trying to tell him through the ring gag to fuck off. But I didn’t, I held on, stayed in my assigned spot and, the spanking finished, the dinner picked up right where it left off.

Another napkin dropped, this one between a pair of pant legs. Ryan’s. Mine!

I scrambled down, a knee pinning the napkin underneath, like I had staked a claim. I shoved my opened mouth over that long shaft and sucked away. He wanted to play with other women? Fine, but I’ll give him a last blowjob he would never forget.

It wasn’t Ryan.

What? The cock wasn’t his! How could that be? I pulled back, counted the number of legs from my end of the table. Two, four, six… compared them with the fleeting image I had of how everyone was placed topside. I wasn’t wrong. Then it hit me. Oh, shit! That bastard! He had switched places! Then who was this?

A hand reached down, found my head, and pushed my mouth back over the shaft. The man at the other end of the hand spoke, “Reluctant thing, isn’t she?”

Gerard. Of course. How could I have been so –?

“She’ll get going. Then you won’t complain,” Ryan said, to my left. “Just let her get used to the idea that she’s my gift tonight to everyone.”

What?

I tried to pull away again but Gerard’s hands gripped me tight. I don’t know what happened above, either Gerard whispered something or just made a face, because Ryan was up and over, lifted up the hanging table cloth and planted his own hand in my hair. He twisted my head around, Gerard’s cock still in my mouth, so I got a good look at him.

“Don’t you run out on this too,” he said. “After what you did today you deserve this and you know it. Or do you want to replace Francesca?”

After seeing what happened to Francesca… Uh, no. Definitely not.

I must have communicated somehow with Ryan (I must have. He couldn’t read my mind. But how did he know how I felt? Really?) because he patted my cheek and withdrew. “She’ll be fine,” he announced to Gerard and the rest of the diners.

Gerard pushed me back down on his cock and this time I didn’t resist. I took the cock, took it all, felt the tip pressed against the back of my throat, fought down the gag reflex and worked it, worked it, worked it. My tongue got in the action too, licking, swirling, and then my lungs as I hoovered that long shaft for all I was worth. God, oh god, he was so big, so hot. That purple helmet just about seared the inside of my mouth and then, when at last Gerard shot his bountiful wad I nearly drowned. I did choke a couple of times, but Gerard didn’t let me go, not until the last drop spewed forth and that cock deflated in retreat. When his hands did release me I backed away, leaned forward and coughed a few more times, some of the cum almost dripping out but I tilted my head back, not wanting to ruin Maribeth’s beautiful hardwood floor. Through the ring gag I almost laughed. Here I was, bound up, my mouth filled with cum, and all I was concerned about was keeping a clean house. Just like when my marriage fell apart. My ex and I fought, but he always came home to a clean house. Instead of sitting around thinking about how bad things were I used the energy to dust, dust, dust. Now a similar thing happened here. Instead of dwelling on how Ryan so lightly made me available to everyone, I concentrated on something else; like keeping the floor pristine for Maribeth.

Maribeth had moved on to someone else, this time a man, and her head pumped back and forth on a swollen cock. Her light hair pulled back in a loose bun, more than a few locks worked themselves free. They draped down the sides, and in back, like a pointing trail that led the eye to her crossed wrists, high up on her back between the shoulder blades, roped together and anchored to the tight cords that pressed against her outer arms. From the crook of Maribeth’s elbows at her sides more rope encircled and spiraled down the torso, knotting in back at a three way join that included the waist and crotch rope. It was all so symmetrical. Whoever had tied Maribeth was an artist. And like an artist they had probably wanted to show off their work of art to as many people as long as possible, which meant they had to take care as to just how Maribeth was tied; nothing too stringent as to cause permanent damage and to allow the maximum amount of endurance. As I shuffled up to Maribeth I couldn’t help but notice that her hands, her useless hands, hadn’t changed color that much. They were just a little pink, but not the purple I had expected. I flexed my own fingers. Sensation, but creeping numbness. Maura had tied me, but apparently not Maribeth. Could it have been Ryan? Maybe. Lord knows I should know, having watched in fascination as he bound me up. The style was similar but not a perfect match.

I lingered over Maribeth, still entranced by the rope work. Suddenly her back arched, her head slightly repositioned and I knew she was taking in shooting cum. Unlike me no cum threatened to spill on the floor and Maribeth slowly backed off to retreat to her own end of the table. She turned and there was a bit of cum on her chin, ready to drip onto the floor. Well, crap, I couldn’t let that happen, so I leaned over, stuck out my tongue and wiped it off.

Our eyes met and from Maribeth there was that look, that same look that had surfaced when she scoped out other women. No, no, I wanted to say. I just didn’t want your floor to get ruined. And I kept thinking that when she leaned over to me, and when her own tongue curled out to lick clean my chin, the corners of my mouth, the under tip of my nose. Just the floor. Metal ring gags clinked together. Our tongues twirled around each other. …the floor…

Someone gripped my rope harness from the back and I deserted Maribeth although we leaned towards each other like torn away lovers. Like a heavy bag, I was passed from one set of hands to another until I wound up back at my end of the table and a waiting Maura.

“Don’t you test me,” Maura hissed. “You keep that mouth on a cock or a cunt.” She pinched my nipple, and kept on pinching until I squealed and tried to get away. Certain I had at last gotten the message, Maura let go and I suffered through the lingering burn. But Maura couldn’t stop how Maribeth stared down at me from the other end of the table, eyes full of hunger. And the hunger didn’t abate either but turned ravenous as the dinner progressed, as we passed each other under the table, placing our mouths on cocks and cunts, grabbing a brief moment between ourselves as our tongues briefly met, then moving on to another, and another. I forgot about the tightness of the ropes, at my jealousy of Ryan’s participation in Francesca’s punishment less than a foot above, at how he just practically threw me aside for everyone’s amusement. At how much jism and pussy juice sat in my mouth. I forgot all that. All I knew was her taste.




Chapter Eight

A Little Trot

The leather harness embraced me in a functional, possessive hug that demanded my complete obedience to whoever held the leash. Right now that was Gerard as he led me to a two-wheeled cart and Maribeth.

After dinner last night Ryan drew me out from under the table, removed the ring gag, but kept me tied and regagged me with mouth-filling packing, all held in with a thin cloth tied off in back. I stood beside him, dried cum on my face, while most of the dinner guests paired off with a slave (or sometimes two for a threesome) and slowly disappeared to their rooms or separate cabins. Occasionally a muffled scream, in pain or ecstasy (I couldn’t tell, at this point there was very little difference between the two) floated through the walls. Maribeth was one of the slaves taken away to make up a ménage a trois, led off at the end of a chain leash by Chandler with a shaky Francesca also in tow. As for Ryan, he, Gerard and Maura enjoyed after dinner brandies and cigars. It was weird watching Maura puff on what was normally considered a man’s smoke, but what part of my life lately could be called normal?

The three of them got a little more caught up with each other and the tension that pervaded at Tartarus, especially between Ryan and Maura seemed to have run off. They spoke easily of the dinner just finished, of Francesca’s torture on the table, of Maribeth and myself sucking off anything that moved underneath (Hey! I’m right here in the room! I can hear you.) and fondly recalled Janine.

“She always liked coming up here,” Maura said. “That little slave sure loved her early morning trots.”

“No one set a better pace than her,” Gerard said with a smile. “She loved an early morning dash.”

“They don’t have to end, you know,” Ryan said. “From what I remember, Maribeth can more than handle a harness.”

Gerard and Maura gave each other an uncomfortable glance, then another one at Ryan.

“Oh, don’t worry about me,” Ryan said, with a wave of his hand. “Every day I do a little better. It’s time Maribeth got out from behind Janine’s shadow. Take her out.”

“Oh, sure,” Gerard said. “But by herself? It wouldn’t be the same thing.”

Maura sadly shook her head. “No, it sure wouldn’t.”

An almost embarrassing silence fell, each of them wrapped up in their own thoughts.

“If you need a second pony, then why not try Sloane?” Ryan asked.

They all looked at me, my presence at last acknowledged.

“Does she have the legs for it?” Maura asked with a tinge of hope.

“Need you ask,” Ryan said, “after that extended chase yesterday.” Ryan looked back at me and, as if seeing the dried cum on my face for the first time, wetted a napkin and gently began wiping it off.

His hands on my face. Cleaning, taking care of me. Yes. Oh, yes. Take me, make me yours. And he was mine. All mine. Oh. Ooohhh.

Gerard shrugged. “Running is one thing. Trotting hooked up in harness is another.”

“You won’t know until you test her,” Ryan said.

Gerard sipped his brandy and Maura took a long drag on her cigar. Their eyes drilled me.

“All right,” Maura said, “only Maribeth will be lead pony. After all this time, whether Janine was still here or not, Maribeth’s earned it.”

“Tomorrow morning then,” Gerard said, “before the dew dries.”

Ryan gave my tit a little bounce. “I’m sure Sloane won’t disappoint.” Then, he added in an undertone, “You’ll make me proud, right?”

The gentle touch of his hands on my face, his breath. Already my pussy warmed. I closed my eyes and nodded. Yes, master.

***

So, the next morning, just after dawn, as I lay curled up and burrowed against Ryan’s broad back, Gerard came in and tore me away from his warmth. I didn’t want to go. In fact, I resisted because Ryan, well, we didn’t fuck last night. Why? Why? I kept asking myself. Was it because I was still being punished, or was it a practice not to fuck your slave the night before an early ponygirl run? Like a prize fighter who doesn’t have sex because it weakens his legs. Whatever the reason, I was pissed. And, with Ryan staying in a warm bed, it only made me more pissed.

Gerard dressed me in a complicated harness, much more so than Ryan had ever done, and dragged me through the silent cabin and out the front door. Already Maribeth and Maura were outside, Maura backing up Maribeth, just like a horse, in between two of three metal rods that sprouted out from a lightweight, double seated, rickshaw. Maura, using several rings and locks, hooked Maribeth up, the rods at waist level. Maribeth snorted through a leather bit and stamped a foot.

“Anxious to get started?” Maura asked. She brushed back some bangs that had worked their way loose from Maribeth’s head harness. Maura caressed her cheek. “Soon, honey. Soon. Then you can trot your little heart out.”

Maribeth stamped her foot again and let loose a loud whinny.

No one else was about, probably due to their late night activities, but after that loud noise a few of them probably did poke their bleary-eyed heads from under the covers. Maribeth’s call to adventure spread through the chilly morning air and whatever cobwebs of leftover sleepiness I possessed were blown away. Suddenly I felt very cold and shivered in place as Gerard connected my own complicated leather tack to the rickshaw, my bound arms and wrists tight behind my back but my legs free. I thought it would take longer, but Gerard knew his business and so did Maura. In like three seconds her skilled hands surrounded my head in harness, bit and bridle. My teeth pressed tight over the bit – round, hard and rubber, and the corners of my mouth worked to accept the gag. Lips curled and stretched, above and below, while Maura snapped on a pair of reins to large rings on either side. She tossed the reins back to Gerard in the rickshaw seat who tested them by pulling back on both at the same time, then to the right and left. Without quite thinking about it I held still on the pull back for both, then leaned left on the tug for the right side, and the opposite when he tugged on the other.

“She’s got a grasp of the basics,” Gerard said.

“Oh, I’m sure she’s a good pony. Aren’t you, Bright Eyes?” The way Maura spoke pretty much stated that “Bright Eyes” was now my pony name. “You just follow Velvet’s lead and you’ll do fine.” At the mention of “Velvet” Maura tousled Maribeth’s hair and climbed into the rickshaw’s other seat.

Gerard shook the reins. “Ya!”

A whip cracked, right between our heads. Fuck! That was close! I remained frozen in shock but Maribeth lurched forward. Hitched together, I had no choice but to go along as the tack virtually dragged me while I struggled to pump my legs.

And I was outside. Again with no clothes! Shit, if only the cardinal from my wedding could see me now. And with that deliciously naughty thought came a freedom, a feeling of something so natural that to consider my nudity obscene was obscenity itself. As sweat ran down my brow, stung my eyes and blurred my vision at last I saw clearly. My submission, my bondage, was my decision. Just as I knelt in church in prayer, as I walked down the aisle at my wedding, in spite of all the “pressure” from my family to stay the “good girl” (at least their version of it), it was my decision to go along. And, ultimately, my decision to allow all the hurt and pain that went with all that. Now though, this moment, the gnawing guilt over ending my marriage, of disappointing my family, was gone. I was free. Free of the pain.

Another whip crack, this one fired right across my ass. Yeow!

“Ya, Ya!” Gerard shouted.

Well, mostly free.

***

“C’mon, Bright Eyes, move!” Maura exhorted.

We had been trotting for about half an hour. No idea where we were. I kept my head bent down, trying to match Maribeth’s strides, hating the pace she set, at how for her it all seemed so effortless.

The whip flew again and lashed the back of my legs. I jumped, refound my footing, and fell back in stride. I thought I was doing well, but then several more cracks of the whip exploded overhead and I ducked. Shit! And I couldn’t hide, not with just Maribeth and I the only tied up women around, and Maribeth maintaining a brisk trot at that. She sucked air past her bit, shoulders squared, legs high, head thrown back while I kind of plodded along, clumsy and ugly next to her sleek and elegant bearing. Soon sweat trickled down my nose, collected under the body-and head harness straps. I glanced at Maribeth, marveled at how she glowed, and immediately the reins jerked my head back around to face forward.

“Don’t look at her,” Gerard called.

The whip snapped again, now leaving a line of pain on both shoulder blades.

“Arrgg!” I grunted.

“Go, Bright Eyes. Go!” Maura yelled.

I turned into the animal I was supposed to be, thinking of nothing else but just to keep my legs moving, keep leaning forward, go, go, go! The scent of early morning dew, pine needles and sharp resin mixed with leather and sweat took me back to the gentle day when Ryan first took me outside, taught me the ponygirl basics. But all that was just for show; a few high steps here and there, a light skip of a frolic. But today, this… This was work! I couldn’t just preen and strut about but had to pull along two other people. I leaned forward into the tack, felt it press against the front of my shoulders, chest, waist and hips. Yet, the same basic principle from my time with Ryan still held – don’t think, just do.

Swish crack!

“Eeeiii!” I cried past the bit.

“Bright Eyes, don’t slack off!” Maura called.

We ran, and ran. I hung in there with Maribeth (Hey, what choice did I have?) but long before she started to flag I was dogging it. Crap, I was more out of shape than I thought. After that little run and chase yesterday I was kind of proud at how I maintained my stamina, but this morning’s trot really stretched me out. By the time we stopped we must have been miles away from the cabins, on an overlook of a lush, tree-filled valley. The sun blazed well above the horizon and a warm wind blew out of a deep blue sky. The reins pulled back on both sides of my bit and I slowed, then halted in time with Maribeth who remained standing, even though I couldn’t help but notice her rigidly straight legs quaked a little, while I fell to my knees. Because of the hook up between us Maribeth went down also, but reluctantly. She fought my collapse, but my dead weight was too much for her and she joined me on the ground, lightly huffing and puffing while between my bit I gasped for air.

Maura leapt from the rickshaw and rushed up to us. Not out of concern for me.

“Oh, didn’t you do just grand!” she crowed to Maribeth. “The way you kept your form, no matter how tough your partner made it. I’m so proud of you.” She released Maribeth from the rickshaw, but not the leather harness. A quick flick-flick on the bit’s rear buckles and her mouth was free, but only just long enough to wrap around a straw and suck water from a clear, plastic bottle. Then, just as fast, the bit was back in place and Maura led Maribeth off a little distance where she at last fell on her back, chest heaving, staring up at the sky. Maura sank next to her, a hand stroking her brow, a towel dabbing at her shiny breasts and heaving stomach.

Now, why wouldn’t they allow me to relax like that? Shit, I worked just as hard. But when I glanced up and found Gerard standing with his arms folded tight across his chest, I knew that my workout was far from finished.

“She’s incredibly raw,” he said, but not to me.

“Consider it a challenge,” Maura called back. “Remember how Janine practically tripped over her own feet.”

“Her feet are the least thing I’m concerned about,” Gerard said. He unhitched me from the rickshaw and drew me up on shaky legs. I locked my knees, determined not to give him another excuse for criticism. Through my matted hair I glowered at him, but he pretty much ignored it. He briefly noticed my stare, but smiled indulgently and gave a couple of condescending, friendly taps on the cheek. “All right, I don’t know what Ryan taught you, but forget everything. I’m going to teach you right.”

“How long do you think you’ll be?” Maura asked.

“Who knows? This could take just a few minutes, or a couple of hours.”

Maura looked down at Maribeth and smiled. She ran her hand across Maribeth’s breasts. “Take your time.”

Gerard sighed. “I’d appreciate a minimum of distractions.”

“Fine,” Maura said. She drew a recovered Maribeth to her feet. “C’mon, Velvet. Let’s give Bright Eyes some private class time.”

Maura led Maribeth off into the woods, but not far. The trees weren’t that thick on the edge of the meadow and I could still see them as Maura pushed Maribeth up against a thin trunk and her hands roamed over her.

“Hey, over here,” Gerard commanded. He grabbed my head harness to hold my attention. “Right here.” He pointed at his eyes with an index and second finger.

I jerked my head back. Snorted through the bit.

“Oh, so that’s the way we’re going to go? I can fix that.” He looped a rope from a D ring that dangled under my chin strap and ran it through another ring on the body harness. A firm tug wrangled my head still and straight. I tried tossing my head again, but the rope kept my head in place as the simple martingale brought my spirited resistance under control.

Gerard took a water bottle of his own, stuck the plastic straw between my forced open teeth and squeezed several squirts of liquid into my mouth. I struggled to swallow while he tied off a lunge rope from a side ring on the bit. Gerard backed away about twenty feet and brought Maura’s long whip overhand in a long, slow arc. The end flew down and popped at my feet. I jumped.

“Now, we’re going to start with a simple parade walk,” Gerard said. “Knees up. Go!”

Around and around I trod, step and point. Step and point. Knees up. Way up. Back straight, straight as a board.

“No, no! Don’t force pointing your toes. Don’t think about it! Smooth and natural. Just let your toes fall when you pick up your foot. Keep them pointed down until your toe touches the ground again. No, no! Natural!

“Your knees are all over the place. Keep them in line with your feet. Then the height will follow. In line!

“What kind of posture is that? Shoulders back, head up, yes, but not like a piece of lumber. The martingale won’t keep you from looking proud. C’mon, you’re better than this!”

Fuck. I was doing everything right. What the hell did he want?

“Head up!”

Fuck you!

Somehow I must have communicated that last thought because in a flash Gerard grabbed the head harness and twisted my head around to face him, just like a horse trainer with a difficult animal.

“You want to pull the cart back with three of us on it? No problem. And when we get back I’ll see to it that Ryan keeps that bit in your mouth for the rest of the weekend. You’ll turn into everyone’s mule and I’ll make sure they all tease the hell out of you, take you right to the edge of an orgasm and then leave you dangling. You want that? Not the best way to spend a weekend, watching everyone else fuck and cum, but it might get you to listen.”

I tried to wrench my head away, but Gerard had too tight a grip. He slapped one of my tits and I howled.

“You want me to do the other one? Just keep it up.”

My tit burned. Tears formed but I blinked them away.

“Well, that seems to have worked. All right, let’s go again.”

Round and round we went until, covered again in sweat, chest heaving, I fell to my knees, weeping. What the hell was this? Where was Ryan?

I don’t know how long I knelt there, doubled over in grief. From a distance Maribeth’s cries of pleasure and pain floated through the meadow, and again I could hardly tell which was which. Then Gerard’s boots came into blurry view. Again, he yanked me to my feet and not gently at all led me away from the meadow, deep into the woods, around a thick copse of trees that acted as a sanctuary from prying eyes and pricking ears.

The bit fell away. So did the head harness.

What the hell?

“You want to do well, don’t you?” Gerard asked, and carelessly tossed aside the leather equipment. He started working on the body harness.

“What? What’re you talking about?” I said.

“You act like you don’t want to be here.” Two buckles came loose.

I backed away. What was he doing? Leave that alone! I wanted to shout. If…If the harness… No, I had to keep it! Couldn’t let him strip me like that. I was a ponygirl – Ryan’s ponygirl. He didn’t have any right to take that away.

Gerard knitted his brow in surprise. “The bit and bridle mean that much to you?”

“No, not that,” I said, and dropped my eyes to study the thin, sparse blades of grass under the trees. The leather on my body, the aroma mixed with the sharp tang of resin and wood was like church incense. “I-I mean, it’s what he…” I trailed off, fell to my knees, again weeping.

Silence. Not even Maribeth’s cries disturbed the forest. Gerard stood close over me, his voice soft. “You can’t help yourself, can you? Just the thought of someone else talking to Ryan sets your teeth on edge.”

“No!” I said, and waves of guilt inundated me, guilt from my marriage.

“Then why did you glare at Maribeth? Don’t pretend you don’t know what I’m talking about. The way you stared at her while you both pulled the cart and how you pretended to act all clumsy while you ran. You were trying to make her mess up.”

“What? No, I wasn’t -”

“Did you know she and Ryan were once an item before Janine?”

The wave of guilt converted into a tsunami of blind hatred. “She can’t! He’s mine.”

“He belongs to you? Funny, I thought it was the other way around. And if he does belong to you, what do you think he’s doing right now, back at the cabins?”

My mouth fell open. “He’s not like that.”

“You’re sure? After knowing him for how long? A week?”

“I know him. His wife died and… and…”

“And you want Ryan to forgive you?”

“Huh? Forgive me?” I asked. “For what?”

“Don’t act dumb. The way you ran away from him yesterday? We both know that wasn’t a little fun chase. You were pissed and wanted to make him pay.”

Butterflies filled my stomach. My eyes flicked to Maribeth. “What..?”

Gerard caught my subtle indication. “I thought so. You’re jealous of Maribeth. Maura didn’t notice it, but then she was caught up in watching both your asses bounce. But the way you keep looking at Maribeth, even from last night. You’re afraid she’s going to steal away Ryan.”

“No! No!” I said. I turned and started to run away but Gerard caught me by the collar, dragged me back around.

“Well, well. This is exactly what Janine feared. She was afraid too, but not of dying from cancer. She knew the end was near and begged us, all of Ryan’s friends, to watch out for him. Once he got past his grief she knew he would probably go wild for some piece of tight ass. A woman-child. Someone who didn’t know anything about real love.”

Gerard grasped the body harness. One strong lift and I stood on tiptoes barely touching the ground.

“Now, Janine, she knew about love. And she knew about Ryan too, about how the more distant he seems the more intense his feelings. And I haven’t seen him so distant since she died. You can deliver that man from his personal hell, but you also need to learn about Janine. But as for you – what do we know about you?”

“What do you care?” I asked, jerking against his hold on the harness. “You just got yourself a slave here, all tied up. What more do you need for a little fuck?”

Gerard’s eyes widened, mouth open in surprise. Then he tossed his head back and laughed. “You want to use sex as a weapon? I love it. Let’s go.”

His lips pressed down on mine; savage, possessive. I tried to pull away, not quite ready for the onslaught, but the harness, his arms wrapped tight around me, made escape impossible. His tongue forced mine down as he raped my mouth. Raped? Then why did I moan? How did I explain a tilted back head that didn’t try to turn away or, when his arms fell and released me and his lips did break off, my mouth rising to follow him?

“You want payback, don’t you? For how he played with others last night and just ignored you when he shoved you under the table, made you lick and suck off everyone. I’ll bet he didn’t even fuck you after you went to bed. So, you want revenge.”

“Yes,” I breathed. “Yes.”

A hand dove to my crotch, worked its way past the leather strap. A slight thrust. I gasped and fell into Gerard’s embrace.

“Is this what you want?” he whispered, next to my ear. He reached behind me and the crotch strap fell away. Gerard’s hard cock sprang out from his pants, found its way between my legs. The hot tip nestled against my pussy lips.

“Please, please,” I begged.

Gerard lifted me up and my legs wrapped around that tapered waist, rested atop those strong hips. Gerard rammed me against a tree, the rough bark scratching my tied arms, my upper back and shoulders. Gerard invaded me and that wonderful cock drove up deep, deep inside. Maribeth’s cries of painful pleasure faded away, replaced by my own that scared birds out of the branches far overhead. Oh, shit, he was so hard. So hot! My mouth found his again and took what I wanted, and wouldn’t stop until he gave it all up for me. Hands kneaded my breasts, pinched and stretched out hard, erect nipples. I bit his shoulder, just above the collarbone and he cried out this time as our hips ground against each other. Nothing more than two wild animals fucking in the woods. Give it to me, give it to me!

Aw, fuck! Hot, hard streams of cum. Too soon, too soon. More, more. Ah, shit, careful what you wish for…

“Aaahhhhiiihhh! You… C’mon! Fuck me! Don’t stop now! C’mon! Yes, yes!”

We fell to the forest floor, rolled around in the pine needles, my pussy on fire, his cock nearly emptied but still mostly erect. He was almost finished. No, don’t leave me like this!

And then…and then…

“Shit! Shit, shit, shiiiiiiit!”

I screamed once more, all my nerve endings ablaze, nothing I could do to stop it. And then everything turned numb. I floated in a limbo between heaven and hell with a long, trailing wail in my ears and rawness in my throat: The only things that told me I still lived. The wail faded away, replaced by a constant ringing in my ears. I opened my eyes. Gerard bent over me, face drawn, as if he were the one who had pulled the pony cart. His lips moved, spoke something, but no sound issued. His hand slapped my cheek, not to punish, but to arouse. He lifted me by a front strap on the body harness and I soon half stood on quaking legs and leaned against the tree. Gerard gripped the harness and kept me erect even though my head still lolled like a worn stuffed animal. He held it up.

“You want him for your own?” Gerard asked. “I’ll tell you again: Learn about Janine. It may not be fair, you having to compete against a ghost, but if that’s who you want, then fight for him.”




Chapter Nine

Emergence

The trip back was largely uneventful. Well, uneventful in the sense that nothing happened on the way back that didn’t on the way out. Maribeth set the pace again and I struggled to keep up with her, but while my body tried to match hers as a ponygirl, my freed mind roamed.

Janine. Who was this woman? Sure, she was married to Ryan and slaved to him, but how did I find out more about her? Gerard had already given me all he was going to tell. Then who did I ask? Ryan? No. Whenever the subject of Janine had arisen he closed up. Maura? No way would I ask her for help. Then who? Francesca? Chandler? One of the others?

“That’s it! That’s it, Velvet,” Maura called out. “Show us what you got.”

I glanced sidelong at Maribeth. It was worth it too when the whip cracked again right across my ass. Yeah, she owed me a few answers.

***

We got back and were told to immediately hit the showers. Maribeth didn’t say anything to me, didn’t even meet my eyes when we toweled off. She acted ashamed: Because of our kissing each other under the table last night? She dashed out of the shower and again, in the narrow upstairs hallway, I tried to keep up.

“Maribeth! Wait!” I almost shouted. “I need to ask you about Ja -” I got a hand on her arm.

“Not now!” she spun around and hissed. “We’ve got to get downstairs. If we miss breakfast we won’t get any food until a late lunch. And after that run, I’m hungry!”

“I don’t give a fuck about food!” I said. Maribeth tore out of my grasp but I caught her again and shoved her up against a wall at the top of the stairs. “Maribeth, wait a sec! Just who the hell are you? You ask me to babysit this place and next thing I know we’re both part of an SM group.”

“I know, I know. It’s a lot to get used to. And when there was that mix up with Ryan’s reservation I was so scared that you two wouldn’t… and then there you were at Tartarus! It was like…”

Maribeth prattled on about some nonsense channeling but something she said tripped my Boing meter again.

I waved my hands in front of Maribeth to get her to stop rambling. That didn’t work so I clamped a hand over her motor mouth. She “Ullpp”ed, but also shut up.

“Ryan? What about him? You were scared about what?”

Maribeth’s eyes got wide, like she had told some secret. I slowly lowered my hand, at last ready to get an answer, but then Maribeth’s internal window that briefly opened suddenly shuttered.

“Aren’t you enjoying yourself?” she asked.

I rolled my eyes. “That’s not the point. How long have you been into SM?”

Maribeth stood silent. She lowered her head to hide a blush, yet it still stood out on her naked chest. “I met someone long ago. I was lonely, confused. A lot like you now or how you used to be. My goodness, Sloane, the change I’ve seen in you, and in such a short time -”

“Stick to the point!”

“I met someone – Janine.”

“Janine?” I gripped Maribeth by the shoulders. “Tell me about her.”

Maribeth smiled. “Wow. For a sub you have such an air of command about you. But then, we all do, don’t we? Sorry. You wanted to know about Janine. Where do I start? She was… Well, she wasn’t perfect, but then who is? She helped me in so many ways. Even when I kept going through one dom after another. She told me there was one out there, just for me. Told me never to give up hope…”

You ever have one of those moments, just when you think you’re going to find out who the murderer is and suddenly the one who’s going to tell falls dead from poison. “I know who did it! It was, it was…aaagggh!” Well, this was one of those. Just when I was going to get an insight into Janine something else came along. Not that Maribeth suddenly fell over dead, although at that moment I did want to kill her.

Liz and Julia. Bumph. They practically ran into us.

“You two shouldn’t be out wandering by yourselves,” Julia said. “Or are you both looking for trouble?” Her dark eyes glittered with the hope that we were.

“We’re not trying to make trouble, ma’am,” Maribeth said, soft and low.

“Oh, too bad.” Julia pinched Maribeth’s tits, stretched up on her toes and planted a long one on Maribeth’s mouth. “But maybe we should make sure.” She shoved me aside and squeezed Maribeth’s tits. And those dark eyes now didn’t so much glitter as shone in hopeful sadism. “While you were out trotting around the forest someone arrived, someone you’ve missed.”

Maribeth’s body turned rigid. “What’re you talking about?”

Julia smiled. “Oh, I think you know what. Or, should I say, who?”

Maribeth paled.

“What about you?” Liz demanded of me while Julia continued her verbal torture on Maribeth. Liz invaded my personal space and I backed up against the wall too. She unhooked a leather hood that dangled from her belt. “You need to do some penance?”

“Penance? Uh, no. No, ma’am,” I said, mimicking Maribeth’s form of respect for a dom, yet also not liking how these two just decided to take control of us. Maribeth was a “rogue” or something like that, so I guessed she was up for grabs, but since Gerard and Maura got permission from Ryan about using me as a ponygirl, then Liz should have gotten permission too. That much I knew. And I still wanted answers from Maribeth, and this little scene with Liz got in the way. So, no, I wasn’t thrilled with this new turn, and Liz read the signs right.

“Hmmm,” Liz said, and twirled the leather hood around. “I don’t know. There’s something just a little too defiant about you. Maybe you should do a penance, for when you really do something for which you will be punished. Y’know, kind of build up a credit. Perhaps you need protection from yourself.” That wolfish grin, the kind she and Julia flashed at Tartarus, returned and she leaned in, bringing her open lips closer.

“You think you can handle it?” I asked.

Liz halted. Her eyes grew wide at my insolent challenge. “You little bitch…”

“Hey! What’s going on up there?

Francesca. She stood at the bottom of the stairs. Like Maribeth and I she stood naked and fresh as the morning, yet she also sported a deep scowl. “Y’all can get together later, right now we need Sloane and Maribeth in the kitchen. Breakfast doesn’t make itself.”

Liz backed off, but with a look that said this was far from over. I grabbed Maribeth’s arm and virtually tore her from Julia’s grasp. We bounded down the stairs and Francesca led us to the kitchen.

“Those two need some discipline of their own,” Francesca muttered, referring to Liz and Julia. “They think they can just grab whatever pussy they want.” Francesca hustled us through the dining area and the swinging kitchen door. A wall of noise blasted us as about ten or so women raced about, shouting orders to each other, pans sizzling, kitchen utensils pounding, plates, cups and saucers flying, all mixed in with the distinct odor of frying bacon, popping toast and flapping pancakes.

“Good,” Francesca said. “Nice to see things so well organized.”

Were they ever. Yeah, it appeared everything was chaos, but there was an order once you got into the rhythm of things. Everyone seemed to know their job and Francesca was the overseer. Any problems and Francesca blew in to fix them like an angry gale. Did something happen, (or perhaps not happen?) between her and Chandler last night? I didn’t see any whip marks on her and no fresh bruises either like on a lot of the other girls. And Francesca’s manner, the irritated tone her voice possessed spoke of, well, frustration. As the prepared food piled up in huge bowls, big platters and vast tureens Francesca’s bossing only got worse, as if the girls didn’t need her authority anymore and Francesca desperately hung on to it. I stood to the side, next to Maribeth, and watched in fascination as this naked woman shouted orders like a drill sergeant.

“Don’t salt those scrambled eggs! Let them do it if they want. Turn that bacon and don’t overcook. Get that pancake off the griddle: I don’t care if he didn’t allow you to cum last night and you want to burn his food!”

Fuck. Take a valium.

“You two!” She pointed at us. “Move your collective asses. Get the table set. Or do you want another meal full of cum and pussy juice?”

Maribeth leapt, no way acting like she wanted to go under the table again. I followed right behind and soon we circled the table, setting everything just so, away from the bedlam in the kitchen. Just when we finished the food came out, heaped high on platters and the doms started drifting in, taking their seats and eating. Ryan was one of the last to arrive but didn’t sit down right away. He spotted me, smiled, and hand signaled to Maribeth who kind of slid away to leave us alone. From a platter Ryan pushed a small piece of sausage past my compliant lips.

“You have a nice run this morning?” he asked. “How was your time with Gerard?”

I mashed down the spicy meat. The fact that he mentioned Gerard and not Maura also, spoke volumes. The sting of the whip on my ass, of Gerard’s nature-filled rape, invaded my head. Oh, yes, I recalled Gerard’s cock inside me, the sheer animalistic fever that took us both, and the guilt. Remorse - that I so easily submitted to Gerard as revenge against Ryan for last night, and anger at Ryan that he knew what happened this morning and he wasn’t fazed in the least. Not even a scrap of jealousy.

Well, shit, I sure was! I thought we were an exclusive item, even after the trip to Tartarus. I wanted to punch Ryan, kick him in the balls. How dare he! He was mine and where the fuck did he get off screwing around with other women, or just loaning me out?

Ryan picked up another piece of sausage, held it to my lips. I turned my head.

Ryan knitted his brow in confusion. “Sloane? Aren’t you hungry? What’s wrong?”

“You damn well know what’s wrong!” I hissed.

Maribeth gasped, shock on her face. What happened next was a direct result of her seeing my anger, and how Ryan couldn’t ignore it, not when someone else, and a sub at that, was witness.

Things started off calm enough. Ryan stepped back and cocked his head. “Oh, so that’s how it’s going to go?” He dropped the sausage. It bounced on the floor. Then everything changed. He sprang at me, hand around my throat, yet not out of control. Still, I cried out before the air cut off and a few more heads, relaxed doms and scampering subs, turned in our direction. The clinking of forks and knives on plates stopped. Now everyone was looking at us and looking back, I realized Ryan now really had no choice but to do what he did.

His grip tightened on my throat and my two, much smaller, weaker hands flew up and wrestled to allow air back through it. No good, of course. He was so strong!

“All right then,” he hissed right back. “I know you’re still new at this but you just crossed a line and lost all privileges of choice. We could have handled this in private, but you chose to do this here. So, you’re punishment will be public too.”

Ryan forced me to sprawl out on the floor. I coughed to breathe again and a plate with a scattering of food clanged down in front of me.

“Eat your breakfast,” Ryan said. “I want that plate licked clean by the time we’re done.”

Leather cords bound my crossed wrists and another set my ankles. Quick as an eye blink I lay hogtied, the plate inches away from my mouth. I turned my head away, pretending not to want any food, but my stomach growled in betrayal. All that running this morning left me famished. I strained for the plate but it remained just out of reach.

“Please, Ryan,” I said. “Please, I’m so hungry.”

Maribeth squatted down to push the plate closer, but Ryan pushed her aside.

“You want the same punishment, rogue?” he asked.

“No, sir.”

“Then get lost!”

Maribeth darted away.

I lay there, struggled to inch myself closer to the food. At last I made it and, like a dog, ate the scrambled eggs, sausage and hash browns with just my mouth. Grease coated my chin and lips. My hair ends fell forward, mixed in with the food, turned greasy too. A small saucer filled with coffee landed next to the plate and I slurped what liquid I could to help make the quickly cooling food go down. Jesus, never would I have thought just a few days ago that I would eat my breakfast off the floor!

I craned my neck upwards. The other slaves were eating now too, only they received little morsels from their respective doms. They would lean forward, hands on knees, tits hanging down, round asses out, mouth open, and patiently wait for the dom to pop in a piece of bacon or a spoonful of eggs, after the dom slapped a butt or squeezed a tit. They all laughed and bantered, each slave and dom, getting what they wanted from the other. Except for Francesca. She dutifully waited for Chandler to shovel something in her mouth, but he ignored her.

As for Ryan, no slave approached him for food or dom even spoke to him. With a stormy face he attacked his meal, taking down big mouthfuls and huge gulps. Then I remembered he wanted my plate clean before the others were done. I got back to business, chewing, swallowing like a gorging animal on a fresh kill. By the time Ryan lifted my plate away for inspection it was almost empty. Scraps remained around the outer rim, but Ryan didn’t say anything so I figured, at least with this punishment, I wasn’t in any further trouble.

Nope. No more trouble. At least, not just me alone.

Dishes were cleared away, some of the doms even helping. This got a suspicious look or two from the slaves, the kind that said “What is this?” or “Why are you helping? What do you have planned for later?” But the doms just smiled.

Yeah, something was up.

Ryan released me from the hogtie, but didn’t untie my hands. As for the ankles they were partially loosened, the leather strap turned into a hobble. With Ryan’s hand on my arm, then around my shoulders, I shuffled out to the wide veranda. I wondered at this change in him, but then realized my individual punishment was over. Ryan had decreed my “penance”, I had endured it, and now all was forgiven. It made me feel good – really good and safe. To know that, even at my worst, Ryan still forgave me was a powerful thing. My pussy warmed and I couldn’t wait to get him alone.

Other doms came out and mingled, including Gerard and Maura, although from beyond the end of a short bathrobe, I spotted Maura sporting a fresh bruise or two on the inside of her legs. (When did that happen? It must have been after they turned Maribeth and myself loose; perhaps they snuck off for a little alone time for themselves.) Chandler sat in a rocker, sipping a cup of coffee, looking like the cat that swallowed the canary. Liz and Julia together leaned against the veranda handrail, a little removed from everyone. They were both now dressed in tight leather chaps, suede vests and cowboy hats. Wearing fitted half-gloves Liz worked a piece of rope into a lasso. She expertly threw it to catch around a knob on the back of an empty chair. Satisfied, Liz gave a quick flip of her wrist and the rope loosed free. She slowly recoiled the rope, the whole time staring at me.

I smiled back at her. Too late, I had already done my ponygirl bit, as I wormed myself under Ryan’s protective arm. You missed your chance, bitch.

Liz’s smile only got wider.

For a wishful moment, I hoped the smile wasn’t directed at me, but at the other slaves who now wandered out to the veranda, each still with that questioning look. For one or two, Liz’s hungry wolf smile stare did alight on them, but it always came back to me. I shivered. What the hell was going on? But still none of the doms gave any indication until, at last, Chandler stood up.

“All right, ladies. Since we’re in the wild, how would y’all like to go on a hunt?”

Shocked silence.

“That’s right,” Chandler said. “Only seems natural, don’t it? A real slave hunt.”

An explosion of noise.

“A hunt?”

“A slave hunt?”

“You’ve got to be kidding!”

“When do we start? Now? Can we start now?”

Chandler barely kept control of the impromptu meeting as he outlined the rules. The slaves laughed and chattered, barely able to contain their excitement. More than a few stole furtive glances at the doms from whom they hoped for capture. A couple of slaves already started to dash for the tree line but stopped dead in their tracks as one voice rose above the squeal of gleeful chaos.

“I don’t know about you, but I’m not going to be hunted like a fucking animal!”

Francesca. She was livid and her rage took everyone by surprise. Everyone except Chandler. While she railed about how the women all submitted and did their slave part, there was no way she would run around naked in the forest like some witless she-bitch. Chandler just stood there, arms folded and waited for her to run out of breath.

“No one’s going to force you to do this,” he said. “But don’t think you’re just going to sit here on the porch having a drink.”

“I’ll do whatever I damn please!”

Chandler’s boots clumped on the wood planks. He towered above Francesca and frowned down like a thunderhead ready to burst. “Didn’t the hot wax teach you anything?”

Francesca stood her ground, proud, defiant. “Last night? Is that the best you’ve got?”

He nodded toward the forest. “Go out there and find out. Or aren’t you slave enough?”

Francesca’s eyes grew wide. “You bastard! I’ll show you!” She reached back to slap him, but Chandler caught her wrist. He twisted the arm behind Francesca and clenched her struggling body next to his, laying a deep, long kiss on her lips. Francesca’s struggles continued, a fist pounding the back of his shoulder, but as the kiss wore on, the fist opened and her arm wrapped across his broad back. But then Francesca tried to push him away again and their struggle brought them around toward me and I heard Chandler hiss something about him making sure she played her part. They staggered away, still locked in their “struggle”.

“Those two always like putting on a show,” Ryan said. “Something tells me Chandler’s already gotten his trophy.”

I glanced at Ryan.

“This isn’t just a chase like before,” he said. “You’re prey. Anyone could catch you.”

Taking a cue from the other slaves who were obviously making plans as to who bagged them I said, “I could make sure you do.”

Ryan grabbed my hair, pulled my head back. The anger from breakfast returned. “Don’t you dare. I prefer the real thing. If I think you’re faking then you’ll be sorry.”

“Y-Yes, sir.”

“Besides, if I do catch you, I could trade you away, for say those two.” He pointed a thumb at two stunning brunettes, long-haired, Carla, and model body, Fay.

I think I gasped.

Ryan laughed, and suddenly I realized that his anger this time was a put on. “Oh, don’t worry. What do I want with those two mares when I got a randy little filly like you?” He caressed my breast. Lips touched mine in a long, deep kiss.

At last we broke off and I gasped for air. Ryan backed me up a few feet, a gentle, yet firm separation. “You’ll just have to take your chances. By your choices you shall be judged.”

“Judged? I don’t under…”

Ryan placed a finger across my lips. He smiled, but his eyes wandered to the others, as if afraid they might have heard.

I glanced around at the doms, at their narrowed eyes, sensing that they too were sizing up their prey, the slaves that they wanted to catch: Gerard assessing a tiny, short haired blonde whose name was either Ellen or Helen; Maura noticing Gerard’s interest and making plans of her own to nab the slave in question. Julia’s obvious interest in Maribeth. And of course others who lay their own plans. Several lingered on me and I shivered in fear, not just that someone other than Ryan might catch me, but that I looked forward to it. What did it say about my feelings for Ryan when already, after knowing him such a short time, that the thought of someone’s hands and cock, like Gerard’s this morning, would be inside me? That I was also the object of another person’s lust.

One person in particular.

Liz didn’t even bother to pretend to look at anyone else. My fear melded into dreadful expectation.

She was coming for me.




Chapter Ten

Judas Goat

Pow! Zip!

The sharp crack of a gunshot cut through the forest. Gagged women screamed through tight mouth packing in fear and panic.

“It’s your own fault,” Ryan had said as I stood tied up in the makeshift corral. “That little dash of yours made them all jealous.”

Yeah, my “little dash” when they caught and stretched me out on the Hummer’s grill like a prized kill. Since the doms had so much fun trying to snare one runaway slave then imagine the good times if they chased after five, or ten or more!

Crack! Zing! Crack, crack!

“Uieeemm! Eiimmphh!” the slaves screamed again.

Fan out! Spread out! I wanted to shout, but my mouth too was full of packing. A real work of art, my gag. All plain enough on the surface, but a leather clad woman known as Sheila – blonde, tall, muscular, like some valkyrie missing only her spear – stuffed several pairs of soft, cotton panties into my expanding mouth. Just when I thought I couldn’t take anymore she found another spot and stuffed in some more. The panties spilled out past my lips as my jaw was forced open wider and wider, and I thought it was about to break, but then she twisted my nipple. I jumped back and bit down on the packing. Amazingly, the strain lessened.

She laughed. “Good. Now keep clamping down and you’re good for at least three hours.”

Ryan wrapped bright red medical tape over the lower half of my face. “So we can see you better in the woods,” he said. All the other slaves were gagged too, but none as elaborate as mine.

Crack! Zing! I ducked and cried into the gag as another missile sped by. It hit a tree ahead of me and Carla, who rested against it, got splattered in blue paint. Not enough to classify as a “kill”, but enough to have her scream and scamper away.

Paint balls. That’s what they hunted with; tiny pellets that wouldn’t necessarily hurt you, but the sting would be enough to scare the shit out of anyone. And with the thought that people were actually stalking you, and the horror that alone induced, it was more than enough that if you got shot you were going down just like fresh game.

To my right, off in the distance Maribeth sprinted. Like me her arms were tightly tied behind her, with several loops over her shoulders and then a wrap or two around the neck. Shit! The ropes were tight! A master named Stern tied most of us up, and boy did he ever look the part. Tall, with a long dour face, he didn’t even say anything when he got to me in the assembly line of slave prey that he tied up. It seemed that this was the main reason he was around; he could tie up someone fast and no one would have to worry about cut off blood flow. The slave that he brought, a tiny little blonde thing he called Bimbo, was always, I mean always, tied up and gagged. I think the only time her mouth was free was when she ate or sucked him off. Often I would catch them in some corner or tucked away behind some trees, her head constantly bobbing, her throat “uuggling” as she swallowed every last bit he shot into her. And the beautiful diamond shaped patterns the rope formed on her body! He really was a master of rope. Already I had been tied up a couple of hours and still didn’t feel any discomfort (at least no numbness in my hands or arms, although just the arms welded together for so long was pain enough on my shoulders), but he didn’t give anyone any rope decoration. Nope, just the basics to keep us tied up for as long as they wanted. But there were others who were luckier, like Carla and Fay, whose elbows were tied in back with their hands brought forward and roped off at the sides of their waists. Ryan did them and all I could do was watch as he cinched off the ropes, his hands freely roaming over their bodies while feelings of jealousy swelled up in me. I wanted to rush over and give Ryan a big roundhouse kick. Hey, what the fuck are you doing? But Stern also leashed me to the far side of the corral and all I could do was stand there, fuming. But the slave who got the worst of it was Ellen; the one Gerard wanted to get his hands on. Maura took care of her, but good. Simple and devious, leather wrist cuffs were locked together at the front ring of her slave collar while a chastity belt held a metal plug deep inside her asshole. Maribeth had one too and they both struggled to maintain their footing. I didn’t envy them. Fuck, I tried to run like that, and now it was their turn.

But they did. We all did.

C’mon! Move! Don’t let them get you. Find your way back to the main cabin. Then you can pick your master or mistress instead of them shooting and picking you. Hurry!

Pow, pow! Zip, zip!

“Eimmmph!”

A girl went down and didn’t get back up. I risked a glance off to my left. A clean kill. Bright green paint splayed across her lower back. I didn’t know which dom had that color but I wasn’t about to stick around to find out.

So why didn’t she just get up and run some more? I asked that very question before we all got gagged.

“Are you kidding?” said Fay, her eyes wide. “Janine did that once and, well… just make sure you don’t wind up like her.” Fay shivered.

Maribeth too seemed to pale. Her usual eagerness at a new bondage game wasn’t there. Sweat ran down her brow. Some other equally nervous girl butted up against her which also made Maribeth bump into me. Just that brief moment of contact and I felt the heat that came off her skin. A half-smile, more like an involuntary twitch, spasmed across her mouth.

What was she scared of? Hadn’t she done this before? Many times? Yet when Chandler strode through the corral, giving our bonds one last look Maribeth burrowed in next to me and shook her head. “No,” she pleaded.

“Now, now,” Chandler said. “It’ll be fun.”

Maribeth shook her head “No!” again emphatically. And the body shakings only got worse. Maribeth continued to beg Chandler to excuse her from the game. Chandler at first ignored her, but finally had had enough. He bent Maribeth over and just about rammed the metal butt plug up her ass, then locked off the chastity belt.

“You deserve this!” he said. “Just because you’re rogue doesn’t mean you can’t set a good example for the others.”

“Please, please!” Maribeth said. “Don’t let him get me.”

“One more word and I’ll shove a penis gag down your throat.” Chandler shoved her away.

Maribeth’s silent tears wet my shoulder.

What the hell? Wasn’t all this consensual? If Maribeth didn’t want to do this she didn’t have to, right? But the way she shook, unlike the way all the other slaves tried to suppress their eager excitement, told me different. She had no choice.

Away from the cabins they kicked us out the back of a small truck. All right, fine. I half-expected that. The loose hoods that served as blindfolds were ripped away and the truck sped off in a cloud of dust. Five of us stood about, uncertainly blinking in the sunlight. Fay, Carla, Ellen, myself and Maribeth. I didn’t recognize where we were and, by her expression, neither did Maribeth. If anyone knew where we might be, it would be her, but the confusion on her face told us all that we couldn’t expect any guidance from her.

All right, we knew the situation. Get back to the cabins without getting bagged and we “win”, we get to choose our dom for the night. We could have followed the small dirt track of a road where we now stood, but that was too obvious with too many places for an ambush. No, we had to cut through the woods. I shrugged, as did Carla and Fay, and we started for the thick cover of trees.

Bzzz. Bzzz.

“Uuuhhmmm!” Maribeth fell down in contortions. Another set of buzzes and soon Ellen joined her.

What? The butt plugs were also vibrators? Those fucking doms. They really stacked all the odds in their favor.

A couple of distant shots echoed through the woods. Faint screams. Already the hunt was up.

Well, there sure wasn’t anything that said I had to wait around for Ellen or Maribeth to get back on their feet. I made to dash off but stopped when Carla and Fay stooped down and, with their tied-at-the-waist hands, tried to get the other two to their feet.

What are you doing? I wanted to say. Instead through the gag it came out “Aahh grr ooo oooinphmm?” Wasn’t it everyone for themselves? But the sharp looks Carla and Fay shot me told me different. So I waited and my feet shifted in nervousness.

Bzzz. Bzzzz…

The vibrators faded away. Maybe the internal batteries weren’t all that great and the shocks would stop. A little hope sprung in me that maybe, just maybe we might catch a break and Maribeth and Ellen wouldn’t be falling down in contorted agony every ten seconds. But then it started up again, this time stronger than before. And then, also, off in the distance, I heard voices. A couple of doms, males by the sound of them, a good distance away, but still too close, as they clumped their way through the undergrowth. Maribeth and Ellen continued to squeal through their gags. Carla and Fay got Ellen under control. One placed a hand over her gag to quiet her even more while the other just lay on top to still her thrashings. But Maribeth continued to…

“Eiiiiimmppph! Aaaiiimmm!”

I flopped on top of her.

Quiet! Quiet, you bitch! You want to get caught already? I sure as fuck don’t! I want to show Ryan, show them all, that they can’t just…

“What was that?” one of the doms said. They were close. Boots crunched on the forest’s pine needles.

“I think it came from over there,” said the other. “Our first catch of the day.”

Just then another couple of slaves sped through the forest. “Look, over there!” one of the doms shouted.

Gunshots. Screams.

“Keep pressing that electro remote!”

The doms didn’t run toward us, but away. Further off in the distance came a few more shots and then the cry of victory. And the further they got away the more calm Maribeth became. So, the little shock plug wasn’t on a timer, but a manual device to flush us out. Just wander around the woods, activate a little remote and just follow the sounds of pain until you caught your little slave. Some hunters.

At last Ellen and Maribeth were quiet. Okay, okay. Everyone just stay calm. I rolled off of Maribeth, backed away from her wide, wide eyes. You all right? All right? Sure you are. Okay, get up. C’mon, sister, on your feet!

They got up. And we all plunged deep into the woods.

Eventually we got our bearings. We splashed into the same stream bed that I had discovered just a few nights before. We followed that a little ways, ducking for cover every time a gunshot broke the silence. I wanted to run, run, run, but the others refused to keep pace. Namely Carla and Fay made a point of sticking close to Ellen and Maribeth, made sure they didn’t lag too far behind. All right, all right, I get it. We’re all in this together…

But loyalty only goes so far.

The gunshots got too frequent, so we abandoned the streambed and forced our way through some dense growth to a patch of sunlight. Just before getting there we stumbled upon another group of four girls. We all screamed but then settled down once we found out none of us were doms, but tied up, fully gagged prey. And three of the four wore chastity belts. Great.

“Oom oounn,” I tried to say. “Oomm. Ooomm!” I demonstrated by breaking out into a run.

I don’t know how many of them followed my example, but standing around was a sure way to get caught. The new girls, all four of them, outdistanced me soon enough. But they made so much noise; screaming into their gags, crashing through the forest. Who needed a metal electrified butt plug with all this racket?

Crack! Pow! Zip, zing!

Shit, that sure didn’t take long. One girl went down right away, purple paint splashed across her stomach. Another took one on the shoulder, a glancing blow, so she kept on running, but not for long. Pow, pow, pow! Yellow dots now covered her from upper legs to breasts. She fell back against a tree, head slumped down, and didn’t get up.

Spread out! Don’t bunch up! But the gag, the chaos prevented me from giving any kind of advice. Now it really was everyone for themselves. Blue paintballs smashed against the tree where Carla sagged for just a moment to catch her breath. Her muffled scream fell on the soft forest floor and we all took off like wildfire.

Crack! Pow! Zing! Zip! Bright paint lit up the forest. I blindly ran past everything, scratched and bruised from zigzagging to avoid making myself too easy a target. Others were nearby, but not until the gunshots stopped and we fell to our knees in exhaustion were we able to take stock of the casualties.

Model body, Fay, was missing. As were all the girls from the other group except for one, a full bodied blonde. Her full tits bounced at the slightest movement and those wide hips were supported by strong legs. She got through that crossfire like a steam engine.

Ellen was gone too. I saw her go down with dark green all up and down her left side. I wasn’t sure but I think that was Maura’s color. So she got Gerard’s little pussy in the end. Maybe Maura would keep Ellen to herself, just to taunt Gerard, or maybe make her a gift. From what I had seen of Maura she was so flighty you never knew what she would do.

So here we were, trying to recover our collective breaths. Huddled together, hiding out, while more shouts of joy, Maura’s triumphant crow amongst them, hollered behind us as the doms gathered up their prizes.

Now what do we do? Just run around again, witless, while the doms picked us off one by one? Somehow that didn’t seem the best option. They wanted a chase, and the slaves wanted to give them one, but everything was weighted in the doms’ favor. That is, until a gagged Francesca came crashing through the brush and toppled over right amongst us.

Gagged and blindfolded.

What the fuck? Chandler turned her loose like that? How the hell did she manage to avoid getting caught? Or even not hurting herself? The gag wasn’t all that good, just a knotted cleave with loose packing. But the blindfold, that was something else. No way was that coming off! Two large, round cotton pads covered her eyes, held in place by shiny, narrow red tape in an “X” pattern on each. And over all that clear tape wound tightly about her upper head, just in case she got the idea of trying to regain her sight. Down below a leather chastity belt pressed tight against her waist and was pulled up snug against her crotch and between her butt cheeks. But the outline of the small round bulge down by her pussy and on the same strap between her butt cheeks proved Francesca endured two plugs.

Bzz-bzz. Bzz-bzz.

And they both vibrated. Well, why not?

Unlike the others, Francesca didn’t go into mad twists whenever they went off. She did whine softly in time with the vibrators, but mostly she kept her body under control. I don’t know how she did it since she probably had them inside her just as long, if not longer, than the others. But her matted hair told us all that the sweat wasn’t just from her running around in the woods. Perhaps she was all cummed out and so when the vibrators went off she had built up some kind of “numb” immunity. Her exhaustion aside, Francesca was probably in a better position than any of us to get back to the cabins.

And we could use that.

The gag was easy enough to get off. Well, relatively easy. Hard enough to communicate when you’re so fully gagged all you could say was “Oll ill” for “Hold still”. But Francesca caught on quick enough. Eventually the soaked in saliva knotted cleave gag hung down around Francesca’s neck, like some kind of cheap necklace, and she managed to spit out the wadding.

“Oh, thank you! Thank you!” she said. “Who’s here? Carla? Fay?”

She ran down a list of names and we somehow got her to understand just how many there was in our group and who we were. I learned the full-bodied blonde was Debbie.

“Listen… Listen to me,” Francesca said in-between quick breaths. “I know… I know a way back to the cabins. One not even… not even Maribeth knows about. We can hide from the doms and they’ll never see us until we’re standing on the front porch of the main cabin.”

Everyone squealed their approval. Even me. Only, how was a blind woman to lead us?

“Where are we? Let me face toward the light!” Francesca said. In our own stumbling way we helped Francesca turn until her face pointed upward at the warm sun.

“Good,” she said, calm and assured. “I think I know where we are. Let’s try to head west.”

Carla led the way, then Francesca, Maribeth, Debbie and myself. We stayed close together, not only because Francesca needed someone to guide and watch over her, but no one wanted to take a chance of her getting separated. If this was going to work, it really needed a group effort.

We stopped a lot, to allow Francesca to ask us questions, and describe landmarks that we should look for. Picking your way through a forest is hard enough. But when you’re tied up and trying to find the smoothest path so the blindfolded one who’s supposed to be helping you avoid capture, well, it’s near to impossible.

Twice we were nearly taken. With Maribeth in the lead we almost stumbled right into a group of three; a dom man and woman couple who had model body Fay tied up to a tree. Her legs were spread and above her thick gag very round eyes poked out from behind wild hair. From in back of a group of thin trees, Maribeth suddenly hit the ground and “mmmphh”ed us to stay quiet.

“No reason the fun can’t start now,” the man said to Fay.

“Don’t tire her out too much,” the woman said. “We want her hot so we can do a good trade later.”

“I’m not trading this bitch,” the man said. “Look at her!”

“You never know,” the woman said, reloading her gun. “She might bring us a decent three for one swap.”

The man’s eyebrows rose. Instead of one slave, he could have three?

The woman, through with reloading, sidled up to Fay, pulling a leather glove on tight. Tiny spikes shone on the palm. “But we do want her hot on the inside when we get back,” she said. The woman’s hand dove for Fay’s open crotch. Fay tossed her head against the tree. Her muffled scream was rife with fear.

“You don’t want your pussy torn?” the woman asked. “Then you better act like a slut when we get back. If we get less than three other decent slaves for you then someone’s going to get cut.”

Fay screamed again. She kept on screaming and so covered the sounds of our hasty retreat.

The second near miss occurred late in the afternoon and happened within sight of the honeymooner cabin. It was about a mile away from the main group of cabins, to allow young lovers privacy. Somehow we got around the undergrowth, past the trees, and spotted the cabin a little ways below from atop a small hill. After the near disaster before, Maribeth took up the last spot and I found myself in the front of the line. Francesca was practically on top of me and her toe grazed against a sharp rock and she let out a yelp.

“What was that?” a man hissed.

We froze. They weren’t close, yet too close.

Bushes were gently pushed aside. Soft, slow steps in wide, uncertain circles.

“I know I heard something,” the man said.

“Maybe over there,” whispered his companion, another man.

They headed for us.

Be still. Be absolutely still.

Bzz-bzz. Bzz-bzz.

Francesca doubled over on top of me, her breasts slapped against my back and her chin landed on my shoulder. Her mouth opened, ready to let loose a breathy groan. Shit, she was going to give us away!

Francesca bit her lip. She bit down so hard blood ran down her chin. But she didn’t utter a sound.

It didn’t do any good though. The men were still circling, slow, and methodical. Just a few more steps and they would be right on top of us.

A blonde deer darted out from cover. Debbie!

Those strong legs pumped. Long, blonde hair flying behind her Debbie bounded away in absolute panic.

Crack, crack!

“Eiimm!” Debbie wailed behind her gag, but she didn’t stop.

“Dammit!” said the man who shot. They both chased after her toward the honeymooner cabin.

“Om owwwn! Ooomm! Ooommm!” I tried to say. Somehow the others got the message and we half ran, half stumbled off in the opposite direction.

“Where are going? Where?!” Francesca hissed.

No one tried to answer. We just kept moving, our own panic pushing us along. I glanced back. Francesca was right behind me, but Maribeth and Carla were nowhere to be seen. I wanted to stop but Francesca kept pushing me along. At last we came across some tall grass and I halted our flight. We both knelt, catching our breaths. It was several minutes before I started taking in our new surroundings.

“Are we near a meadow?” Francesca asked. “Are we? Are we?”

I nodded my head “Yes” against her shoulder. We were right on its edge.

“Oh, thank, god. Good. We’re right where we should be. You should be able to see the main cabin from here.”

I crouched. Long and narrow, the meadow was about a football field long with thick trees on either side. At the far end, the main cabin looked quiet. A few cars were parked in front, but nothing stirred. We were close, real close to winning. Could we skirt around the edge? Stay undercover before a final burst of open speed to the cabin? No. The trees were too thick. It was all in for a final dash. Francesca and me.

Only. That meadow sure seemed quiet. And empty. Really empty.

“C’mon, c’mon,” Francesca said. “We can do it. We’ll be the only two to get back. Just think! Any master we want! Even if they got a slew of slaves strung up we can force them to give them all up for us!”

Ryan! I’d have him all to myself. No way would those hands roam over someone else’s tits, tease another slut’s pussy. He’d be mine!

I sprang up, Francesca right behind me. But I didn’t wait for her. Then, just before I sprinted out to the meadow, Maribeth burst out from hiding on my left, then Carla just beyond her. Sweat glistened off their shoulders, their bare breasts. Leaves stuck in matted hair matched the wild, exultant look in their eyes. We had made it!

I took off running, deserting Francesca who didn’t even call after me or beg me to wait. My legs sprinted. Maribeth was faster, but Carla was like a bolt of lightning. She shot out, widened the distance between us both and was almost halfway across…

The first paintball missed Maribeth and zipped right past my nose. Then another shot out, and another. The air was filled with them! And a lot hit their marks.

Carla spun and fell to the right, her left side drenched in yellow splotches. Just before she went down our eyes met, hers bugged out and unseeing in shock, mine probably equally as wide.

Maribeth whirled on me, tried to say something but the crack of the hidden paintball rifles and her gag prevented any kind of message. But then she glanced back at Francesca and hatred, pure hatred blazed from her eyes. I skidded to a stop, crouched in the tall grass and twisted my head back around. There was Francesca, still blindfolded, standing out in the open, a perfect target, only no one shot at her.

Idiots! We were idiots! Just a bunch of fucking dumb women slaves!

Maribeth grunted in anger, then took off again. The cabin was close! If they ran out of ammo we might just –

A salvo erupted from the trees to the left. Maribeth stumbled back, then slowly turned around and faced me. A purple splotch had nailed her, right over the heart and spread out to cover the insides of both breasts. Maribeth’s eyes grew wide. I remembered what she begged of Chandler – Please, don’t let him get me. And that fear in her voice now issued from her whole body. She whimpered. Then another salvo of purple took her in the back, knocking her to her knees. A final shot, this one across her ass, like a colorful brand, sent her crashing forward. She lay still on her face, sobbing.

I was all alone. They all had gotten bagged, one after another. Beautiful Fay, nervous Debbie, innocent Carla and desperate Maribeth. All marked by faceless, anonymous hunters who would enjoy their real sport later. But not me. I still had one more card left to play. And it was a doozey.

I crouched down, way down, below the top of the grass. I supposed I could have slithered my way to the cabin, but they still might come out from their hidey holes and catch me anyway. No, that wasn’t what I had in mind. If I was going out, then it would be on my own two feet. I sprang up.

Go!

I zigged and zagged, like an open field runner in football. My strides ate up several yards and for an instant, I thought my crazy idea might catch them all off guard. But then the shots rang out, almost deafening. The first paintball hit my left thigh, but I didn’t go down. Then another splayed across my upper right shoulder and I kicked it into a higher gear. Faster, go faster! Three more hits on my ribs, my left tit, my lower stomach and I kept running. Fuck them! The closer I got to the cabin the better their marksmanship so that I looked more like a chaotic rainbow, but I didn’t go down. No! There was only one way they could stop me, and none of them had the guts.

Except one.

Ryan stepped out from behind a huge cord of chopped firewood. Dressed in camo fatigues he planted himself right in my path. His rifle pointed lazily at the ground, a full load of black paintballs in the see through magazine. His face was livid.

“Do you need a real rifle pointed at you?” he asked. “Will that be real enough for you? Well, guess what, you’re not going to get it. If that’s the kind of sick play you want then we’re quits right now.” He tossed the rifle aside in disgust. “But now you’re gonna get something else just as real.” He ripped off from his belt a coiled whip, longer and nastier than the one Gerard employed when I ran as a ponygirl. Ryan raised it over his head and when it snapped craaacckk! right above me I thought it was a real gunshot.

“Move your fucking ass!”

The whip lashed out again and curled around to score a direct hit across the base of my neck. I screamed and jumped. What the fuck!

Swish, crack!

Shit! On my tits!

I half ran, half staggered, gave Ryan a wide berth, but the whip flayed away the paint and left searing, red marks. My skin also erupted in fire on the backs of my legs. Soon my arms were burning in hell too. Ass cheeks blazed also until, finally, through blinding tears, I crawled up the cabin steps and lay in a shivering heap on the veranda.

Oh, my god. What had I done?

The whip landed on top of my arms, then two hands wrapped it around my throat and pulled my head back. I choked, fought for air, I needed to breathe! A steel bar of an arm pulled up against my stomach and my hips were in the air. Boots kicked my legs apart. Cock, hard hot cock speared my wet pussy.

Oh, shit, oh shiiiiittt! There wasn’t anything subtle about this, nothing even close to being a romantic encounter. Ryan fucked me, like a man who needed a woman just for one reason, a wet, hot pussy that he could stick his dick inside and pump like a demonic, mad fiend. From beneath my gag I cried out, tried to get him to slow down, let me enjoy this savage moment too, but the whip around my throat wound even tighter until all I knew was that hard cock inside me, ramming up deeper and deeper and my struggle to breathe. Can’t breathe!

Through a red haze faces swam. Dressed in robes they stood over me, expressions unconcerned yet also full of appraisal. Maura, Gerard, Liz, Julia, Stern and others. None of them lifted a finger to help, but they nodded to each other, spoke in an ancient language known only to sadists. Then they parted and one whose face was shrouded in darkness stood forth. A gloved hand pointed down at me and spoke in a voice I had heard in my dreams so many times before.

“You must endure!”

No! I wanted to shout. Haven’t I endured enough? My being the perfect little girl? My marriage? My divorce? I’ve endured enough!

“You will pay!”

Ryan inside me. Cock, thrust, pound, ram! Oh, shit, oh, god. Make me pay! Please, please, I’ve been bad.

“You deserve punishment!”

Yes! Yes! I deserve this. Punish me! Suffer! I need to suffer! Oh, god, take me! Take me, make me your cunt!!!

Somehow I got a quick bit of air and expelled it through my throat. Caught in the webbing of my gag, I screamed like a tortured soul. Then the faces above me transformed into explosive laughter, their sounds imbuing me with torment that rocked my body, taking me down, down to depths I never knew before. I screamed again and my body detonated in a single, absolute, mind numbing orgasm. My arms, still bound, flew away from the orgasm’s force, my intestines whipped out, my heart exuded one final beat and cracked open my chest. I was dying and I was so alive.

I don’t know if Ryan came. I think so. Suddenly I was pushed forward and sprawled on the veranda. Warm cum trickled out of my pussy to stain the wood. Through the retreating red haze boots formed and stood around me. I craned my head around and there they were, the faces, all looking down on me. Angry. Ready to deal out justified punishment.




Chapter Eleven

Extraction

I knelt alone before a half-circle of several very pissed off, argumentative doms (Maura, Ryan, Gerard, Chandler, Julia and Stern among others) and even a few slaves (Carla, Fay… and Francesca?). They shouted at each other and hardly glanced my way, confident that I wasn’t going anywhere. My bonds had been changed; gone was the rope, replaced with a leather harness with leather cuffs attached to each side that not only restricted my arms but kept them straight down at my sides like at military attention. Shiny black high heels covered my feet while above my hair was pulled back in a ponytail that spilled past the interweaving straps of a head harness panel gag. The gag’s huge leather plug pushed my cheeks out and plunged deep into my mouth. I wasn’t even allowed to speak in my defense.

“She showed a blatant disregard for the Rules,” Maura said, sounding like she spoke about the bible. “I know she’s new to all this, but she should have known better.” Maura glared across the way to Ryan.

Ryan stirred in his chair, started to reply but Stern cut him off. Stern sat in the center, directly in front of me. “We’ve had others go through their period of adjustment too,” he said. “So don’t act like this has never happened before. Remember Janine?”

Maura huffed. “Of course, I remember Janine. Who doesn’t?”

“Then try to remember her vision,” Stern said. That seemed to shut Maura down for the moment, but her glare didn’t lessen.

Oh, did I mention that Liz kind of hovered around behind me? She wasn’t on the “council”, but no one disputed her presence. I heard her boots click on the hardwood floor and occasionally caught her on the edge of my peripheral vision, lasso still in hand. Those half-gloves alternated between loosely fingering the rope and gripping it tight as if to snap it apart. At one point, when the debate dissolved into personal accusations, her gloved hand squeezed my chin and spun my head around to gaze up at her sadistic half-smile.

“Now we’re going to find out if you can handle it,” she said. Her hand on my chin trembled in excitement.

“Liz! You back the hell off!” Ryan said through clenched teeth.

Liz did, but slowly.

The council kept arguing, but after a warning from Stern, backed off the personal insults. Yet, there remained an underlying current of some kind, as if whatever bad blood between them hadn’t been completely cleared out. The tension was obvious which reminded me of when Maura and Ryan at Tartarus were barely civil to each other.

“You’d think that a slave, even a new one, would know how to behave,” Julia said. “Especially this one. At Tartarus when she went down on Maribeth, it was like a duck to water.”

“Maybe,” Maura said. “But, there’s some other issue at work here.” Maura narrowed her eyes at me.

“Still angling to be her confessor?” Ryan asked Maura.

Beside me Liz tensed. She gripped the lasso that much tighter.

“It’s no secret the thought has crossed my mind,” Maura said. “But she has to make her own decision.”

“Choosing a confessor should be for another time,” Francesca said, hurriedly. “We’re not here to reward, but to punish.”

“I’m not so sure about that,” Stern said. “The prospect of confession, done properly to punish… Maybe that’s what this slave wants without coming right out and saying it. Kind of like Janine. She had a habit of saying ‘no’ when she meant ‘yes’. A ploy that hasn’t entirely vanished.” He threw a pointed look at a blushing Francesca.

“I haven’t told her about confession,” Ryan said, “at least, not the details.”

“Just because someone doesn’t know the name of a certain thing, doesn’t mean they don’t want it,” Gerard said. “Janine knew what she wanted, or more accurately, what she needed. I agree with Stern. I think we’ve got a similar situation here.”

“Even if the slave shouts ‘No!’?” asked Francesca.

“Especially that.”

What the hell were they talking about? Confession? I’d heard them use that word before. But Janine? Reward or punishment? Wasn’t everything a punishment? None of this made any sense.

Carla and Fay whispered to each other, intense and strewn with furtive glances toward Ryan. At last Carla said, “Ryan, you can weigh in but, if it is Sloane’s confession, then you can’t be involved.”

Things got real quiet. Ryan glowered, gripped the arms of his chair and was halfway out of it when Stern interrupted.

“Ryan, sit back down,” Stern said. “Carla is right. All that I’ve seen indicates you’ve informally bonded to this slave.”

“I still love Janine,” Ryan said, perhaps a little too fast.

“We all do,” Chandler quietly said.

Chandler’s pronouncement again brought silence, but this time not so much filled with tension as more like what occurred at Tartarus, after the session in Gerard’s office. People turned inward, most likely remembering her. Ryan settled back in his chair and his face reflected a distant longing mixed with guilt. Maura and Gerard had similar expressions if less intense. The others all kind of fumbled with their hands or suddenly got very interested in the walls. What kind of influence did this woman have over them? Even in death? At last Gerard stirred.

“Ryan, your honest answer. Confession?”

Ryan rubbed his hands together. His eyes looked right into mine. I felt the love flow from him. And I returned it. I was his. And he belonged to me. Which, looking back, made what he said next all the more painful for us both.

“Confession,” he said.

“But not you,” Fay said.

“You too, huh? All right, fine. Not me.”

“We all knew that,” Maura said. “The Rules state -”

“Fuck your rules. Sloane needs to do this, and she deserves the best.”

Maura’s eyes widened. Gerard cleared his throat. Carla and Fay gasped. Francesca turned pale.

Stern leaned forward, as if to make sure he heard and understood everything right. “Are you suggesting -?”

“Extraction,” Ryan said. “You won’t get it out of her any other way.”

“Just like Janine,” Fay said.

“Almost like Janine,” Maura said. “She needs to see exactly what she’s getting into.”

“What do you have in mind?” Julia asked.

Maura cocked her head at me with a slow smile. “I know a slave who needs to purge herself. But yes, I also vote for confession by extraction.”

One by one they all said the same thing. “Extraction. Extraction. Extraction.” Finally, Stern was the last one left. He stood up, along with the rest of the council. “It is decided. Slave Sloane, your punishment is confession by extraction. But, since you’re still unfamiliar with our Rules, you will first witness another slave’s confession by extraction. We do not allow this lightly. Whatever is said, whatever, you are sworn to secrecy, never to be repeated. To anyone. Do you swear?”

I slowly nodded.

“Very well. Do you have a choice for confessor?”

I glanced at them all with a good idea I was selecting my own personal torturer. Who? Ryan was already out. Gerard? Maura? Chandler?

But did it have to be a dom? I regarded Carla, Fay and Francesca. Unlike the doms, who stared down at me impassive and removed, the three subs all looked back at me with compassion, like they knew exactly what I was about to endure. I figured I’d probably need every break I could get.

I stared at Francesca.

“Oh, my god,” she breathed. “No, I can’t.”

Suddenly, I got a bolt from the blue that I had made the wrong choice.

“The decision is made,” Stern said. “Francesca, prepare yourself. Liz, you will assist. Chandler, you’re guardian. We’re done.”

***

No sooner than Stern announced my fate that Liz tossed the lasso around my upper body and jerked me to my feet. She swooped down and scooped me up. I flopped over her shoulder, afraid her slight frame couldn’t hold me, but her thin arms were strong, as if she called upon some hidden, inner strength that allowed her to toss me around like a ragdoll. In a flash we were outside, descended the veranda steps and headed off into the cooling night. About fifty paces from the cabin Liz slid me off her shoulder and loosened my ankle bindings. She stepped back and a whip cracked.

The gloom hid the flying whip well and not until it snapped around the back of my legs did I even know she had one. I jumped, squealed beneath the gag, and stumbled off into the dark.

“Where you going, bitch?” she called in a friendly tone. “Ain’t anything you can’t handle, right?”

Get away. Get away from her. Don’t let her touch me. Run!

Run I did. Just like that afternoon, thinking that I was the one who made the decision on where to go, but also just like then, realizing that my decisions were not mine.

“What’s wrong, bitch?” Liz called out and laughed. “Ha, ha, ha! Can’t take it? C’mon, you can handle anything! Oh, yeah!” Swish, crack!

Searing pain. Shit! Help! Swish, crack! “Aiiieemmpphh!” Ryan! Oh, god, Ryan! Help!

Swish, crack! “Eiimmph!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Can’t. Can’t do this. What was I thinking? Stop. Stop!

Craaack!

No, not my tits!

I struggled in the lasso and Liz taunted me. If I got too far away, the lasso brought me back in range. More lashes fell across my ass, my back, and my breasts. The darkness was Liz’s friend and my enemy. The swish of the whip sped through the night but not until the split second between the crack and the tiny point of fire that burned my skin did I know where the next agony would fall. I bowed my head, squeezed my eyes shut, afraid an errant strike would catch my face, maybe even split an eyeball. Scared, so fucking scared, I think I peed while I also ran. At least, something warm ran down the inside of my thighs, but unlike warm pee it didn’t cool off, but stayed warm, and sticky.

Jesus, was I cumming?

No! No, my body shook in horror. Not cumming. Not! I was scared, so fucking scared that this crazy woman, intent on revenge, was going to leave me a broken, maimed piece of flesh somewhere in these dark woods. Half-covered in a pile of leaves until some innocent wanderer stumbled across me sometime in the fresh spring. Get away! Move! But my legs turned to rubber and I flopped on the ground. Not cumming! Not!

Liz gasped. “Are you fucking cumming? Already? C’mon, bitch, can’t you do better than this? We’re just getting started.”

Crack! Crack crackcrackcrack!

Pine cones split and exploded all about me, their shards not hurting but covering me in chips and chunks. I rolled away, leaves stuck in my hair hung down in front, half-blinded me and finished the job that the night had started, to take away any sense of direction.

Suddenly my back slammed up against a tree. Liz’s hot breath flowed all over my face. Her hands kneaded my breasts, pinched my nipples. The crotch strap hastily loosened, then I fell to the ground, my legs pushed apart high in the air. Liz’s mouth got closer, closer to my pussy.

Let me go! Let me go!

I got a foot on her shoulder, shoved Liz away and somehow staggered to my feet. I bounded off, don’t know where, anywhere, to run away from the unwanted responses of my body. Liz didn’t pursue, but her laughter rang in my ears. And her taunts. “What are you afraid of, bitch? Can’t handle a little tongue? Can’t handle a little truth?”

The truth? The truth was I had been deserted by the man I thought I loved. He had turned me over to a cold cunt who wanted only to humiliate and degrade me. Turn me into her full on lesbo bitch. But I would have the last laugh. I had picked Francesca, and she would know better. She would understand. I stumbled around in the dark for what felt like hours, keeping that hope alive. The moon rose, thin and pale, casting little light as a guide. I pushed through some light brush, and then there, above and to the right on a little rise, rose the honeymooner cabin. Usually it was full of light and joyous noise, the kind that goes with a young couple just starting out, full of confidence. Now it loomed, dark and forbidding. Still, it was a goal, something to strive for, a place of refuge against the increasingly cold night. I trudged up the rise, made it to the winding path that led to the front porch. The door swung open and a red light glowed out. The figure framed by the hell light was definitely male.

“About time you got here,” rumbled Chandler.

***

Did I say the red light reminded me of hell? When I got inside that was an understatement.

The honeymooner cabin was usually light and airy, windows positioned just right to catch the rising sun, with gaily decorated walls and little plaques of love sonnets. Big chairs and a large sofa sported large, soft cushions so that the newlywed couple, if they didn’t have the patience to make it to the four poster Victorian bed in the tiny bedroom, could drop and rock just about anywhere. Even the kitchen area boasted counters wide enough to boost someone up. Now, though, those comforts had been turned to another purpose.

The windows were covered with dark curtains, the edges tucked in to prevent any light from leaking out. The love sonnet plaques and other small chotski’s on the wall were gone. The only thing that remained untouched was a simple clock, with a sweep second hand that ticked-tocked. In the chotski’s place now hung smaller pieces of equipment, like rope, whips, but also other metal devices of torture that I had only seen in old, cheap horror movies. Nothing about these tools was cheap though, each piece looked fully functional and appeared to have been used and reused. The soft furniture, designed for comfort, had been pushed and piled into a distant corner to maximize the available floor space for other, harsh pieces of equipment, the kind designed for torment; like a spinning X-rack, a stout whipping post, and a severe, leather padded, wooden chair with spread wide legs to provide easy crotch access while at shoulder height two other arms sprung out at right angles making it resemble a cross. That’s where I found Maribeth.

She was hooded, a loose piece of cloth that draped well down her neck and shoulders. In between ticks of the clock soft mewls and incoherent pleadings floated out from underneath. Leather straps held her spread legs tight in the chair, while more straps along her arms led to useless hands that dangled at the end of the cross beams, making her look like some kind of dark sacrifice.

Chandler grabbed hold of my harness and dragged me fully inside. At the slight noise Maribeth trembled, much like she did back at the corral, when she begged Chandler to be let out of the hunt. The red paint that nailed her on the heart had long since dried and started to crack, but it still stood out, even in the red ambient light.

Chandler removed my body harness. “Stand over there,” he said, nodding at a bare corner on the same side of the cabin as the front door. I followed his instructions; my bare feet thankful for the warm wood underneath. I also had a clear view of Maribeth. In fact, if I didn’t know any better, I would say the room was deliberately arranged that way.

Chandler cuffed my hands in back, clipped a short leash to the back of my collar then locked the other end to a solid ring sunk into the wall behind me. A hood much like Maribeth’s descended over my head, except this had a wide slit for the eyes. Chandler placed a similar one over his, then dragged over a stout wooden chair and sat down, a single-tail whip curled in his lap.

“Don’t make me use this,” he said. “Just shut up and watch.”

From the bedroom emerged two people.

Gerard and Maura.

Their head’s were covered in torturers’ hoods, but I knew it was them. And when Gerard spoke his voice was unmistakable.

“It is time,” he formally said, and stripped the hood and a cloth cleave gag from Maribeth.

Her eyelids momentarily squeezed shut, adjusting to the change from utter darkness to dim light. Then they crept open and swiveled here and there, as if to pick out a familiar object, try to place exactly where she was. She peered into the gloom and squinted, as if trying to find out if someone else was present.

“Who’s here?” she asked, almost accusatory.

Gerard squeezed her face in his hand and turned it up toward him. “You do not ask questions.”

“But…”

“Don’t make me turn this into a straight anguishment.”

Maribeth gasped. “No. No, sir.”

“Good.” A pause. Gerard crossed his arms over his chest. “I’m waiting.”

Maribeth bit her lip.

“So soon? Fine.” Gerard nodded to Maura who selected one of the metal tools, a long, pincer like thing with serrated teeth at the end. She opened the toothy end and approached Maribeth.

“No! No, I’ll talk!”

Maura halted. Gerard circled around to Maribeth.

“Sir, I have erred,” Maribeth said. It sounded like a phrase she knew by rote, but had trouble remembering, as if she hadn’t recited it in a long time. “Please listen to my… transgressions and… judge me worthy of penance.”

“Go on,” Gerard said.

Maribeth listed off a series of sins and failings that sounded like an innocent ten year old’s admissions of guilt. Little lies, instances of laziness, and regrets for basically not measuring up to the model of a good citizen. Gerard listened patiently. When Maribeth at last finished with a story of jealousy toward an unnamed rival Gerard lowered and shook his head.

“I know it’s been a long time since your last confession, so I guess it’s no surprise you’re spouting a line of bullshit.” He grabbed a hank of hair on the top of her head. “Is there more? Anything else?”

“No,” Maribeth said, her teeth grit.

“There’s a certain master that has come a long way, a long way just to see you again. You mean to tell me that you have no feelings for him? No desire to make amends?” Gerard pointed at her heart, at the red paint.

“No,” Maribeth said, her jaw clenched. “No, I do not.”

“Liar.”

Gerard roughly let go of Maribeth’s hair and nodded to Maura. He pointed at a certain spot on the wall. Maura returned the pincer to its old place and grabbed two small metal clips connected by short chains to a couple of lead weights.

“No! No, I’ve confessed! I’ve confessed!” Maribeth shouted and struggled in the chair.

“No, you haven’t,” Gerard calmly replied.

From near a corner of the toy wall he hefted a cat o’ nine tails. In his hands the leather blades twisted tight and they responded with a menacing creak.

“I know you,” Gerard said, not like a torturer to a victim, but more like one old friend to another. “You’ve got a lot more to say, yes?”

“I don’t know what you mean ooowwww!”

The cat lashed out, lightning quick against Maribeth’s breasts and with such force that, even in the red light, I could watch rectangular patterns from the leather blades form.

“Want to try again?” Gerard asked.

Maribeth grit her teeth. “That’s all I have to say.”

“I don’t think so.” Gerard’s arm flung out again, scored another direct hit on those soft, defenseless breasts. Maribeth tossed her head and howled. Arms and legs strained at the straps and the leather cut deep into her skin. The chair rocked, but Maribeth remained bound, ripe and open for Gerard’s next play.

He signed to Maura. She quickly knelt in front between Maribeth’s spread legs and busied about that accessible crotch. Maura’s back was to me so I couldn’t see what she did, but Maribeth’s eyes grew wide.

“No! Oh, god, no! You can’t!”

“Oh, yes, we can,” Gerard said.

“Please, I can’t. Noooo!” Maribeth threw her head back and her neck veins stood out, then she relaxed, but only for a moment, then grimaced again. Maura backed away and there, shining in the red light, were a pair of clips, each one biting into Maribeth’s dripping wet pussy lips.

“Last time you’re asked,” Gerard said.

Maribeth took several deep breaths between clenched teeth but didn’t say anything.

Gerard again nodded at Maura. This time I managed to see her hook two small chains onto the end of the pussy clips, then tiny lead balls to the end of each of those.

“Drop them,” Gerard said.

Maura pulled back her hand and the weights descended with a jerk.

“Aaahhh! Ah ahh aaaahhhhh!” Maribeth cried.

“They’re only going to get heavier,” Gerard said. “And I’ve got more.”

Maura handed Gerard another shiny clip and kept a similar one for herself. These sported serrated teeth, and snapped inches away from Maribeth’s erect nipples.

“Huh… huh… huh…” Maribeth breathed, unable to do anything to stop the clips’ advance.

They bit, yet Gerard and Maura took their time, gentle and slow. The pressure eased onto the nipples, squeezing, squeezing until the nips stood out, tiny twin poles of red.

Gerard gathered up the cat again, draped the blades across the breasts and made sure they ran over the serrated clips and those sensitive nipples. Maribeth grit her teeth again, yet her eyes remained glued to the cat that slowly dragged across that soft skin.

“You want more? I’ve got plenty,” Gerard said. “Lots of ways to persuade.” The cat flew up and in a wide arc struck the inside of her right thigh. But not hard. Well, not as hard as it could have been. Maribeth grunted, holding it in. The cat round-arced again, connected with the left. Maribeth croaked a cry. Gerard kept up the pace, not a full out whipping, but steady, almost like a massage. Yet, a massage which fired nerve endings that translated into a rush of pain, and later something else.

“Oh. Uh. Uh,” Maribeth said with each strike.

“All night, slave,” Gerard said. “All night.”

“Oohhh.”

Maribeth’s eyes closed, lulled into a detached state of consciousness. Her mouth contorted now and then, but not much, and she soon returned to an almost slack-jawed drift.

Maura stirred. “She’s not going to…”

“I’m the confessor. Not you,” Gerard said.

Maura pressed her lips, not liking the reminder of her subordinance.

Gerard kept swinging the cat, slow, steady. Not too soft, not too hard. Maribeth’s eyes stayed closed. She licked her lips. Then -

Swish, crack!

“Aiihhh!”

“Just like that, slave,” Gerard said, an edge in his voice. “Just like that and everything can change.”

Swish, crack!

“Aaaiii!”

“All night. All night.”

Swish, craaaackkk!

“Aahhaiii! What do you want? I’ve already told you!”

“The hell you have!”

Craaaacck!

“Aeeehh!”

Gerard tossed the cat to Maura who caught it clean, like they had practiced this move before. His hand shot down to Maribeth’s vagina. Her mouth opened in a silent scream, then suddenly went extremely vocal.

“Shit!” she yelled. “Ohh, shiiiittt!”

Gerard waited, his hand on both of the pussy chains and, for all the life of me, looking ready to pull them down, completely off, and Maribeth’s pussy lips with them. Her mouth moved, lips curled back in horror. Her wild eyes swung about the room. For a brief, brief moment her eyes drilled into mine. But I didn’t see any recognition, no sense that she saw a hooded intruder watching. And what I saw was a friend driven to the cliff edge pain, of pleasure, of sanity. Maribeth’s mouth worked, words started to form.

“What’re you doing? You can’t -”

Only it wasn’t Maribeth who spoke.

Chandler’s hand over my mouth immediately stifled anything more. Then a good portion of the hood shoved past my lips insured that. I could still see, but the lower portion of the hood now filled my mouth, and a thin cleave cloth gag wound about my head to keep me silent. I tried shaking it off, pushing it out, but Chandler’s hand in back of my head not only tightened the hood to stretch over my face, but also drove the gag deeper past my lips. No way could I speak to help Maribeth, and Chandler had a good grip on my head too to direct me in continued witness of the unfolding torment. I dared not close my eyes, afraid he possessed some kind of torturous tool to make sure they didn’t.

Maribeth’s chest heaved, she started to hyperventilate. Her eyes tracked Gerard’s hand down at her crotch, how they got a firm hold on the clips. She said, “You… You wouldn’t…”

“Try me,” Gerard said.

His arm tensed.

“All right! All right! Yes! Yes, I’ll talk. I confess.”

“To what?”

“Stern! I love him. Love him! But… But he…”

“What? He wasn’t master enough for you?”

“No! No. He took me so far down, so far. I-I never felt like that before. I-I was scared. So scared.”

“Why? His method of play frightened you that much?”

“No. I was scared because… because of me.”

Gerard slowly withdrew his hand from the pussy clips and stood up over Maribeth. “You realized the depths of your submission.”

“Yes. No. I mean, there was more. I could have gone down so far. So deep. He wanted to take me there. And I wanted… But I was scared. So scared.”

“So you told him it was over.”

“Yes.” Maribeth started to cry. “Yes.”

Gerard nodded, as if he finally got the truth out of her. He carefully removed all the clips while Maura undid the straps. Maribeth slid off the chair, limp, and slowly entered into a full on crying jag. Yet, it seemed she cried too easily. Gerard let her go at it, busying himself about putting the equipment, the nipple and pussy clips, the cat, back where they came from, but Maura stood still, with an open expression of plain scorn.

“The slave still has more to confess,” she said.

Gerard turned from the wall. “What did you say?”

“You heard me,” Maura said. “And so did she.”

Maribeth glanced up, wary. Gerard stepped toward Maura. “May I remind you of just who is the confessor, and who’s the assistant.”

“Don’t you even begin to lecture me…” Maura broke off. “She said herself she hasn’t confessed in a long time. Which means since you’re her confessor you’re out of practice too.” She pointed at Maribeth. “Ask her. On her honor as a slave.”

Things got quiet. Maribeth’s red eyes swung from Gerard, to Maura, back to Gerard.

A tension seemed to ratchet up in Gerard. He stepped back to the wall, grabbed a single-tail whip. Shook it out. “Slave, on your honor. Have you completely purged?”

Maribeth crawled back, like a crab, trying to distance herself from that whip, from Gerard’s gathering wrath.

“On… your… honor.” The whip lashed out, cracking just barely a foot above Maribeth’s head.

Maribeth cringed, ducked her head down to the floor, head between her hands. “No! No, I haven’t! I’m sorry. I beg forgiveness!”

Gerard stood over her, hands formed into fists, ready to tear Maribeth apart.

Maura got between them and smoothly took control of the whip. Gerard stepped back.

The whip cracked.

“Talk!” Maura commanded.

“No. No, I can’t!” Maribeth said and cowered.

Gerard, now somewhat in control of his emotions, got back into it. “Do you want to stay a rogue slave? If you don’t come clean you won’t get any penance, no chance for forgiveness.”

Maribeth froze. She looked up at Gerard.

“Don’t push me,” Gerard said.

If before Maribeth trembled, she now absolutely shook. Her hands covered her face, and this time she cried without fraud. Gerard and Maura waited, but when Gerard’s feet started to impatiently shift and move away Maribeth grabbed them and pressed her forehead to his shiny black boots.

“I’ll tell! Ryan and Sloane, I got them together. I set things up between them.”

Gerard and Maura exchanged confused looks. Gerard said, “You arranged a blind date?”

“No, not exactly,” Maribeth whined.

Maura flicked an arm and the whip cracked right across Maribeth’s ass.

“Aiiii! I’m telling you, I’m confessing!” Maribeth said in a rush. “Yes, yes, I-I pretended there was a mix up. I booked Ryan to come here with no one else here but Sloane. I even… I even put a slave collar in Sloane’s bed hoping that would help them get together.”

“You presumptuous bitch,” Maura breathed.

“They were both so sad! So full of pain,” Maribeth said. “Since Janine died Ryan is just so wounded, and Sloane too on the death of her marriage. I thought, I thought, maybe they could heal each other.”

“You played Cupid?” Gerard asked, amazed.

“Well, well, maybe,” Maribeth said. She smiled, misreading Maura’s and Gerard’s reactions and thinking she was back in their good graces.

“How dare you, you slut!” Maura shouted and now really let loose with the whip, scoring Maribeth’s already well marked flesh with even more thin, red weals. “You can’t face the truth of your own submissive slavery so to make up for it you threw together two strangers? What did you hope to gain? That if they did fall in love everyone would forget how you rejected Stern and allow you back into a state of grace? You little slut!”

Gerard ducked behind Maura and pinned her arms in back. Maura struggled to get loose, body twisting, legs kicking, but Gerard now acted as the calming force. He spun Maura away and snatched back the whip.

“You’re done,” he said.

“You heard what she tried to do! This cunt thinks that Janine can just be replaced -”

“Why wouldn’t Ryan want to find another? He’s not a monk but a virile man. He would do Janine less honor to continue pining and blaming himself for her absence. Or maybe it’s not about Ryan, but you still refusing to let her go.”

Maura staggered as if Gerard had struck her. She didn’t fall down but just stood there, chest heaving.

Gerard pointed the whip toward the bedroom. “Go.”

Maura’s eyes spilled over. She ran to the bedroom. The door slammed shut.

Gerard glared after her. His own eyes were wet too, but he kept himself under control. He stood over Maribeth.

“All right, you little hole. You beg for penance? You’re gonna get it.” He squatted down and, by the hair, pulled her head up. Gerard whispered into Maribeth’s ear. She held still, face impassive, but then slowly filled with horror. Gerard let go and turned for the bedroom. Maribeth clutched after him.

“No, no! I can’t do that! Please, anything but -”

Gerard kicked her away, his boot missing her face by less than an inch, glancing across her shoulder. Without a look back he marched to the bedroom and slammed the door in her face.

Maribeth rose to her knees, leaned on the door, called for Gerard, for Maura. Neither of them came out. Hands over her face, her whole body trembled. Then Maribeth turned and ran across the room, out into the night. Her sobs floated back into the cabin until Chandler strode forward, and slowly closed the door.

“You’ve just witnessed an extracted confession,” he said. “Prepare yourself.”




Chapter Twelve

My Secret Sins

I don’t know what happened between Maura and Gerard. They disappeared into the bedroom and stayed there for the rest of the night. Or was there a secret exit? Given all that I thought I knew about the cabins, and that there were hidden in plain view surprises all over, I didn’t doubt that they managed to slip away. From what I remembered the bedroom was small, but that didn’t preclude a hidden door leading to yet another room with an outside exit. There had to be, because when Francesca came out from the bedroom, Liz was right behind her, and I had gotten here before Liz and she hadn’t come in through the front door.

They wore hoods just like Gerard and Maura, but again, it was obvious who they were. But after Liz came another. A man dressed all in black, even his hands were covered in black gloves. The clothes weren’t baggy, but loose enough so in no way could I tell who it was based on body type. Ryan? No, it couldn’t be. He was barred from my confession. Chandler was next to me, so it wasn’t him. Gerard was done for the night, and the man in black was too short to be Stern. Then who?

Chandler released the gag and removed my hood. My hands were loosened too and he shoved me by the shoulder to the center of the room. I knelt before Francesca who was dressed in a black leather corset and tight black leather pants. Her boots with spiked heels click-clicked on the wooden floor and she flexed a riding crop in her hands.

“You’ve chosen me as your confessor,” Francesca said. The crop flicked down, right across my left nipple.

“Aiii!” I cried. My arms automatically crossed over my breasts.

“You thought that because I’m normally a slave I’d go easy. Wrong.”

She bent down and smiled. Suddenly, I realized the huge, huge mistake I had made. When I selected Francesca she had acted afraid, like she didn’t want to do it, but she was honor bound to fulfill my request. Now, I realized that she definitely did have a dominant side, one that she probably rarely let out because she didn’t know when to stop. And also, who better to punish a slave than another slave? They would know all the tricks the punished slave would try to pull and not let their victim get away with anything.

Oh shit.

“So, what do we have here?” Francesca asked. “A first time confession. I’m going to love this.”

“Which piece of equipment do you want to start on first, ma’am? The chair?” Liz asked.

“Nothing as quaint as that,” Francesca said. “And as for the other pieces, maybe we’ll get to them later. I’ve got something else in mind.”

Without any other cue, the man in black disappeared back into the bedroom. Soon he reemerged with what looked like a small prayer bench, but instead of a padded hassock for the knees it sported a single golden rod.

Oh shit again.

“Assume the position,” Francesca said.

“Uh, hang on a sec,” I said. “Isn’t there some kind of ceremony? Aren’t you going to ask me to confess?”

Francesca smiled. Then, like lightning, the crop whipped across my left cheek.

“Ahhhiii!” I toppled over, sprawled on the floor. All I could see through a searing, thin fire that burned my face and raged in my eyes was Francesca’s boots.

“Stupid, bitch,” she said. “The only things I want to hear from your mouth are your guilty screams.”

***

They tied me up. Fuck, the ropes were tight! My skin bulged out on my upper arms, also my upper thighs. More rope crisscrossed above and below my breasts, and another thin cord that also wound around them squeezed my breasts to make them stand out like a pair of ripe watermelons. Liz knotted crotch rope and made sure it bit tight between my legs, the knot right against my clit. Just when I thought the rope couldn’t go any tighter Francesca retied it and yanked, yanked, yanked.

“Uhh! Uhhh! Hey!” I said. “Easy!”

“That’s not what I want to hear,” Francesca said. She straddled one of the torture chair’s spread legs, gripped the elaborate rope harness and hauled me up and over her strong legs.

“What the fuck? What is this?” I asked.

“This is me unhappy,” Francesca replied. She shifted my weight around a little, then accepted a wide tawse from Liz.

Splat whack splat whack whack, whack! The tawse lit up my ass and, with each hit, I curled backwards, my hair flying behind me with each head jerk. “Ahh, ahh aaahhhhh!” I cried, but Francesca didn’t stop. The blows rained down, at first right across the back of my ass, then softer, more selective, toward the bottom of each cheek and just above the crease of my thighs. “Oh! Oh! Ohhhhh!” I moaned.

The blows stopped and I sagged on either side of her legs, like a lazy cat. Warmth from between my legs spread out, turned searing pain into almost numbing bliss. Oh, yes. Yes. Keep doing… Oh, yeeesssss.

The knot over my clit moved.

“Aaaaiiii!” The blissful numbness transformed into red hot fire.

Liz gave a short laugh. “Ha. She’s still awake.”

A finger slipped between my ass cheeks, past the rope. “What a slut,” Francesca said. “You’re already wet.”

“Ummm,” I moaned again, and licked my lips. “Please, please, fuck me.”

“Fuck you? Fuck you???” Francesca slapped both my ass cheeks, hard, then shoved me off her lap. I “Ooommmphh”ed and rolled on the hardwood floor. “What do you think I am, you little bitch? I’m not going to fuck you. I’m your confessor. And right now even that is in doubt.”

“What? But… but… I chose you…”

“That was out there,” Francesca said and pointed in a vague direction outside. “In here you must prove yourself worthy of penance. And, frankly, I don’t care for your ‘me first’ attitude. What the hell does Ryan see in you?”

Francesca pressed the newly formed welt on my face and I cried out again. Shit, that was sore! “Aiieee!”

“That’s better. Guilty screams. That’s what I want. But maybe, you can’t even manage that. At least for now.”

Francesca nodded toward Liz who was right there, a padded leather gag in hand. Soft and well worn, the plug pushed past my lips and my teeth instinctively clamped down on the narrower base near the outer panel. Two straps buckled behind my head.

“Urrmm!” I tried to say. “Dis ish uppoed a be a coneshhon!”

“The gag is too small,” Francesca said.

“You wanted to hear her scream,” Liz said. “The smaller gag allows that.”

“I can also still hear her selfish attitude. Besides, there are different types of screams. The open mouth kind, of course. But I also like the type that doesn’t get out of the throat.”

Liz nodded. Soon the leather gag was replaced by one with a small, black rubber balloon and a hand pump. Liz pinched my nostrils and when I finally opened my mouth for air Francesca stuffed the limp thing in my mouth. Several quick pumps later and my whole mouth was filled. The internal balloon not only pressed down on my tongue and against the roof of my mouth, but also outward on the cheeks. I could still make sounds, but only the type that Francesca desired, deep in my throat.

“Much better,” she said and pumped the gag once more.

“Uhh!”

“That’ll do. Just the right amount of strain. Now, where are those clips?”

Liz held up a pair of nipple clips, just like the ones used on Maribeth, full of jagged teeth. They shone silver and evil. Like with Maribeth, they took great care on the positioning. Francesca allowed Liz to make the initial placement, then moved in for adjustments, like tightening a pair of tiny screws on the clamps so that they bit even deeper into my nipples.

“Uuurnnnnnmmmm!” I protested.

“Better,” Francesca said. “See how they bite down, but not right on the tip? They’ll last longer that way. Remember that.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Liz said.

What the hell was I? Some kind of lab rat? Was Francesca giving domination lessons to Liz? Shouldn’t it have been the other way around?

And then I realized my second mistake in picking Francesca, the slave, as my confessor. She now used me to show Liz how better to torture herself, Francesca, if it ever came to that. Fuck yeah, I was a lab rat.

They tied me to the whipping post, my arms still tied in back, facing outward.

“Now,” Francesca said, “this is how you whip a slave.”

Francesca didn’t just light into me. Instead she wielded the cat soft and easy, sort of like what happened to Maribeth, except the blows slowly climbed the scale of severity. Within ten minutes the blades swished through the air and whacked across the tops of my thighs, then up the stomach, to finally alternate between my tits. I twisted, tried to turn away, but I was roped so tight to the whipping post that the only parts of my body that were allowed movement were my outstretched claws of fingers, and my head as it tossed with each blow. The rubber tube that hung outside from the pumped up gag inside my mouth bounced from side to side, the movements a delayed reaction to my head’s jerks.

“Now that she’s warmed up…”

Warmed up???

“…here’s how to really twist her guts.”

Francesca connected the two nipple clips together by a thin, light chain. A much longer, third chain anchored in the middle stretched up, and up, so far that it ran through an enclosed ring sunk into the ceiling normally used for hanging plants and then back down to about neck level. It just dangled there, light and limp. That is, until Francesca held up a lead weight.

“You’ve seen this before, haven’t you?” she asked. “You sat safe in the dark and watched Maribeth feel her little pussy lips stretched to their limits. Only this time, you’re not that lucky.”

She hung the weight to the end of the chain and my tits stretched. Not much, but enough that I couldn’t ignore the pain.

“Ummmm,” was all I could say.

“Oh, you like that? Well, how about this?” Francesca hung two more weights.

“Uuueemmm!”

“Eewww, better. Nice little gagged screams. But I’m still not hearing the regret. Some more encouragement.”

Two more. Shit, now five weights stretched my poor tits upwards.

“Uummmrrrnn! Urrnn urrnn urrnn!”

Goddam! I was really feeling it. The clamps, oh, god, the clamps bit so deep. And the weights, they just hung there with no let up so my tits; my poor tits just kept right on stretching, stretching. All right, all right. You win! Make it stop! I’ll tell you.

“Uummm! Urrnnarrgg!”

Francesca just stared back at me, cold and removed. “I’ve heard that kind of scream before, and you’re nowhere near ready for a confession.”

“You said you didn’t care if she confessed,” said Liz.

“I know. I want her to suffer. But one of two people is going put an end to this fun, sooner or later.” She nodded at me, a subtle, quick gesture, but then her eyes flicked to the darkened corner where Chandler still sat, quiet and almost forgotten. He shifted in the seat a little. As for the man in black, to me he was invisible, probably leaning against the wall in a darkened corner, blending in amongst the shadows.

Francesca added another weight.

“Uuuimmm! Ummmm umm umm!” I protested.

Francesca shook her head, still not believing I meant it. “I guess you’re really going to have to spend some time on the prayer bench.”

Francesca turned away, studied the prayer bench, and then busied herself about it, perhaps testing its strength and sturdiness. I paid a minimal amount of attention to her. The weights, oh, crap, the weights! My tits, my nipples, fuck, burning fire that shot through my chest and down, down to between my pussy. Even though my legs were tied together the heat down in my snatch translated to pussy juices that managed to leak out, ran down my skin like a river. I couldn’t see it, of course, but the spreading heat, the sticky liquid told me everything. And I wasn’t the only person aware of it.

Liz saw it. She wasn’t sure at first, because of the dim light, but her hood sucked in a little at the mouth along with a gasp of surprise. Then her head turned this way and that, slow, steady movements, making sure that she didn’t lose the scent. Like a hunting dog she sniffed, sniffed, sniffed and bent down, until her nose was just above my pubic hairs. Her eyes shone.

“Hey! This little cunt is really wet.”

“No kidding,” Francesca said, distracted, still looking over the prayer bench. “You want a medal?”

Liz looked into my eyes. “No, but I’d like something else.”

That got Francesca’s attention. She stopped her inspection of the prayer bench. “Oh, go ahead,” Francesca said. “From what I hear, you’ve been dying to since you two met at Tartarus.”

Twin gleams formed in Liz’s eyes. She had me, right where she wanted me.

Liz untied my legs. I struggled, strained against her strong arms, but soon my legs were spread wide, short chains locked onto ankle cuffs and the chains’ other ends locked to the rings sunk into the broad, wooden base of the whipping post. “Okay, honey,” Liz breathed. “Let’s find out just how sweet you really are.”

She lifted her hood just enough to expose full, wet lips. A woman! A woman’s mouth on my pussy! Was this how Maribeth felt when I went down on her? Unable to stop, helpless, no say in who invaded her private nether regions? And Maribeth was blindfolded, for all she knew it could have been a man, but did it really matter? A tongue is a tongue.

No! No, it was Liz. She licked and slurped and drank just about everything I could give, and still she came back for more. And her face, her face was so smooth, so much more pleasant than a half-shaven man’s, like Jim’s, or… or anyone else’s.

I shoved the thought away. That time didn’t count. I was mad at Jim. It didn’t count.

“Ummm. Ummm.”

That wasn’t me who moaned. Liz’s hands clenched my hips, her mouth covered my pussy and that tongue, that little wonderful tongue just kept diving, diving down deep. It flicked over to the right, then the left. Now I did moan, in pain from the strain on my tits, but also from Liz’s feather touch. Oh, she was good. Why did I run away in the woods? If only I knew…

And then… nothing. My pussy suddenly turned cold as Liz’s warm mouth was torn away. I opened my eyes, found Liz’s hair in the grip of the man in black. A strong, hard wrench and Liz slid across the floor, bumping against the back of Francesca’s legs who steadied herself on the prayer bench and partially turned around. Neither of them said anything, but fear flashed in their eyes. The man in black retreated into the shadows.

Francesca muttered something to Liz who quickly wiped her mouth clean in embarrassment. As for myself, the pleasure was gone, left again with nothing but the ongoing pain. And now worse too. Once Liz gathered herself she grabbed another weight and when she hung it with the others she let it drop.

The chain jerked.

“Ummmennnn! Uuurmmnn!”

“Yes, we hear you,” Francesca said, all business again. “And that’s still not a scream of guilt.” She nodded at Liz. “All right, then.”

They released me from the whipping post, then lifted me off the floor to half-carry, half-drag me to the prayer bench. My knees touched the cold metal of the golden rod, my weight pressed down, down.

“Aarrggg!”

“Hmm. Not bad,” Francesca said. “After a while she’ll sound totally miserable.”

A leather strap across the back of my legs, near the crease for my knees and hooked to either side of the prayer bench prevented me from getting up. From the furniture pile, Liz removed a small table, the kind with three legs and a half-circle top that could sit flush against the wall and placed it just below the clock. While Liz concentrated on plugging in some kind of device on top of the table Francesca angled the prayer bench toward it. Finished, Liz stepped away from the table and I found the device was a digital photo frame.

The man in black almost growled. I say almost, because he cut it off just after it started.

“Did you say something, ma’am?” Liz asked.

“Not me,” Francesca replied. “Must have been a creak of the floor boards.”

What the hell? Of course, there was a noise, and not from the cabin’s wooden floor either. This guy was just mere feet away. It wasn’t like they could ignore…

But that’s exactly what the two women did. They acted like the man in black wasn’t even there. Aside from his bringing in the prayer bench, and his tearing Liz away from my pussy, neither of them acknowledged his presence. And most of the time he hung in the shadows, which only made their disregard of him easier.

“You just kneel there, watch the pretty pictures,” Francesca said. “I heard you were interested in them. Well, now you’re going to get an eyeful. I’ll know when you’re ready to confess.”

She pressed a switch behind the frame and the pictures scrolled by, slowly, as if to make sure I got the detail of each one.

Tick-tock. Tick-tock.

I didn’t pay too much attention to the photos, not caring to play Francesca’s little mind-fuck game. No, all my thoughts were on my knees and that hard, hard golden rod on which I knelt.

Tick-tock. Tick-tock.

Oh, god. How much more of this could I take? My knees, oh, god, my poor knees…

Tick-tock. Tick-tock.

The clock kept on its same maddening pace. The minutes slipped away, no slower, but no faster than as if I were curled up, warm in bed. I tried to imagine myself there, safe, wrapped around Ryan’s rock hard body. But the golden rod, the pain, crept through until that was all I knew.

Tick-tock. Tick-tock.

The second hand approached the twelve and swept beyond it. Then came up to it again, and again, and again…

Let me up. Please, let me up.

I glanced over at Francesca. Her back was almost fully to me while she and Liz engaged in frivolous speech. They seemed to gossip, about who was hooked up with whom and just who was a permanent couple and how long other couples would last. They giggled.

Pains shot up my legs.

Tick-tock. Tick-tock.

Time. Time was running out. I couldn’t stand this! My knees hurt. No. I can’t…

Tick-tock. Tick-tock.

I needed something. An edge. A distraction. The photos faded in and out. They seemed to have cycled back to the beginning because there were a few I recognized from when they started. I focused on them, tried to hypnotize myself and relax, overcome the screaming pain in my knees. It helped, but only insofar as taking my mind off the pain. The pain was still there, and steadily got worse, but now I watched as someone else’s pain was revealed to me, which made mine not quite as bad.

Tick-tock. Tick-tock.

Janine. Each photo was of her. Initially just her alone, but then other people started appearing; faces I’d only recently come to know, and others I didn’t recognize.

The photos followed a rough thematic order and started off much like the ones I stumbled across in Ryan’s room. Janine doing mundane things like walking, standing in front of some tourist attraction, at a restaurant with friends gathered round.

Tick-tock. Tick-tock.

But then, also like before, came the other photos. Of Janine tied up, gagged, suspended, whipped. Her white, delicate flesh marked up with left over rope impressions. Thin, red weals blazed on her back and dark bruises shadowed her ass and inside of her legs. Nipple clamps, much like the kind I now endured, bit into her breasts. A light chain between them and hooked to something overhead, beyond the edge of the photo, lifted them up and Janine was forced to stand on tiptoes to relieve the pain while her mouth grimaced at the pressure on her feet. And all throughout, the people from this little group I had fallen in with, Gerard, Maura, Chandler, Liz, Julia, even Stern, wove in and out of each scene. Each one tortured Janine, brought her to tears, her open mouth frozen in hideous screams, eyes ready to pop out of her head. And still they came on, one dreadful tableau after another.

Tick-tock. Tick-tock.

One photo of Janine was her lying sideways on the floor, her shirt ripped open, the fabric torn and buttons scattered. Rope circled her upper arms and legs. A crop lightly touched one breast that already was marked up in thin, red stripes. Blue silk panties spilled from her mouth while a white cloth wound about her head. Her eyes watered as they looked up to whoever wielded the crop.

Tick-tock. Tick-tock.

Another photo revealed her head touching the floor, ass raised up in the air, and her pussy lips red and engorged. Juice dripped from them while clamps were attached and Janine balled her hands into white fists. Her head was turned sideways as she spied out of the corner of her eye at someone, not the person placing the clamps, but another.

Tick-tock. Tick-tock.

Now Janine was in a dungeon like setting, sitting up halfway on a rack, her legs already wrapped in thick leather cuffs. A pair of male hands held and caressed her head. Janine’s eyes were closed, her mouth partially open in anticipation of impending torturous bliss. The photo right after that revealed Janine’s eyes opened, again with that look, that look that first caught my attention which I still didn’t understand. She wasn’t crying, wasn’t afraid. Well, not afraid in the sense her life was in danger, yet still nervous on the surface but, at a deeper level, also calm.

Tick-tock. Tick-tock.

More photos flashed by and that look became common. The outer nervousness disappeared while the inner tranquility shone forth. And those eyes. They always gazed to something just beyond the borders of the photo, held a secret for those who knew, those smart enough to figure it out. Then, one last photo.

Tick-tock. Tick-tock.

Janine wearing what at first glance looked like a one piece bathing suit, only it wasn’t for the beach. It was white cloth that hung from around her neck, covered her breasts, left the hips bare and dove right into the crotch, barely covering it. The impression I got was that it gathered up in back, between the ass cheeks like a thong, then wrapped around the waist. A smaller black cloth wound about the wrapped part in front. A slave garment, something that perhaps she had earned? And then there was a collar around her neck. Not so heavy duty like the others but thin, more like something that might be worn in public. A leash hung in a casual arc from the collar to somewhere beyond the photo, but this time Janine looked right back at the camera. A secret, Mona Lisa smile curled her lips while the eyes shone full of happy laughter. And she saw, right through to my soul.

I screamed.

Screamed again.

Francesca was instantly at my side. The gag was torn away and my full-throated screams filled the cabin. Others gathered around also; Liz, Chandler, and the man in black. I screamed and cried. Sobs racked my body.

“I’m sorry! I’m sorry!”

“What are you sorry for?” Francesca calmly asked.

“I don’t know, I don’t -”

A firm, open-handed slap twisted my head around. “Tell us!” Francesca said.

“It was my fault! My fault!”

Francesca slapped me again. Tears flew through the air, splashed on Liz, on the floor. In spite of the strap across the back of my legs, I barely maintained a kneeling position. But then, the strap lifted away, and so did I, as several pairs of hands gently placed me on my back, my bound arms underneath. And then the hands roamed over my body. Satin gloved hands.

“Tell us,” Francesca breathed in my ear.

“No. Nooooo,” I sobbed.

“You can do it,” she said. “Tell us. Forgive yourself and receive penance.”

Women’s hands stroked my head, my shoulders, my breasts, while men’s hands slowly spread my legs, curled them upwards so my knees rose in the air. A soft pillow found a place under my hips.

“Let it out,” Francesca said. “We’ll understand.”

Liz’s mouth covered my nipples, not sadistically but soft, like a baby without teeth, suckling as if to receive life.

Francesca kissed me, lips soft and pliant, tongue wet and flexible. She tasted me, and I her.

A cock slid into my pussy that thrust slowly, easy as if it had all the time in the world. Hot, hard, cock – it pushed deep, deeper, as if its purpose wasn’t sex but to cleanse all the darkness that infected deep inside me. And when the cock emptied into me the disease of darkness started to wash away, but not completely. Chandler’s voice muttered, just above my head, something about once wasn’t going to be enough. He lifted away, replaced by the man in black.

He entered me, so slick, so easy. No, he wasn’t Ryan; that much I knew. No, this was someone I’d never felt before, who’s technique was even better than Chandler’s, who possessed a certain, detached passion, while Ryan’s was full of emotion. No, this one was all business, yet also contained a hint of excitement, of feelings held rigidly in check lest they run amok.

His hips ground against mine, and I responded, pushing upwards, taking him inside me, deep. Not as deep as Ryan or Chandler or Gerard, but into the depths, down, down to where that black sickness still held sway.

Francesca leaned down at my side again. “C’mon, baby,” she said. “Let it go.”

“I’m trying, I’m trying!” I said.

Whack!

Another slap.

“Aaahhhh!”

“Try harder!”

I gasped. Fought for air. My head swam.

“Release your guilt, Sloane!”

“I can’t! I… can’t!”

Another slap. My ears rang and at last, everything shook loose.

“It’s my fault. It was all my fault!”

“What? What!”

“My marriage!”

At last it came out in a torrent of words and tears. My marriage had ended, not solely because of Jim, although he did play his part, but because of me. My insecurity, my childish actions. My jealousy.

“I accused him of having affairs. I thought he was cheating when he only was trying to be a husband and work hard. I couldn’t stand being alone and sometimes he was gone so long.”

“Did he cheat on you?” Francesca asked. “Did he?”

“Yes! Yes, but only after I drove him to it! After I cheated on him!”

“And you’re still doing it with Ryan!”

“No! No, I’m not!”

Another slap. “Liar! We all saw your jealousy the night of the dinner, even me and I was spread on the table! We all saw it.”

More slaps. Whack, whack, whack!

My head twisted back and forth.

“No! I’m not aiiihhhh!”

The cock exploded inside me, hot juices pouring out like a fire hose. I opened my mouth, turned my head aside, squeezed my eyes shut and at last, at long last the black sickness washed away and my sins, all my secret sins gushed forth. Formless they scattered on the winds, and no longer held any power over me.

With a small grunt, the man in black pulled out, but didn’t leave my pussy cold. In fact, I felt nothing, like I floated above the clouds, without pain, without heartache.

Everyone withdrew, except for Francesca. She lay by my side, stroking my brow.

“Yes,” I said. “Yes, I started doing it again with Ryan. The jealousy, the possessive… I tried not to, but I couldn’t help it! And, and I still feel it inside me. Even now… Oh, Janine. Why can’t I be more like Ja…?”

“We all try,” Francesca said. “When she came at last to the end we all felt her selfless love. Ryan was lucky. He got the most of it, and that’s probably why it hurt him the most when she left. If you can give him just a little bit of that again…”

“I can’t compete with a ghost.”

“No. But he loves you. We’ve all seen it. Give him not of Janine, but of yourself. Don’t seek to possess.

“And now, hear your penance…”




Chapter Thirteen

The Pyre

Unlike Maribeth, who had dashed alone out into the night, Francesca tied my hands in back and led me by a leash back to the main cabin. Several doms sat around on the veranda but all, except for one, found a reason to excuse themselves when they spotted us. Ryan greeted us alone.

“Here is your slave,” Francesca said.

“Has she received penance?” Ryan asked.

“Yes.”

“And that is?”

Francesca stiffened then silently handed over the leash. Ryan wrapped the end tight in a fist and drew me closer to him. Our eyes met, his unblinking, as if he tried to read what happened in the cabin. And then I knew that my “confession” wasn’t over. My time with Francesca was only part one. Now came the acid test.

Ryan led me through the cabin, past all the staring doms and slaves. Maribeth was nowhere to be seen, but Julia was there. So was Maura and Gerard, each of them looking like they had been through a tough emotional battle. No one spoke. It was like one of those scenes in a western when the new stranger in town walks in to a saloon and all the noise stops. Ryan nodded at a few people, who either just barely nodded back or didn’t at all. We strode past each one, like we were on parade, then Ryan led me down the hallway, past several open doors where a few other scenes were already in progress, such as one in the middle of a whipping with the slave tied forward over the footboard, her ass in the air and legs spread. Others had yet to fully begin; the slaves simply knelt, tied up, blindfolded or hooded, a leash much like mine locked to a hidden bolt at the foot of the bed. One though, was a little different. The blonde beauty, Bimbo, hung suspended by her wrists, feet off the floor, legs attached to a wide spreader bar. A long cat o’ nine tails dangled from her collar, between her ample breasts to the top of her stomach. Above the tight, mouth stuffing gag tears formed in her eyes and I wondered how long she would have to wait until Stern saw fit to whip that pussy. As it turned out not long. Stern clumped down the hallway, his expression unreadable as always, and slammed the door shut. Soon after, Bimbo’s muffled cries floated out. And then, like a bolt of lightning, Maribeth raced down the hallway. She sort of tripped and fell to land right at Stern’s door.

“Stern! Master! Let me in! Please, please. I’m sorry. Sorry! Let me in. Please, take me back. I love you, I love you!”

Maribeth pounded on the door and fell into a crying heap. Then suddenly the door opened. Stern came partway out. Maribeth wrapped her arms around his legs and muttered apologies into his boots. Stern didn’t respond and I feared that he was going to send her away, that he wasn’t ready to forgive her. But then, on that perpetually grim, cold face, the frost melted, just a little bit. I swear there were the beginnings of a smile, and of a spring long delayed. Then Stern’s hand grabbed Maribeth by the hair and dragged her inside. The door slammed shut.

“C’mon, you,” Ryan said, and tugged at the leash. I stumbled inside his room.

Without another word, Ryan strung me up. A line of rope already hung from the ceiling, so it was just a quick matter of him tying my hands in front of me. A couple of firm yanks and my arms stretched overhead, my toes barely touching the floor.

A fist ground between my legs, forced them apart, then two fingers found my somehow now dry pussy, but it didn’t stay that way for long.

A single candle warmth ignited deep, deep inside and I gasped. More flames lit too and spread the warmth down the legs, up through my stomach, into my breasts and nipples. Oh, Ryan, Ryan, I’ve missed you…

“You owe me,” he said.

My eyes opened to slits. He stood before me, a vague shape. “What?” I asked.

That hand, that wonderful slow hand kept me on a string. Two fingers grazed along my now soaked pussy lips while a third lightly pressed and rubbed my clit. Ohhh, owww. So sensitive, so ripe. “What? What do I owe you?”

“An explanation. Of why you pretended not to know anything about the scene, when it finally came clear that you were a sub all along.”

“What… What’re you talking about?” I said. “I’ve never… never done anything like this…”

Ryan pinched a pussy lip, hard, and I jerked. “Ahhhiii!”

“The hell you haven’t!” Ryan said. “All that shit about you finding the collar in your bed, pretending that I put it there.” He pinched the other lip.

“Ahhiiii! I did find it! Someone hid it there!”

“Yeah, you.”

“No!”

“Then who?”

Oh, I wanted to tell him the whole story, about Maribeth acting like an SM matchmaker. But then, I remembered how I found all that out. At Maribeth’s confession and that I was sworn to secrecy.

And Ryan knew that. He was testing me. The acid test.

I clamped my mouth shut.

Ryan said, “Then tell me your penance.”

Boing. There went that meter again. I could tell him. After all, the details I choose to reveal about my time under Francesca’s scourge were my decision, even though Francesca’s reaction when Ryan had asked her was silence. Yet, her body language spoke volumes. Something told me that Ryan was stepping over the line.

“I won’t,” I said. “That’s between me and my confessor.”

“You learn fast.”

“Yes. Just like Janine.”

Ryan raised his eyebrows and took a step back.

“What do you know about my wife?”

I twisted in the rope, already my hands were turning numb, but I tried to ignore them, much like my kneeling on the golden rod at the prayer bench.

“I know. I know that… Uhhhh!”

Ryan’s hand vised down hard on my nipple.

“She was also your slave,” I gasped. “But… but… you kept giving her… Uhhh! Arrrggg!”

He twisted both nipples, then reached down between my legs and shoved fingers up my wet twat. And kept on shoving until, until (fuck!) it felt like his whole hand was inside me.

“You think you know Janine?” he asked. “How? You never met her!”

“I know her! I do! I saw the photos! I listened to you. To Gerard and Maura. Francesca. Everyone! Oh, god! Please, stop!”

Ryan pulled out, but soon his cock took over. The zipper came down, the pants fell open and that magnificent penis sprang to life. He lifted my legs up around those solid hips and just like that I was swinging in time with hard, incredible thrusts.

He came fast, so fast, and just barely after he touched me, like he had been denied for so long and unable to hold back release not one second longer. His cum filled me, drained out and down my legs. He collapsed on the floor, arms wrapped around me, head pressed against my stomach. I wanted to take him in my arms, but I couldn’t, so I concentrated on just staying quiet, allowing my energy to flow into him. Just like me he needed healing too, and I wanted to help him.

At last he let me down, and my arms did hold him, for a long time. We crouched there, unmoving, not saying anything with only love between us. He didn’t cry, nor did I. We were both so past that. Then, after an eternity of harmonious bliss, he drew me to my feet. Arms wrapped around each other, open mouths pressed tight, and together we fell onto the bed. Ryan tied me again, but this time slowly, my arms and legs spread, secure but not in a punishing way. He lay on top of me and I reached up and kissed him, long and deep and he took me again. No, that’s not truthful. He didn’t take. I gave myself to him, in a way I had never done before. Not with Jim, or Gerard, or any other man I had ever had sex with. For the first time in my life, I made love.

Slowly, slowly we took each other to the heights. Our hands, our palms, cupped each other’s, our fingers entwined, gripped together in a mutual fist of tense passion. My internal fires were stoked, muscles knotted and I strained against the bonds with all my strength, crying out in sheer ecstasy. And then he joined me, pouring his manhood into me, being what he was, a man, and me a woman. Then, from the highest pinnacle we spiraled back down like two feathers to gently land side by side.

Ryan’s strength at last gave out, and he collapsed beside me, exhausted, gasping. A sweat covered face turned toward me, a trembling hand rested on my own sticky forehead and peeled away my matted, wet hair.

“I loved Janine,” he said.

“You all did,” I said.

“I don’t… I don’t know if I can…”

“Sshh,” I said, and kissed his sweaty, salty cheek. “You loved her. You always will. But you still have love to give. That was her gift to you. She filled you up, so that you could share it. That much I know. And she filled me too. I love you.”

“Can you love a divided heart?”

I remembered the night I caught him crying, his whispered apology to Janine, and I shook my head. “No. A heart free of guilt.”

Ryan curled up next to me, an arm draped over my waist, an arm that trembled in the beginnings of a release long denied.

***

The pyre was Gerard’s idea. While Ryan and I were alone he recruited several slaves and doms to gather wood and stacked the pieces high, not in a haphazard fashion, but so that the ends all leaned inward to a single apex that pointed to heaven. One by one, everyone placed something that reminded them of Janine on the wood; Francesca stuck a small, old fashioned fountain pen in the cracks, Stern a many creased scrap of paper that he placed inside an envelope so no one might see what was written. A few people spoke.

Maura held a thin, simple collar, the black leather held loose in her fingers. “This was Janine’s signal to me that she needed to confess. I couldn’t let it go, until now.” She kissed the collar and placed it on the wood.

Gerard held up a suede quirt. “When Janine first saw this thing she said it was so small it wouldn’t leave a mark of any kind. She learned different. I didn’t use it on anyone but her.” He slashed the quirt once through the air, as if to give her one last, loving stroke.

Maribeth rose from beside Stern’s legs. Hands tied behind her, her lips held a long string that terminated in small loops at either end. She let the string fall onto the wood. “Janine and I often found ourselves in the same dungeon, our nipples clamped with a string connecting us. When one of us moved the other would always feel it. I still feel her.”

Others came by, tall Chandler, always silent Bimbo, a man and woman named Duncan and Jennifer and others whose names I couldn’t remember. Some wept, at last letting go of their grief. At last only Ryan was left.

He held a bracelet from which depended a short chain that terminated in a ring with a flat, wide setting. But instead of being fitted with a polished gem, the setting itself was filigreed with the flowing initials “SJ”.

“I am not putting this in the fire,” he said. “Some things should not be released but kept and passed on to another, to make new memories. What I will let go of is this…” He held up a long, white, stitched cloth. Instantly I recognized it as the slave garment worn by Janine.

“On our first date I told Janine I would see her in this slave garment. She said I sure had some balls, but if it pleased me, she would wear it. Right then, I knew.” Ryan looked at me. “Like I know now.” He carefully draped the garment over the pyre.Gerard strode forward, a burning brand in hand.

“No, wait,” I said.

I wore what Ryan called a “sirik”, a set of light chains that ran from the front ring of my collar to my wrists and then down to my ankles. I could move, but had to be careful as I didn’t have the full reach of my arms or stride of my legs. They jingled as I shuffled forward.

“I never met Janine, but I know her through everyone here. For so long I kept myself in prison, refusing to admit that it was one of my own making. And now though I stand before you in chains, yet I am free. Because through all of you, Janine has taught me, continues to teach me, of true love; the kind which does not reside in jealousy, which does not possess, but freely flows. But I still don’t know if I’m really capable of that.”

In my hands I gazed at a photo, of myself and Jim. My wedding photo. I could have kept it, looked at it whenever those jealous feelings returned as a reminder of how my marriage ended. But, even though when Ryan announced he wouldn’t place Janine’s slave bracelet on the pyre and that some things needed to be kept to remember and pass on, I realized you also couldn’t be a slave to the past. My life, that part of my life, was over. Jim had left me, and I needed to leave him too. Slowly, reverently, I tore the photo in half, kissed his part goodbye, and placed it on the pyre.

At last Gerard thrust the brand in the wood. The fire caught and sparks flew upwards to the night.

No one spoke. On several faces grief manifested, tears flowed, but also tears of relief. Relief that finally they could say goodbye and take away with them what was best of their absent friend. Yet, on mine I knew relief wasn’t there, but worry. Ryan’s eyes met Maura’s and deep down inside me, the old jealousy stirred, even now. It was ridiculous, of course, I had nothing to fear from Maura trying to tempt Ryan, but still, I forced the dark feelings down, way, way, down. I have a better control over them now, but they could come back in a big way at any time. I knew this, and so did one other person.

From the other side of the pyre Francesca watched me, aware of my ongoing struggle. She mouthed one word, a reminder that I still had a long way to go for my own absolution. “Penance.”




Chapter Fourteen

Penance

A year and a day have gone by since that last night at the cabins.

Maribeth now lives with Stern and still runs her business, but she takes a lot more time off. She and Stern travel, usually spending time in Texas with Chandler and Francesca. Little Bimbo runs the cabins in Maribeth’s absence, her real name Renee, and not at all an empty-headed blonde like the fake name Bimbo implies. Yet, even though she is still within Stern’s orbit, she is looking for a master. I know this because I have seen her at Tartarus several times, a safe place to give a potential master a “trial run”, while surrounded by friends who look out for you. And Julia and Liz are the best watchdogs. But sometimes I wonder if they want to adopt Bimbo themselves. The looks Julia and Liz give her imply more than protection. Many are the times that the three of them wind up overnight in the same dungeon. Maura often has to pull them all apart.

How do I know this? Ryan and I visit Tartarus, quite a lot. Oh, we have our own place, but Ryan needs to escape suburbia every now and then, and so we take a “trip” of our own. Not far in terms of travel distance, but far enough into the realm of fantasy. Tartarus is our retreat from the real world, from our instances when we stumble in our still new master-slave relationship. Usually it is he who decides we need to spend a long weekend there, but this time it was my decision. And at this time I am alone.

When we arrived at Tartarus Ryan dropped me off at the driveway, and then sped off, going to meet Gerard elsewhere for a “Boys day out”. I watched as his car hugged the corner and disappeared from view, knowing that this whole day was set up from my own choosing. With a deep, shaky breath, I found the outside, back stairs and climbed them, just like before, one hand sliding along the stucco wall, the other on the metal, flat-black railing. I pressed the doorbell twice and those slate grey eyes of Maura’s once more peered through the iron mesh. We hugged. She drew me in and led me to a room just off the inner garden on the second floor.

I hadn’t been in this room before. It was sound-proofed like the others, but the small size suggested intimacy. Whips and other leather equipment lined one wall, of course, and there was a well worn spot on the hardwood floor. Near the right hand wall stood a St. Andrew’s cross. Creased, often used leather cuffs dangled from the sturdy frame.

Without a word, Maura stripped me down and mashed all my clothes up into a little ball. I wouldn’t get them back until just before I left. Then, just as fast, a collar that connected in back by a thick leather strap to wrist cuffs at waist level encircled my neck and restrained my hands. Maura pointed at the spot on the floor and I knelt.

“Sweet,” was all she said, and patted my cheek. She locked the door behind her.

The hardwood floor reminded me of the night I endured with the prayer bench, my knees suffering on the golden rod, and my first confession.

Nervousness spread throughout me and my body trembled in response. I knew what was coming, yet I was still afraid. Afraid that…

A key in the lock, the door swung open and –

“A year. A year has passed and what have you to tell me?”

Francesca stood in the doorway, fisted hands on hips, without a confessor’s hood. I had asked her to leave it off, (I knew who she was, after all, and the hood was so intimidating), and she agreed, but reserved the right to wear it for more formal occasions. Decked out in a full leather outfit, from neck to boots, she looked threatening enough, and she tried to act harsh, but the eyes, the eyes told a different story. She was glad to see me, and I would also be glad to see her, if I weren’t so scared.

“Ma’am, I have erred. Please hear my transgressions and… and judge me worthy of penance.”

Francesca snapped a cat o’ nine tails from her belt, twisted the blades in her hands and circled me, boots clicking on the floor. “That depends. Confess your sins.”

“Ma’am, I-I have only one.”

That stopped her. “I come all the way from Texas on a vague hint in an e-mail that you needed to see me and you have only one? What is it, the sin of pride because you’ve been a perfect slave all year? Because you completed your penance?”

Francesca’s eyes flashed again, but not now because she was happy to see me. No, it was more like when she tortured my first confession out of me. The eyes of a repressed sadist, ready to let loose.

“No, ma’am, no!” I quickly said. “Because I haven’t completed my penance.”

Francesca back-handed the whip across my tits. I screamed and fell over, the pain, the wonderful pain spread like a wildfire through my body. Already my pussy moistened.

Francesca snapped her fingers and another person entered the room. The man in black – Stern – in had to be Stern. It was too dark in the cabin a year ago to see it clearly but now, in better light, I was sure. I recognized the erect, purple veined cock because that was the only part of his skin that was exposed and because I had seen it so many times over the past year whenever Ryan and I visited him and Maribeth. Without wasting time, Stern grabbed and shoved me up against the wall. His cock speared me like some hunted prey, rammed my pussy and came so fast that he was almost half-empty before I realized it.

“No!” I cried. “I’m not ready yet!”

“Ready for what?” Francesca said. “Ready to cum? Or ready to know your penance will never be finished?”

Stern, his cock now spent, withdrew and I slid down the wall. Stern stroked my head and quietly slipped away. I lay panting on my side.

Francesca squatted next to me. “Ryan loves you.”

“Yes, yes I know. But, sometimes… when we’re with others, and the slaves are so beautiful… I can’t help but feel…”

“You’re just as hot as those other slaves. I’ve seen the way Ryan looks at you. Even though he might be whipping someone else, he’s still thinking of you. And do you think doms are perfect too? That they don’t go through their own personal tortures? No slave or dom is perfect. Your penance was never meant to be completed.”

“Never completed? Then why did you whip me just now?”

“Because you should have known that. Your pride told you that you should be perfect, when the best any of us can do is continue to strive to perfection.”

“But the way you talk about Janine, like she was some saint…”

“Oh, really?” Francesca laughed. “A saint? Wait until you read this.” From within her corset she withdrew a sealed envelope. “Janine asked me to give this to whoever won Ryan’s heart after she was gone. I’ll give it to you later.”

Francesca spread me out on the St. Andrew’s cross and let herself go in all her sadistic glory. I guess the pressure of going a year without whipping something took its own toll because when she was done there wasn’t a part of my body that didn’t hurt.

Later, as I lay in a heap on the floor, the envelope floated down to land next to my knees. I clutched it in my hands and, when Maura retrieved me, reluctantly set it aside as she helped me wash up and recover. Later, chained to a wall in the living room, I read it, but even before I opened it I knew what it would say. I could tell you too, but some things must remain private, even from you who have read this involved, lengthy confession of mine. To this day Janine’s letter remains my most prized possession. Whenever the old green-eyed monster rears its ugly head I read the letter, visit my friend whom I never met, and draw strength.

And now my master, my lover, returns from his time out with Gerard and calls for me. Here in Tartarus, by the warm fireplace I await, a slave bracelet on one wrist with an attached ring on my finger with the carved initials of capital “S” and small “s” on the inside of the ring. In my other hand is a letter of my own to Janine, a letter of thanks and a vow that my penance will never cease. I place the letter in the flames.

Sincerely,

A slave
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