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"Damn!."

I chewed at my lip as I looked at the
control panel again, scanning the meters and dials. Something was
wrong. The engine was running hot (the little needle was in the red
section of the meter), and sounded strange. I wished for the
hundredth time I hadn't been so reluctant to admit my ignorance of
boats to that obnoxious bearded hick. It had sounded so simple when
he'd explained the instructions the other day.

Since I'd first gotten my hands on the
controls the other day I'd actually come to enjoy speeding over the
water, zipping in and out among the islands, the twin engines
roaring behind me. Sometimes I didn't know quite what I was doing,
of course, but I always managed to muddle through whatever problem
arose.

Though not without some effort.

I cursed and slapped my hand against the
control panel in frustration.

I remembered then, something about... fuel
mixture, a fuel mixture valve that would - .

Now where was it? Somewhere down beneath the
panel. A small switch - .

I bent over, frowning, feeling along the
underside of the panel. I felt my lips draw back in a grin of
satisfaction as I felt it and flicked it over. Then I raised my
eyes and saw another power boat racing almost directly at me. My
jaw dropped and I stared at it a moment, frozen, then twisted the
wheel violently.

My boat slewed to the side, throwing up a
tremendous wave and turning almost on its side as I tried to avoid
the other boat. I clutched at the wheel with white-knuckled fingers
as the other boat roared past at high speed, and heard laughter
echoing across the water.

I slowed to a stop, my heart pounding, and
sat back in the thick bucket seat, fingers only slowly loosening
from the wheel.

I turned around and saw the other boat
making a wide fast turn and heading back towards me. I stared at it
in consternation, feeling both fear and anger that some idiots
would decide to play stupid dangerous games with me.

I sat there glaring at the fools as the
other boat raced towards me, refusing to budge an inch, refusing to
play their idiot games. I was nervous, though, for the boat was
coming towards me very fast, its bow cutting through the water as
its powerful engine growled.

I felt my heart pounding faster again as I
clutched the side of the boat, seeing two young men behind the
windshield, both grinning mockingly at me as the boat got closer
and closer. Just as my alarm was starting to turn to terror that
the boat might actually hit me it swerved away sharply to the
side.

A huge wave of water washed over my boat,
and over me. I almost fell out of my seat as my boat rocked
violently in the wake of the other boat.

Furious, I turned my head from them and
shoved the throttle forward. The boat started ahead, picking up
speed rapidly, moving away from the other boat, which was circling
back again. I kept craning my neck back to see where they were, and
pushing the throttle forward further to speed up my boat.

Ahead lay a large island, one of many in the
big lake. I headed towards it, deciding to find a safe place to
bring the boat to shore. The other boat was getting closer and
closer, and she kept a wary eye on it.

Then suddenly as I rounded the island and
turned my head back forward there was a small boat, a canoe, almost
in front of me.

I yanked the wheel to the side and the big
boat slewed sharply. I had a glimpse of the frightened faces of two
people, a man and a girl. The man was sitting across one of the
bench type seats, the girl kneeling behind.

The boat tilted sharply, throwing up a
towering wave just as the other power boat had, and dousing the
small canoe. The little boat was swamped, flipping over and
throwing the two inhabitants into the lake.

The boat continued to slew wildly as I
downshifted to bring the speed down. I clung to the wheel, bracing
my foot against the deck as the boat rolled violently to one side,
then settled in the water.

The other boat raced past, the two young men
braying laughter as they raced around the island and
disappeared.

I looked behind me and saw two heads in the
water, both glaring at me. I eased the throttle forward and turned
the boat, moving towards them slowly and carefully and then pulling
up alongside.

“Are you crazy, lady?” the man demanded.

He reached up to the rear ladder and pulled
himself halfway out of the water, his eyes dark and glaring at me.
I felt a little nervous at his size and anger and backed up a
bit.

“I’m so sorry,” she said. “Those idiots in
the other boat were chasing me and I was trying to avoid them and I
didn’t see you!”

He pulled himself, dripping wet, out of the
water onto the big rear deck of my boat, and I could not help
noticing his powerful physique. I knew it was wildly inappropriate,
but the man was gorgeous. His wide shoulders and washboard stomach
were not quite those of a bodybuilder, whose bodies were all rough,
hard bulging and ugly muscles, but his pectoral muscles were very
well defined, as were his abs.

What was more, and I felt myself blushed
slightly, he wore a speedo, and it bulged suggestively over his
groin. I swallowed and looked away, then my eyes were yanked back
as he turned and I saw his gorgeous ass when he bent over the rear
of the boat. Jesus, he was hot looking. Had it been that long since
I’d had any... well, yes it had. And I’d never had any like
that.

“No, get the canoe,” he ordered.

The girl was still in the water, and I saw
him stop her from climbing aboard, sending her back into the water
to grab at the canoe. I couldn’t help feeling a bit irritated at
his ungentlemanly behaviour. He was a big, powerful, husky man, and
yet he’d left his girlfriend to fetch the canoe. And he wasn’t
being terribly polite about it either.

But Jesus he had a body!

He turned to glower at me and I smiled
nervously, licking my lips.

There was something overpoweringly masculine
about this man, with his handsome face, strong, square cut jaw,
full, sensuous lips, deep, gruff voice - and those dark eyes.

The girl swam back holding a rope which was
attached to the front of the canoe, and handed it up to him. He
tied it off to the rear ramp and then reached for her, gripped her
arm, and yanked her bodily up out of the water as if she were
weightless.

Not his girlfriend, I thought at first
glance. She was a lovely girl, but far too young for him, certainly
still a teenager, though pinpointing her age was difficult. She had
a lithe, fully developed body, but a young face with long, wet
hair. She could have been anywhere from sixteen to twenty-three or
four. The man was well into his thirties, closer to the end of them
than the beginning. His daughter then?

The girl half stumbled but he caught her
until she caught the side of the boat, and I felt another small
shock. If she was his daughter she was dressed pretty provocatively
for a day out with dad. Her small, triangular bra cups barely
covered the center of her firm young breasts. The front of her
bikini bottom was very narrow and high cut, with a thong
bottom.

“Take us to the closest beach so we can get
the water out,” he said curtly.

“Uhm, of course,” I said, turning to the
wheel.

“No, forget that. We’ve lost the picnic
lunch. You might as well take us home.”

“Oh I’m so sorry,” I said, feeling guilty.
“Uhm, why don’t you come to my cottage? I can make lunch. I feel
like I kind of owe you.”

“Maybe you do,” he said, showing a hint of a
smile for the first time.

He extended a massive hand and I took it
gingerly. He squeezed my hand firmly but without trying to hurt me.
“Jim Russel. This is my - niece, Dana.”

“Keri Thorpe,” I said, introducing
myself.

I wondered at the slight hesitation there
between his introduction of Dana.

“You know you’re showing your tits to the
world?” the girl said, slouching in one of the seats and frowning
at me.

I looked down and gasped, my face growing
red as I realized my thin white tank top, now soaking wet, had gone
almost completely translucent and was hiding little of my braless
breasts.

“Oh God, I’m sorry,” I gasped, twisting
around from them and searching for a towel.

“That’s all right,” Jim said in amusement.
“I sure didn’t mind. Don’t mind the brat. She has no manners. She’s
not used to being out of her cage.”

I found a towel to wrap around myself and
saw him glaring back at the girl. “And she’s looking for a
spanking,” he said threateningly.

“Th-that’s okay,” I said, still
blushing.

Jim sat down across from me, leaving the
girl in the rear seat alone.

“I’m kind of looking after her for a while.
Her parents couldn’t manage her. She quit school, was getting
involved in drugs, staying out late every night. She wouldn’t get a
job, and was arrested a couple of times with her punk friends for
vandalism and breaking and entering. I’m trying to teach her some
discipline.

He made no attempt to speak quietly, but a
glance back at the girl apparently sufficed to keep her from
protesting.

“That’s all right. I’m not offended,” I
lied.

Little bitch, I thought.

We chatted as the boat headed back to the
cottage. Jim was an engineer on an extended break to enjoy himself
over the summer, to get back to nature and enjoy the quiet and
tranquility of the lake. “That’s why I have a canoe instead of a
power boat,” he said.

“Oh well, I kind of like power boats, when I
can get them to work right,” I said.

The girl came forward and slouched
insolently against the side of the boat. “Yeah well, the thing
about power boats is that when you turn them on, you can feel them
throbbing and vibrating. Bet you like that when you sit down, huh
Keri?”

“Dana. Sit down. Shut up,” Jim snapped.

The girl sniffed and reached behind her to
squeeze water out of her long hair, then moved back and sat down
insolently on one of the rear seats.

“Like I said, a snotty, troublesome kid,”
Jim said.

“So I see,” I said, embarrassed and feeling
awkward by what the girl had said.

I turned the boat in at the dock and
throttled down. Jim jumped out with the guide rope and tied the
boat off, then gentlemanly held out his hand, taking mine to help
me up. When Dana started to climb out however he stopped her.

“You get the canoe out of the water and up
on the beach, get the water out and then sit here and wait for me,”
he said.

She glared up at him but said nothing as he
turned and took my arm, leading her towards the cottage.

“Oh that’s all right,” I said anxiously.
“I’m not offended, really.”

“The brat needs to learn manners,” he
said.

“Uhm, how old is she?”

“Nineteen.”

I looked at the girl again. Nineteen was old
to be acting that bratty.

“When I said she wouldn’t get a job I lied.
She did get a job,” he said, “as a topless dancer. I dragged her
out of there or I’m sure she would have found worse to get up
to.”

He continued to hold my arm, and I felt as
though I should pull away, but found I liked his closeness. I’m not
sure why. Well, of course he was so - masculine, but I’d never
found myself going for that type before. My previous boyfriends had
always been men of, well, taste and fashion and style, men with wit
and sophistication. This guy looked and sounded like a blue collar
worker.

“Never had any kids of myself,” he said.
“Never got married. Always moved around a lot, you see.”

“I used to move around a lot too. I’m a
stock analyst for Barnes and Billings. But now I work out of head
office.”

I let him into the cottage. It was rented
for the summer, and had big picture windows looking out on the
lake, and a large, comfortably furnished front room centered around
a large stone fireplace.

“Just let me change and I’ll throw something
on,” I promised, clutching the towel as she hurried upstairs.

Unmarried and gorgeous, I thought. And I had
never in my life had a man who looked like that; so big and
powerful and - and masculine! I winced as I removed the towel and
saw just how bare my breasts seemed through the thin tank top. Yet
a part of me felt mildly aroused that I had given him such a show.
I had great breasts, after all, and seldom had a chance to show
them off.

I was thirty, thus the reason for the
vacation. I hated being thirty, despite my success at work. I made
good money, but my private life was almost non existent. I was too
busy being businesslike at work, needing to be taken seriously, to
be respected. I had to put in a lot of hours for that, and had to
dress very professionally. There were no short skirts or tight tops
for me, only business suits, power suits which hid what was beneath
them.

I stripped quickly, then paused and stared
at myself in the mirror. I was toned from the gym, my body well
rounded but firm and athletic. I had nice breasts which were still
very firm. I cupped and squeezed them a little, wondering when they
would begin to sag with age.

“Stop it, stupid,” I said to myself.

Thirty wasn’t that old.

Maybe a fling with a hot, sexy man was just
what I needed.

I hesitated, then drew on a small black
thong, then a pair of shorts and another tank. The tank was tight
enough to show off my breasts but not too tight, and I didn’t wear
a bra beneath. I rubbed the towel over my hair, brushed it rapidly,
then used the blow dryer to put it in some kind of shape. Makeup
was out. No time. I all but raced to the door and the stairs, then
slowed to a graceful walk as I neared the bottom.

He was sitting on a large overstuffed chair
as if it were a throne - no, he was slouching a little, his legs
spread. God, he was gorgeous! I felt my pussy thrum a little at the
sight and smiled jerkily.

“What can I get you?”

“What’ve you got?”

I looked past him out the window and
frowned. He stood up and turned, then snorted.

“Young girls like to be dramatic,” he
said.

Dana was on the beach, kneeling, facing the
cabin, knees well apart, hands behind me.

“What is she doing?” I asked in
confusion.

“Playing the slave. That’s what she says she
is, my slave, because I actually make her do chores.”

“Oh. Kids,” I said, smiling doubtfully.

I turned back to the kitchen and he
followed. The room seemed strangely small with him in it, and I
felt my heart pounding faster as I opened the refrigerator.

“I like meat,” he said. I’m a big guy and I
eat meat.”

“Raw?” I asked in amusement.

He leaned into me, his mouth almost brushing
my cheek and growled low in his throat.

I laughed, and eased back, but the growl did
something to my lower belly and I felt a strange liquid heat
spreading through me.

I made steaks. I tried to put on three but
he shook his head. “She gets nothing.”

“But - .”

“Nothing,” he said firmly. “You don’t go
easy on girls who have no discipline. You need to come down
hard.”

So I made two, and he stayed right with me,
chatting, grinning, his eyes deep and wide as they fixed upon me,
and I felt my nipples tightening against the inside of my tank top,
felt my pussy squeezing on empty air. I felt surrounded by his male
presence.

He insisted on carrying everything to the
table, and even held the chair for me, but however much the
gentleman he might act I was constantly aware of his near nudity,
with his handsome, muscular physique hidden only by the tiny
speedo.

“I think this steak is a little overdone,” I
said worriedly.

“Tastes fine to me.”

“Really?”

“Maybe mine is different.”

He cut off a piece and held his fork up to
me. I stared at it a moment, then, heart pounding for some reason,
I looked over it at him and took it slowly into my mouth.

I chewed it as our eyes locked, then
nervously dropped mine, looked down and cut off a piece of my
steak.

“It uhm, does taste like yours is a bit less
well done,” I said.

I held out the piece to him and he leaned
in, his tongue pushing out far enough to startle me, caressing the
meat lightly before his lips drew it into his mouth.

I felt my breasts throb, my lower body
growing tingling and warm.

“Is your uhm, cottage far from here?”

He shook his head. “I’d never get the brat
out far in a canoe. We’re just off to the west a half mile. You
can’t miss us. It’s a green cottage with white shutters.”

He held out another piece to me and I let my
eyes slit a little as I licked it off his fork.

After we had eaten he insisted on helping me
wash up, but I refused, putting the dishes in the sink and filling
it with water and dish-washing soap. I was jerking the faucet from
side to side to get the bubbles to rise when I felt him behind me.
I gasped a little as his arms went past me on either side.

“Just stir up the water a little,” he said,
putting his hands into the hot, soapy water and splashing it
around.

I craned my neck, turning my head up and
back over my right shoulder.

“I’ll do it,” I said. “You don’t need to -
.”

“Oh hush, woman.”

He grinned and then took one of the plates
out of the water, scrubbing at it with a wire brush.

“Jim!” I said, protesting.

“Keri!” he said mockingly.

I tried to take the plate from his hand and
it dropped into the water, splashing them both. I laughed, and then
as I turned my head again his face was all too close. I gasped as
his lips brushed against mine, and then felt a sizzling bolt of
sexual electricity run up my spine as he pressed his body in
against me from behind and his tongue slid along my lips.

My tongue pushed against it, and I tried to
turn, but his soapy hands came up and pressed against my belly to
hold me in place. I felt him growl low in his throat again, and my
legs almost folded beneath me as I felt a tremendous flow of sexual
heat through my belly.

“Wash the dishes,” he growled, picking up
the plate and putting it in my now trembling hands.

I stared at them and gasped as his wet,
soapy hands slid up beneath my tank top. My chest got tight and I
couldn’t breath as his big rough soapy fingers slid up over my
breasts and squeezed them softly.

“Oh! I - I - !”

“Wash the dishes,” he ordered, nibbling on
the nape of my neck.

Half in a daze, I complied, rubbing at the
plate, then tossing it in the rack. He pulled his hands out from
under my top, reached into the water and drew out another plate,
putting it in my hands, then his hands, dripping afresh, with soap
bubbles attached, slid back up my shirt to knead and caress my
breasts.

“Oh God!” I gasped, my rubbery legs making
me sway back against him.

I felt his hardness against my buttocks, and
could not bring myself to think.

“Wash,” he ordered, nipping at my
earlobe.

I washed the dish hurriedly, my breath
coming in ragged pants.

I felt him lifting my tank top up and almost
instinctively grabbed at it, but he took my wrists firmly, lifting
them up above my head, actually pinning them for a moment in one
big hand as he peeled the tank top easily up over my head and
shoulders and then down my arms as he released them. I was a bit
startled, a bit shocked, a bit scared, a bit indignant, but his
soapy hands cupped my moist breasts firmly, and he licked lightly
along my cheek and a gush of hot liquid heat slid up through my
belly.

“Wash,” he ordered.

I took the next plate out of the water and
shuddered as his right hand slid down my belly and into my shorts.
I twisted and jerked as his fingers slipped nimbly into the front
of my thong and I felt his index finger trace the line of my
sex.

“J-Jim!” I gasped. “W-we can’t - .”

“Shhhh,” he whispered, his tongue sliding
into my mouth.

His finger curled in and slid between my sex
lips, then pushed smoothly up into my sex. I groaned and my legs
almost instinctively shifted apart as he began to rub his finger in
and out, stroking it across my throbbing, swollen clitoris.

“You business girls,” he said in a low,
hypnotic voice. “All business, no pleasure, no time for fun, no
time for wild times, no enjoyment out of life. You all need to let
yourself go sometime, to remind yourself of what being a woman
means.”

He tugged my shorts and they came free,
slipping down around my ankles. I gasped as I felt his speedo
grinding into my bare bottom. Then he was bending me forward, a
firm hand on the back of my neck, and my hands went down into the
water as his knee pressed heavily against the side of my right leg.
I jerked my foot out of the shorts and panties and gasped as he
pushed down more powerfully on the back of my neck, bending me
further.

I almost complained, despite the sex heat
roaring inside me. And then I felt the spongy head of his hot cock
against my sex lips and shuddered. It pushed against me and I felt
the pressure, felt my moist pussy lips pushed in and back,
spreading, spreading - spreading - My eyes widened and I felt the
strain as my sex lips were spread wider still, and then he was
sliding into me.

God he was big! I groaned and felt a furious
rush of heat as I realized how thick his cock was. It strained the
lips of my sex wide, and also the soft, elastic sheath beyond. He
drove slowly but strongly up into my belly, and again I felt a
delicious, delighted, almost awed shock of excitement as he reached
deep and kept going.

“Oh fuck!” I gasped, my voice breaking.

“Oh yeah,” he growled.

“Unngh!” I groaned.

He was almost painfully deep now, and still
going!

He pulled back, and then thrust up hard. I
felt pain that time, but the sex heat overrode it. He forced my
legs wider, using me more roughly now, grinding his pelvis around
against me as he drove himself into my body to the hilt.

“God!God!God!” I panted.

He drew back and thrust, drew back and
thrust, then began to move in a harder, steadier stroke. I gasped
and grunted as his powerful, muscled hips slapped against my
upraised bottom. I was shocked at myself, felt wild, elated, my
mind swirling with disbelief and yet - it felt - glorious!

The orgasm blossomed out of nowhere, and I
could not keep still, trembling and shaking, my head bobbing wildly
up and down as I thrust myself helplessly back on his pumping
cock.

The orgasm tore through me like a freight
train, and I wanted to scream in pleasure. Instead I gurgled
wantonly, shaking and bucking back until it slowly receded. Yet he
was far from finished. He thrust into me with growing speed,
shifting directions, shifting speeds.

And then his big right hand slid in between
my legs and his finger began to stroke against my clitoris. The sex
heat screamed higher and I found myself back in the midst of
another orgasm. He rode me through it, pounding against me, his
stiff cock stroking strongly up and down in my now aching
belly.

He bit into the nape of my neck, growling.
His left hand came up to cup and roughly squeeze one of my breasts,
while his right continued to finger my clitoris. It was like I was
being mounted by a wild animal!

Then he came with a gasp, hammering into my
aching bottom, his fist in my hair now, jamming my face down almost
into the water, raising my bottom so he could drive himself even
deeper, squeezing my breast roughly as he poured his cum into my
trembling, bucking body.

 


 


 





Chapter Two

 


 


 


 


“In the boat,” he said curtly.

Dana scrambled to her feet, turned, and
pushed the canoe out into the water, then jumped in. Jim climbed in
behind and took up his paddle. They padded away silently for a
minute, then she looked back over her shoulder.

“So? Did you fuck her?” she asked
sullenly.

“Is that any of your business?”

“She’s probably diseased.”

“She’s a lady. And you’re a whore,” he
said.

She looked away sulkily.

“And if you think you’re going to get away
with acting like that in public I’m going to show you
differently.

“I didn’t do anything,” she said with a sulk
to her voice.

“No. You just acted like an ignorant, loud
mouthed bratty bitch, trying to embarrass her.”

“I was just telling her - .”

“Shut up,” he barked.

She closed her mouth and kept paddling, and
they soon reached their cottage, his cottage.

It was not nearly so luxurious as Keri’s.
His consisted of one real floor. It was rough, with no electricity,
and no inner walls. The couch and table were against the outside
wall, the wood stove and gas powered fridge on the other wall. Past
both were a pair of high, hand made shelves which divided the
“bedroom” from the rest of the cabin.

The cabin was built into the side of a low
hill, and underneath it was a storage area where he kept the canoe
and other tools when he wasn’t there. It looked from the outside
like a part of the cabin. In reality, the cabin itself was built
above, supported by the top of the hill and thick support beams. He
had simply placed plain wooden boards, without insulation, around
the base of the cottage, making himself a kind of spartan storage
shed.

Dana leapt out of the canoe and started up
the path to the cabin, but he caught her quickly by the arm,
turning off the path towards the storage room.

“I didn’t do anything!” she protested.

The storage area had a dirt floor and ran
the length of the cottage, so was quite large. But it was built
into the side of the hill, so much of the left side was angled
sharply upwards - bare earth and rock - to the ceiling overhead.
That made it smaller and more cramped, especially crowded with
firewood and tools as it was.

He spun the girl around just inside, then
grabbed the front of her thong and tore it off.

“Master!” she gasped in sudden fear.

He backhanded her and she stumbled back and
fell across a low stool, groaning dazedly as her nose began to
bleed.

He reached down and filled his fist with her
hair, then dragged her up to her knees.

“Please, Master! Dana is sorry!” she
begged.

He slapped her face hard enough to throw her
head to one side, then backhanded her again so she fell sprawling
in the dirt.

“You’re going to learn some manners, you
fucking whore,” he growled.

He dragged her back by the hair to a low
wooden stand. A narrow post was driven into the ground, a thin
board hammered into it near the top, almost like a cross. He shoved
the girl back against the post and tore her top off, exposing her
full young breasts, then moved behind the cross and pulled her arms
back over the top.

There was a lot of rough rope laying around,
brown and coarse. He snatched it up and wrapped it around her right
wrist as she whimpered and begged his forgiveness. He ignored her
and pulled her wrist down and then sharply forward, jamming her arm
against the crossboard. He moved in front of her and grabbed her
other wrist, yanking that forward as well, then binding her wrists
tightly together in front of her.

“I’m sorry, master!” she panted. “Dana was
bad. Dana was a bad girl. Dana is sorry!”

There was plenty of rope left. He yanked it
downwards, passed it through the girl’s trembling thighs and up
behind her, then yanked viciously. She cried out as the coarse rope
was forced up into her smooth, bare sex, splitting her pussy lips
apart. He pulled the rope up behind the post and then gripped her
long hair, twisting it and yanking back hard.

Dana’s head was forced back until it was
almost upside down over the top of the crosspiece. He tied the rope
to it and saw the tears spill out of her eyes as the pain began to
draw sobs from her quivering chest. He knelt and gripped her
ankles, yanking them up and back behind her so she was propped on
her knees alone. More rope was wrapped around her ankles, binding
them to the post up high.

He rose and jerked down his speedo, then
thrust his erection into her weeping mouth, squatting lower,
forcing his cock down into her open mouth as she gagged and choked,
then thrusting deeper, feeling her throat gag as his prickhead slid
into it.

He grunted as he drove himself fully into
her throat, letting his buttocks down onto her face, grinding
himself into her.

She was not his niece. He had met her a year
earlier at a strip club. She had been so obviously nervous and
hesitant as she had begun her career in stripping, her face red,
her movements jerky, that he had been fascinated and aroused. She
had so clearly hated it, been ashamed of what she was doing, that
he had been incredibly aroused.

She had been alone in the world. Her mother,
who she had lived with, had just been sent to prison for dealing
drugs. As she was eighteen, the court had ignored her, though she
had been living with her mother and not working. She had a
dependant personality and needed someone to look after her, to tell
her what to do. He knew it was pure luck he had met up with her
before some pimp.

He pumped his cock in her throat, feeling
the tightness of her gullet as the muscles squeezed and contracted.
He did not pull out. He had used her throat often enough she had
learned to breath with a cock in it. He pumped hard, fast, his
balls slapping against her eyes. He dug his fingers into her long
hair, twisting and pulling it cruelly, grinning down at her upside
down face as he raped her mouth and throat. Her eyes were tearing
as she made gagging and choking sounds, but he just kept pumping,
glaring down at her, his lip curled up in contempt as he thrust
faster and harder.

“Fucking little whore,” he grunted. “Filthy
little fucking bitch!”

He felt his come approach and pulled out.
The girl coughed and gasped, drool spilling out of her mouth as her
head lurched forward, rolling weakly, dazedly, as he moved around
in front of her.

He slapped her face hard, then again, then
again, alternating hands, sending her head rocking from one side to
the other, stunning her.

He gripped her hair again, twisting it
viciously.

“Are you my slut!?” he shouted in her
face.

Her eyes were glazed and she coughed
dizzily.

He slapped her face hard. “Answer me, you
fucking whore!”

“I-I’m y-you’re slut,” she said in a choked
voice.

He spread his legs, straddling her kneeling
body, straddling the cross as he gripped her small face in both his
big hands and forced it back. He thrust his cock into her open
mouth and then pulled his hands back behind her head and forced her
mouth all the way up his shaft to the balls, groaning in pleasure
as he ground her face into his crotch.

“Dirty little fuck animal,” he growled.

He shifted his hands, gripping her thick
hair on either side of her head and then thrusting in and out,
enjoying the sound of her gagging and choking, enjoying the
sensations against his cock shaft as her throat muscles spasmed and
jerked, enjoying the look on her face as he hammered his groin into
it.

“Bitch dog,” he snarled.

When he felt his come rising he pulled out
and sprayed himself over her face and breasts, then, as she gasped
and coughed violently, turned away.

“S-Sorry,” she said in a choked, gravelly
voice. “Sorry, master - .”

He shoved a ball gag into her mouth then
pulled a thin riding crop from a nearby shelf and moved before her.
Her breasts were beautifully rounded, straining against her chest,
taut and hard, the nipples straining because of her arched back. He
brought he crop slashing down across the center of her right
breast.

She screamed into the gag, her body
thrashing and twisting as a red line appeared across the otherwise
unmarred ivory skin. He drew his arm back, slashing the crop down
across the other breast, directly over the nipple. Again she howled
and twisted. He watched her entire body shudder, watched her feet
jerking in violently where they were bound next to her hips.

He snorted, enjoying the picture. The crop
descended, again, again and again, and the girl danced for him. Her
body was tightly bound, but it shook and trembled and jerked to the
pain he was inflicting. Her eyes were wide and pleading
desperately. He smiled at the and brought the crop hissing down
across her soft breasts again.

His arm rose and fell in the small, hot,
shadowy storage room, the crop slashing and snapping across her
aching breasts, leaving lines which crossed and recrossed each
other, then began to bleed. He aimed directly for the nipples now,
each blow cracking down onto her small pink - now dark red -
buttons until her screaming and thrashing gave way to exhausted
weeping and sobbing.

He stopped and stood back, then threw down
the crop and turned away. He walked out of the storage area and
slammed the door closed behind, leaving her in the darkness.

* * * * *

I stared at myself in the bathroom mirror,
amazed. How on Earth had I let things get that far that fast? I
felt a tremendous sense of guilt and shame, and yet at the same
time felt a wild, almost giddy delight. I had acted so slutty!

And God he had been good! Amazing! No amount
of masturbation could make up for that kind of hot, nasty sex! He
had not made love to me. He had fucked me. Oh how he had fucked me!
I was sore inside, and my bottom felt bruised. I had never been
used like that, never. It was - embarrassing - to remember, but
thrilling as well.

I was flushed as I looked at myself, as I
cupped my sore breasts and stared. God, he had taken me!

Had anyone suggested to me only a few weeks
ago that I would be going on vacation to the wilds of northern New
York to a cottage, and there bent over a sink and just - just
pounded - by some big gorilla of a man I would have thought they
were mad.

I have never liked the unknown. I liked
certainty, liked to know what was going to happen tomorrow, next
week, and next month, so I could be prepared for it. I had long ago
found my niche in life, as a stock analyst helping administer
portfolios for very conservative people and corporations, for
pension plans and trustees who wanted a nice profit with as little
risk as possible

Those objectives were usually mutually
exclusive, but I seemed to have a knack. I read voraciously,
studied companies, their competitors, economic forecasts,
government plans, and everything else I could get my hands on. I
was as careful with my decisions at work as in my own life. In an
area where the difference between a loser and a wizard was as
little as one percent more earnings I was considered a very valued
employee.

My choices did well, not terribly so, but
better than they should have, given the market, and consistently.
That pleased my clients, my bosses, and me, because I took pride in
my work.

My personal life, on the other hand, was not
as profitable as the portfolios I administered. I made the same
safe, careful choices, which kept me from any terrible calamities,
but I hadn't succeeded in any particularly profitable earnings.

That is, though I kept my private life from
having much down side there wasn't what any reasonable person would
consider an "up" side. Had I been challenged, at thirty to go over
my life and recall the high points I would have been hard-pressed
to find anything other than my graduation, then work related
triumphs. There were no wild parties, no reckless stunts, no lewd
exploits - until today. Occasionally I realized this. It troubled
me vaguely, so I did my best not to dwell on it.

I have a few friends, none really close, and
a nearly non-existent romantic life. Part of the reason was that I
poured myself into my work, even eating lunch at my desk at work,
and researching on my computer when I got home to my apartment. So
there wasn't a lot of free time for a social life or friends. Then
too my caution had my passing up many opportunities, uncertain of
the outcome should I accept this invitation or go to that
party.

I hated uncertainty.

When the day dawned bright and sunny the
previous morning there had been more uncertainty ahead of me than I
could remember since I was a young girl. Instead of going off to
work, leaving at precisely seven fifteen, walking a brisk five
minutes to the subway station and catching the seven twenty-three
train I had unhappily set out in a rented BMW for a long drive down
unfamiliar roads and highways.

I had planned and prepared as much as I
could, of course, but for a city girl, going to the far flung
reaches of the wilderness, planning was difficult, took a lot of
care, a lot of thinking, and, of course, buying and packing.

Not everyone would have considered northern
New York to be a wilderness area, but then not everyone had spent
the better part of their life, from childhood on, in Manhattan.
Northern New York was practically in Canada, after all, where
moose, Mounties and Eskimos ran rampant, doing...well, whatever it
was moose, Mounties and Eskimos did.

It was not, of course, my idea to set off on
a wilderness trek. I was the victim of sexism, of a man from
another generation who had decided he had the right, since he was
my boss, to impose his decisions on me.

Len Washington, head of securities at Pan
Atlantic Banking, the merchant banker I have worked at the last ten
years, was old enough to have started lying about his age before
I'd even met him. And he had, much to my (sometimes) annoyance,
decided, upon hearing of my orphan status, to make himself a sort
of surrogate father figure. That he was a short, pudgy black man
transplanted from Los Angeles and I was a tall, willowy blonde
who'd grown up in the skyscrapers of Manhattan deterred him not at
all.

He'd started harping on the long hours I
worked several years back, and last year he had actually forced me,
ordered me, to take a vacation, my first. Company policy backed him
up, but I had gotten around it by establishing a link between my
home computer and my computer at work. Leon hadn't found out until
the third quarter production figures had come in and this...THIS
was his revenge, I thought sourly.

He had rented a cottage for me in northern
New York. I had been appalled, of course. They'd had a screaming
match in his glass-walled office which had drawn much amused
attention from the other traders and brokers in the main
office.

Hearing people call me the mouse that roared
had irritated me for days afterwards, especially since I hadn't
known before that others considered me a mouse.

In the end Leon had won, and I had given my
word I'd go to his rotten little cottage and not work at anything
but relaxing for the entire two weeks (I had bargained him down
from four).

Sneaking around behind his back was one
thing, but I never broke my word. So, committed to some
God-forsaken hole of Leon's devising, I had hit L.L. Beans and
assorted other stores for the kind of thing I assumed one took when
visiting nowhere.

I had enough insecticide and repellent to
clear out the Amazon, enough batteries to start a power station and
enough books and magazines to fill a library.

I had known the place was on an island, but
had assumed there was a bridge leading there. That people would
live on an island with no bridges was not something that would have
ever occurred to me, and served to reinforce my belief that whoever
the people were who lived there they must have at least a few
screws loose.

Instead of a nice, safe, efficient bridge I
was introduced to a large, glistening white power boat and given a
few matter-of-fact words in its instruction, as well as direction
to the island (over there, red cottage with the boathouse). The
bearded man had done little to hide his amusement, both at the
quantity and variety of goods I'd brought for my three week stay,
and my clear lack of enthusiasm for the entire project. Once I had
banged my shin on the inside of the boat and cursed. When he'd
turned and asked what happened I said as much. He gave me a look of
supreme pity and said "Ma'am, it's called a gunnel, not the
wall."

As a result I had refused to ask for any
further clarification. It all sounded simple, after all, and if
that simpleton could do it so could I. I'd found the cottage, after
a while, and the boat wasn't all that hard to operate. A child
could do it.

I considered that chain of events as I ran
my hands slowly up and down my naked body, amazed, still tingling,
as my mind remembered the howling pleasure which had raced along my
nervous system. And, I thought, pleased, I need not fear for my
reputation, for he was an outsider. He knew none of my colleagues.
There would be no gossip, no innuendo.

And he had made it clear he would be back,
and that I could visit him at any time.

Jim was not only a handsome man with an
incredible physique he was also very personable, very interesting
to talk to. The chances of something bigger coming from this
relationship was slight, I admitted reluctantly, but who knew where
it could go? And even if all I got was some hot, steamy sex, well,
that was nothing to turn up my nose at.

I gave myself a coy look and cupped my
breasts, feeling the pressure against my fingers of my full, soft
breasts, lifting them slightly and squeezing them together. I had
very nice breasts, I thought, pleased, and a little smug.

And the little soreness I felt in them from
his rough fondling and groping, the tightness in my nipples from
where had pinched, suckled and chewed at them only reminded me of
what a hot, nasty sex session I had just experienced.

I padded naked to the bathroom, filled with
a sense of languorous ease, feeling hot and sexy as the water
poured down around me as I soaped my body up and let my hands slide
across the soft, warm, slippery surface. What would we do next
time, I wondered? When we had more time? When his niece wasn’t
around?

Probably we would go more slowly, and he
would be more gentle. We would take our time and make soft, sensual
love, caressing each others’ bodies delicately. The bed would be
soft beneath my back, and the lights low, and we would sigh and
moan softly as we moved together. It would be lovely, I thought,
but was surprised to feel a strange sense of let down, as if what I
really wanted was another hot, nasty session of rough, wild
sex.

I dried my hair, still relaxed, thinking
that a good hard fucking was the most relaxing thing I had ever
experienced, laughing a little as I imagined telling Len that all I
had really needed was a good fucking.

I reached into the drawer and drew out a
glistening silk chemise. I lifted it over my head and down, then
slipped my arms in and tugged it down around my body. It was tight,
and the silk skimmed along my still erect nipples as I pulled it
down. It fell lightly around my hips, the hem just below my groin,
and I gazed at myself in the mirror and sighed, feeling quite
coquettish as I posed and grinned.

* * * * *

Jim looked at the sun as it began to sink
towards the horizon. He closed his eyes, loving the feel of heat on
his bare chest, the smell of good, clean sweat on his skin. It was
hot, very hot, and the water looked inviting. Then again, there’d
be air conditioning at Keri’s comfortable cottage.

Cottage, he thought with amusement. She was
living in a place every bit as comfortable as any suburban home,
with all the comforts. There was no roughing it, there, unlike his
own humble cottage. There was no electricity here, no lighting, no
indoor plumbing. But then, he appreciated nature a lot more than a
New York city girl.

He turned and eyed the closed door to
storage shed with a jaundiced eye. It would be ferociously hot in
there with the doors closed and the sun beating against the thin
walls. He glowered at the thought of how impudent he’d let the girl
become. He had been too gentle, too kind to her. He’d treated her
almost like a person for too long. She was clearly in love with
him, which was all right, but it wasn’t the love of a dutiful pet
for her master, but of a girl who thought of herself as human.

He didn’t want that kind of love, not from a
miserable little whore like her. He had no patience for that. She
was too far beneath him, too lacking in knowledge, sophistication,
and even intelligence. He was not going to be her boyfriend and
entertain her, not going to put up with her being moody or sulky.
He would provide for her and she would do what she was told. Or
else.

He opened the door and waved his hand as the
hot air wafted out. He opened both doors wide, letting light in. He
passed from the bright sunlight to the shadowed interior and saw
the girl at the far end, her body glistening with sweat, her head
drawn back so her face was unseen, her well-striped body bowed
backwards across the frame.

He felt anger stirring. She should know her
place by now. This shouldn’t be necessary. But she was such a
stupid, brainless little cunt!

He moved around behind her and squatted low
by her head. Her eyes were slits and they gazed mournfully up at
him.

“You could stand to lose a couple of pounds
anyway,” he said. “Your ass was getting a bit wide for my
tastes.”

He ran his hand over her sweating chest,
fondling her slick breasts, pinching and twisting her nipples, and
she moaned into the gag.

“I’m going to teach you once and for all
that being my slave does not mean you are my wife or girlfriend or
daughter or niece,” he said. “I’m going to teach you just how low
you are on the food chain. Maybe then you’ll get it into your head
that you shouldn’t question me or sulk or pout or whine.”

She moaned softly, blinking her eyes against
the sweat trickling slowly down her cheeks.

He began to unwind the rope he had so
carefully, so tightly wrapped around her body. It peeled away
wetly, leaving red lines behind, and he grinned as he peeled it up
from between her bare pussy lips. She would get little pleasure
from there for a while. But that wasn’t his problem. She was a
nympho anyway, and her endless whining and begging for him to mount
her were sometimes a bit annoying.

It didn’t matter that she was untied. She
had been bound for hours and her body was so stiff she might as
well have been a quadriplegic. She could only moan as he dropped
her flat into the dirt.

He twisted her long hair around his fist and
dragged her bodily across the shed to the side, close in against
the wall, then laid her out flat. There were a pair of tent pegs
driven deep into the ground there, and he quickly bound her slender
wrists to them then placed leather straps around her legs just
above the knees, drawing her legs up and back and down hard,
lifting her bottom high, binding her legs in place with her sex
wide open and vulnerable.

He left her there a moment, going up into
the cabin, returning with a small jar of soft honey, and squatted
next to her.

“You’ll remember this, you little fuck
slave,” he said.

She was a little more alert now, and moaned
at him as he opened the jar, stuck his fingers in, and scooped out
some soft honey. He spread it over her face and then up along her
throat and over her breasts, then down her belly and over her
groin, rubbing it up and down her slit between her puffy, swollen
red pussy lips.

She was pierced there, pierced through the
clitoral hood and both lips. She had not worn the rings, nor her
nipple rings, because they showed too easily beneath a thin suit.
He reached into his pocket and set the rings in place now, then
tied fishing line to each of the rings piercing her pussy lips and
pulled the line to the side, spreading her lips open.

He bound the line in place, then attached
another line to her ring through her clitoral hood, drawing it up
and back and exposing her small red clit. He grinned at her,
spreading more honey, especially over her clit, along her sex and
over her breasts and nipples.

He undid her gag and pulled it from her
mouth. Her jaw, held wide, ached, and she sobbed in pain, but still
tried to talk, to beg for forgiveness, to make promises. He wasn’t
interested. He had another gag ready, it consisted of a wide metal
ring attached to a strap. He forced her mouth wide, jamming his
fingers in painfully against her jaw, then jammed the ring in place
between her teeth and wound the strap behind her.

The second part of this gag was a rubber
cock which pushed into her throat, but he had left that behind.
Instead he picked up a pair of pliers, sliding it through the open
ring, seizing her tongue, and tugging it up and out of her mouth.
It too was pierced, and he pulled free the stud, replaced it with a
thick ring, and then attached another fishing line, drawing it up
hard.

He pulled her tongue out of her mouth,
feeding the fishing line straight up. She had a lot of practice
with extending her tongue, for he’d hung weights on it when he’d
first gotten her, and that long tongue had been a pleasant surprise
to his girlfriends when he had introduced it to them.

Now he held it in place, extending almost
two full inches from her drawn back lips, straining and quivering
as he tied off the line. He smeared more honey around her mouth and
over her tongue, then got up with a grunt, moving to the other side
of the shed. He picked up a broken stick and an old pail, then
began to poke around in the upper reaches of the shed, where the
floor of the actual cabin above was criss crossed by support boards
and beams.

It wasn’t hard to find what he wanted, not
hard at all. He pulled the spiders and bugs out and dumped them
into the pail, dropping one after the other, humming to himself as
he moved along the side of the cabin, where it met the hilltop.

He returned with the rusting old pail filled
with spiders and knelt beside her. Her eyes rolled up in terror as
he plucked one from the bucket and held it over her face. She
screamed, as much as she could with her tongue and jaw literally
wired in place. She was terrified of spiders.

“Now little sex toy. You learn what happens
when you get the idea you’re a human being, that you have the right
to criticize me, to make demands, to expect special treatment.”

She gargled frantically, trying to make
promises. Her slender body strained and jerked violently against
the restraints pinning her in place. But she had no chance of
breaking free, and he dropped the spider onto her breast. She
squealed in terror, her body vibrating with her desperate attempts
to pull free.

He picked up another spider and dropped it
into her open sex, and her gurgling howls redoubled, her body
shaking and pulling madly at the bonds.

Another spider dropped onto her other
breast, and another onto her pussy. He dropped more onto her belly,
and then, laughing down at her horrified face, dropped one directly
onto her forehead.

“Make friends with your fellow bugs, Dana,”
he said. “You’re little more than an insect yourself.”

He dropped a spider into her open mouth,
then placed a second carefully onto her tongue. He laughed,
upending the pail, letting spiders, and a few worms, ants, and
mites spill over her face and chest.

“I’m going out to meet what I hope will be
my new girlfriend. You enjoy your time here. Maybe you can name
them, keep them as pets.”

He got up, ignoring the babbling, gurgling,
moaning girl, walking out of the overheated shed, and slammed the
doors closed behind him.

Stupid little cunt should learn a thing or
two about her status, he thought.

He walked around to the rear

of the cottage and stripped. There was an
outdoor shower there which was made up of a large bucket of water
over a small square stall. He showered quickly, then dressed in a
nice tight, but well pressed pair of slacks and a shirt which did
little to hide how muscular he was, and took the boat out to Keri’s
little island.

 


 


 





Chapter Three

 


 


 


 


The knock at the door startled me. I looked
up, felt a sudden quickening in my pulse, then hurried to the big
bay window. I felt a sudden tightness in my chest at sight of the
canoe, and a little breathlessness. He was back! And so soon! I had
a sudden frantic thought to race upstairs and change into something
- something - sexy... ? But then looked down at myself in the
chemise. It was so thin, so feminine, so short and - I felt that
tightness in my chest again. I barely knew him, and yet he’d seen
everything there was to see of me so - .

I tried to ease the pounding of my heart, my
mind spinning over with what to say. Something casual? Something
witty? I opened the door and started to smile. And he was just -
there. He seemed to flow through the door until I had to jerk my
head back to stare up at him, and then his lips were on mine and my
eyes were wide as his big arms went around me. Right there in the
doorway.

His hands were on my bottom, squeezing, his
big fingers spread wide, kneading my buttocks through the thin
chemise, then up beneath it as he crushed my body against his and
his mouth against mine. I felt - overwhelmed by him. And yet my
heart was hammering and my belly was roiling and my loins were
starting to thrum as if it were all happening again, that wild
sexual ride I’d so recently experienced.

And then his fingers were up, gripping the
hem of the chemise in back and tearing it up my body. I barely had
time to realize what he was doing before the chemise was yanked up
over my head, forcing my arms up. And then it was gone and I was
naked, and I started to speak when his arms were around me again,
his hands cupping my bottom, lifting me off my feet and crushing my
body against his.

His lips silenced my words as my legs almost
instinctively wound around his hips. His lips were all over me, and
I gasped as he jerked me around and my back hit the door. I grunted
as his weight squeezed me against it, my breasts pillowing out
against his chest for a moment. He pulled his mouth back for a
moment, long enough for me to gulp in several frantic breaths, and
his eyes were full of wild animal hunger.

“I’m going to fuck you, girl!” he
growled.

Oh God!

“I - my bed - .”

“Hell with your bed,” he said. “You need
life in the raw, Keri!”

He lifted me up effortlessly, almost threw
me up and forward so I fell across one broad shoulder. I gasped as
he turned and stepped back out of the cottage.

“M-Mark!”

We were outside on the porch, and then he
was walking down the porch, with me, naked, draped across his
shoulder. I yelped as his hand slapped against my bare bottom.

“You woman, me man!” he said in a parody of
a caveman’s grunt.

I wanted to laugh, yet felt panic at being
outside naked. My head lifted as I stared wildly around, looking to
see if anyone were nearby on the water. I yelped again as he
slapped my bottom. Yet there was something hot and steamy about
being carried like that, about being just - taken - by this big
brute.

He half leapt off the stairs into the
surrounding brush, carrying me through to an open area, then
dropping to his knees. He heaved me forward again, and I gasped as
I threw my arms out to break my fall. But he caught me, laying me
down more gently onto the grass, then peeling his own shirt up and
over his head.

I stared up at him from the grass, gasping.
And he growled again, doing something to my belly. He reached for
me, gripping me at arm and thigh and just, flipped me over, then
gripped my hips and jerked them upwards, lifting me unceremoniously
so I was kneeling on all fours behind him.

Again he slapped my bottom. Again I yelped.
Indignation was swept away by a rush of heat as he seized my hips
and ground himself into me from behind. I stared around anxiously,
but there was no one nearby. Then I felt his hardness against me. I
was already wet, and yet it hurt when he thrust into me so hard. I
cried out, my legs jerking apart, and then again as he seized my
hair in one big fist, yanking my head back.

Again I almost protested, but he was
hammering into me already, no build up, no nothing. I was being
ridden violently, his hips pounding into my backside as my knees
ground into the rich dirt and grass below. Birds called from nearby
trees. My breasts were already swinging below me as he jerked me
back to meet his hard thrusts.

“Fuck! Jesus!” I cried in dazed
disbelief.

He shifted his grip to my waist, pulling me
back, slamming me forward with his hips, pulling me back. Then his
hands caught my shoulders, then my hair again, one hand on my right
breast, kneading and squeezing it. All the while his big cock
pounded into my silken sheath and my insides twisted and churned
around it.

Another slap on my bottom, and I squealed. I
felt his breath against the back of my neck as he leaned over me,
still riding me, thrusting, thrusting, thrusting. I felt him
growling throatily into my ear. “You like that, babe? You like
that? You need to be ridden hard. You need to know what it’s like
to be a wild filthy slut!”

I tensed at the words, yet a crackle of
sexual electricity rolled through my lower belly. I despised weak
women, women who let men use them, yet like many women I had often
secretly fantasised about being one of those cocky, slit eyed
sluts. I’d fantasised about what it would be like to swing around
the stripper’s pole naked while all the men stared and hooted, what
it would be like to be taken roughly, by many men. But they were
just fantasies.

And now it was almost real. My body
shuddered again and again to his wild thrusting. My insides ached
and yet throbbed with a steamy delight as his big cock pumped
wildly in and out of my lower belly. It was so hard to think! He
was so rough, so wild.

His teeth bit lightly into my earlobe.
“Slut,” he whispered. “You love it, you slut!”

Again the words roiled through my mind,
making me angry and hot at the same time. He couldn’t just treat me
like this, a part of me cried indignantly. But that part of me
wasn’t in charge as my body felt a wild thrill of sexual impulses
set my nerve endings sputtering and spitting.

“Oh! Oh! Oh God! Oh!”

I was out of control. I couldn’t think at
all, could only feel the shimmering waves of sexual pleasure riding
over me as I came. Every beat of my heart sent the pleasure
spilling down my nervous system. Every hard, deep thrust of his
cock made my insides spasm and twist with new pleasure and
excitement. I was his bitch, his helpless fuck toy, and a part of
me revelled in it.

He gripped my wrists, pulling them together
behind my back, but I was too dazed to care as the pleasure rolled
over me again and again. He forced my wrists up high behind my back
as my head fell forward, my cheek pressed against the warm grass
below. I grunted dizzily as he kept pounding himself into my
upraised buttocks, his cock still thrusting deep into my aching,
burning sex.

I was dazed, helpless, physically and
mentally. And he just kept - pounding at me. I don’t know why that
sense of helplessness seemed comforting, but it did, as my cheek
jerked against the grass and his hips continued to strike my
bottom.

“You shouldn’t have wandered so far from
your village, Indian girl,” he said in a weird kind of accent.
“There are a lot of other horny trappers out here who will pay good
money for a hot, sexy squaw like you.”

The words were so - weird, that they
actually caught my attention. I felt my eyes widening, my mouth
opening weakly. What in the hell was he talking about?

He was slowing, but still using me, still
thrusting, just doing it more smoothly now, his hips striking my
bottom but not so hard.

“After I’m done giving you a good ride I’m
going to put you in my canoe and take you downriver to where my
buddies are,” he said in the same silly accent. “You’re going to be
our squaw from now on, our Injun sex slave.”

The steady thrusting was heating my lower
belly again. Always before after an orgasm I felt relaxed,
languorous, wanting nothing so much as to lay back and rest a
little. I’d never felt my body hot with hunger and need again so
soon after a climax, especially a climax like that. Yet my body was
definitely aroused, and despite how silly his words were I
understood at last, the game he was playing, the fantasy he was
spinning. And it caught me for some reason, made my breasts throb,
my nipples tingle, my lower belly thrum.

“Hot little Indian slut,” he growled.

The thing was - never in my life had I ever
taken part in any kind of - of sexual game or fantasy. Oh I’d heard
of them, of course, laughing over them, smirking over them, but I
didn’t need that kind of thing. After all, what little sex I got
was more than enough to be exciting to me normally. It wasn’t like
I did it so often I was bored and needed something new.

But I knew that was what he was doing,
inventing a kind of sexual game or fantasy. And it aroused me still
further. I felt myself trying to imagine I was an Indian maiden
being taken by a rough trapper, an innocent girl out on her own and
attacked by a big, wicked - handsome trapper, a cruel, grunting
animal of a man who had ridden me mercilessly. I wasn’t usually one
for rape fantasies, though I’d had a few, but the sensation of heat
and wild sexual fever rose within me as he thrust in sharply and
slapped my bottom.

I felt him lowering my wrists, then felt him
wrapping something around them. I gasped, rolling my head to one
side, feeling - feeling - my wrists being bound together.

Sudden alarm and anxiety warred with the
smouldering sexual heat filling my body. It was just a fantasy,
that was all. Mark wouldn’t hurt me. He wasn’t some crazed
kidnapper or something. Indian. I was an Indian maiden. That was
all. A game. A - game.

He jerked back, pulling free of me, then
roughly flipped me onto my back again there in the grass. I gasped
as I rolled onto my bound arms and saw him looming up so big and
broad above me, between my spread legs. He leaned in, his eyes
glinting, his hands moving over my body, stroking and kneading my
breasts.

“Indian slut,” he growled, bending and
mouthing one of my nipples.

I squirmed, mentally and physically, the
alarm still present, but fading as my nipple throbbed and sparkled
in his mouth. I moaned as he sucked, as his tongue twisted over it,
as his teeth nibbled at the flesh of my breast. He let his tongue
slide over my breast and then onto the other, his fingers working
them, his heavy body pressing down against me.

My chest was rising and falling rapidly as I
gulped in air. The sensation of my bound wrists was - unique -
strange, and I felt a bizarre mixture of anxiety and excitement as
I twisted weakly against whatever he’d used to tie them behind my
back. He licked his way down my quivering belly, and then his big
hands roughly lifted my legs and forced them wide apart.

I groaned as the tendons in my inner thighs
strained and ached. And then his mouth was on my sex, his tongue
lapping up and down alongside my moist, slick, swollen sex lips
teasingly. I shuddered, my hips bucking up involuntarily. Then his
tongue was sliding firmly along the slit between my lips and
circling my clit. My fears were swept away and heat filled my
mind.

Mark’s tongue did amazing things to me. I
writhed and twisted, crying out again and again, arching my back,
my legs flailing, jerking, spasming, grinding and flailing against
the grass. My heels drummed on the ground, my back arching again
and again as he forced orgasm after orgasm on my trembling
body.

It was just so incredibly overpowering! I
was slick with sweat, gulping in air as I stared up at the trees
and sky above, my belly churning painfully, my chest fluttering, my
body strained and muscles aching as they spasmed again and
again.

“No! No!” I gasped, almost a whisper in my
exhaustion.

His fingers thrust deep into my sex and I
came - again. My back arched and I let out a choked cry of ecstasy,
my head rolling from side to side under me.

Then he scooped my legs up, his big hands
gripping me behind the knees, gently but forcefully pressing them
back until they were jammed against the sides of my ribs. I felt
his cock rubbing against my sex, then entering me as his hands slid
up my legs, slid up to the ankles, and jammed them back - farther -
farther. My back strained, ached, my legs ached. I moaned as he
loomed above me, this big - man - his weight forcing my ankles down
over my shoulders, down along my ears, behind them. My back
strained and my bottom was in the air. And he began to thrust
straight down into my aching pussy, going faster and faster and
faster.

I was so utterly helpless! I’d never felt
anything like it before, never imagined I could feel so - I don’t
know. Sex is a mutual dance, and being someone who was always so
careful, well, it had always been something I paid a lot of
attention to.

I had my part to play, and knew how to move,
to respond, to excite. And yet I had done nothing, was doing
nothing. This was not a mutual dance. I didn’t have to worry about
what to do, didn’t have to think about what to touch, how to move,
whether to pretend to pleasure, to flutter my eyes, to fake an
orgasm. I was free to completely relax and just let him use my
body.

And God was he ever doing so!

Squeezed together, squashed beneath him into
a small helpless ball, I was pounded faster and faster by the big
man above me who drove his hard thick cock into the deepest part of
my belly like it was a triphammer, thrusting, thrusting,
thrusting.

I saw his mouth draw back in a rictus of
pleasure as he rammed himself deep, and knew he was coming. I was
climbing back up towards yet another orgasm myself, and half sobbed
with pleasure as my body flared and burned.

But then he halted, gasping, easing back,
letting me unfold. He released my ankles and let them fall to the
ground as he slid back onto his bottom.

“Not a bad fuck for an Indian virgin,” he
said. “But you’ll get better after ten or twelve big trappers have
done you.”

He pulled up his pants, then drew my ankles
together and bound them with thick, but soft rope. I moaned, hot
and sweaty and still trembling with excitement only partially
faded. Then to my surprise, he looped another rope around my head
and pulled it in tight, the rope pulling into my open mouth,
drawing back against the corners of my lips. It was quite soft, but
still - and then he looped another loop over my mouth, tying them
off behind my head. I moaned weakly, my head turning from side to
side.

But I could do nothing. I was completely
helpless.

He lifted me up in his arms and threw me
across his shoulder again. My hair hung below me as he carried me
down to the dock and then placed me carefully into his canoe. I
stared up at him, shacking my head from side to side. I didn’t
really need this much of his silly game. I wanted more - more -
touching, more licking, more - pounding.

And my head turned anxiously from side to
side, looking around us. I had to raise it to see over the canoe,
but he pushed me back down and pushed the canoe off into the water.
I felt another sudden alarm. I was bound hand and foot. Canoes
weren’t the most stable of boats. If it tipped over - .

He smirked down at me as his big arms moved
and the paddled pushed us through the water. I was laying on my
side, but squirmed around to my back, laying on my arms. I stared
at him, feeling a mixture of annoyance, anxiety and excitement. Yet
we didn’t go far, and the canoe slid up onto shore somewhere as he
jumped out.

He bent and lifted me up in his arms and I
stared around. We were - on an island, an empty island thick with
trees, quiet, alone. He carried me through the trees, and I saw
there was a small path, then a cleared area within. A campsite of
sorts was set up there, and he lay me down next to a circle of
rocks where campfires were obviously lit from time to time.

I grunted as he lay me on the ground,
squirming a little, feeling weirdly aroused now, not just from the
heat of my body but from the - well, from the game, from the
situation, from being bound hand and foot like this out in the
woods, on an empty island.

“You’re going to love being our sex toy,
squaw,” he said with a leer.

Timidly trying to get into the game I guess,
I kind of kicked out at him with my bound feet, very weakly.

He frowned. “Try that again I’ll spank your
ass, Indian slut.”

I kicked out at him again, feeling a quiver
of anxious heat, and he easily fended off my feet, then knelt and
twisted me onto my belly. His big hands slid me up over his thighs
as he knelt there, raising my bottom high.

“Disobedient little slut,” he said, his
hands running smoothly over my bottom. “I’m going to have to teach
you obedience to your new master.”

I yelped as he slapped my bottom. It stung,
but not enough to push back the ferocious heat within my groin.
Especially since a moment later his hand slid between my thighs,
stroking lightly over my clit.

‘Nasty little Indian squaw,” he said,
slapping my bottom again.

Another spank, and another, and another, and
my bottom stung and burned. I was beginning to feel anxious, but
then he reached for the rope around my head, undoing the knot,
loosening the rope and pulling it free.

“B-Bastard!” I gasped.

He rolled me onto my side and then gripped
my hair. Then he was kneeling right in front of my face, pulling it
up against his groin. He had his cock out and was rubbing it over
my face. Despite having come he was almost hard again and leered at
me as he rubbed the moist head back and forth over my cheeks and
lips and forehead.

“You love cocks, Indian girl. I know your
kind.”

He kind of twisted my hair and I gasped in
pain, and then he thrust his cock forward into my open mouth. I
blinked in surprise, anxiety, heat, alarm, excitement. My lips
closed automatically around the fat head as I licked at it.

“Suck that cock, Indian,” he growled. “Suck
it. That’s it, my little cock sucker.”

Understand, no man had ever spoken to me
like this. The words were cruel in a way, crude, the kind of words
adolescent boys called girls to taunt them. No grown man had ever
used the words he was using on me. And there was a wild, shocked
thrill to them, for I knew they weren’t meant for real, or in
anger. They did something strange in my mind and I moaned around
his big cock as he pumped it slowly in and out of my mouth.

I was anxious, though, for always before
when I’d performed oral sex on a man my hands were free and I had
controlled the movement. He had stayed still, and I had slid my
lips up and down as I chose, often with my hand wrapped around the
base of his cock. Now I was helpless. He could thrust it in as far
as he wanted, and I might - well, gag, choke.

“That’s it. That’s it. Suck my cock, you
cheap Indian whore.”

In and out, in and out, deeper, deeper
still, sliding through my lips, over my tongue, as he held my hair
in a tight fist, bunched up next to my head.

All the while his other hand moved over my
body, kneading my breasts, thumbing my nipples, sliding between my
thighs to finger my clit, slapping and squeezing at my bottom.

He was pulling my head up now to meet his
cock as he thrust it forward. And the tip of his cock was
threatening to gag me with his deep strokes. But I was gripped by a
wild, heady arousal, and sucked and licked frantically as his
thick, spit wet cock slid in and out over my lips.

“Suck my cock!”

His hand slapped against my bottom and I
squirmed and moaned.

Then his cum was filling my mouth,
overflowing across the side of my lips as I tried to swallow. He
thrust in hard and I choked and gagged as his cockhead pushed deep,
and then he pulled back, wiping the slick head across my face as he
released my hair and let my head fall back.

“Nasty little Indian slut,” he said.

“U-Untie me,” I croaked.

“Yeah, like that’s gonna happen.”

Instead he drew the soft ropes over my head
again and pulled them over my mouth, tightening the loop so they
slid in against my mouth. The second loop followed and he tied it
off. But he wasn’t finished. He rolled me onto my belly and lifted
my bound ankles up and back - hard - then I felt him tying another
rope. I groaned as my shoulders were forced back, as I felt the
pressure on the rope around my wrists.

He gave me a push and I rolled onto my side
again, facing him, moaning weakly, my body bent back, my fingers
pressed against my heels.

I was hogtied!

He got up but remained naked, his cock
flaccid as he walked back into the trees, leaving me alone there on
the ground by the dead campfire. I blinked weakly, moaning into the
rope, twisting a little to test the knots and tightness. The ropes
were tight, but not painful, and the rope was very soft. Then he
was coming back through the woods carrying a pack and throwing it
down by the fire.

I watched silently, still quivering with
arousal, yet impatient, uncertain, wondering, as he set up a camp,
raised a small tent, and then built a campfire. I remained on my
side, hog tied, feeling very weirdly masochistic. I mean, I’d
certainly never gotten into being treated badly before, but now it
somehow excited me.

Of course it was all just a game. A hot,
sexy, exciting, intriguing, wicked game.

He returned to me at last, after starting
dinner, untying the rope binding my ankles back, then loosening and
releasing the ropes around my ankles. By body felt a flood of
relief as my aching legs were allowed to stretch out at last, my
aching spine to unbend. He and I were going to have to have a few
words soon.

But he didn’t continue untying me. Instead
he sat on his heels, his knees together, and then pulled my belly
up across them so my bottom was raised once more. With my ankles
untied he had a lot more access to my pussy, though, and used it.
His fingers stroked up and down my slit, probed within me, and
fingered my moist clitty as his other hand moved up and down my
back, occasionally kneading or slapping my bottom, occasionally
squeezing my breast.

He had talented fingers, or maybe it was
just that I was so damned hot, so damned aroused, so damned
excited. I was soon humping back against his hand as he laughed and
taunted me and called me his Indian squaw and slut. Whenever I got
near to climax he would seem to sense it and slap my bottom
stingingly until it eased back.

Again I was sweating, gasping for breath, my
body thrumming with sex heat, and oddly aroused by my own
helplessness. And then he abandoned me to frustration, rolling me
off him to lay on my back on the ground as he turned back to the
food he had set to cook on the campfire.

I felt my mouth watering at the smell, and
realized with a start, that it was getting late in the day. It was
still light out but the sun had set, and I was hungry.

He had made a steak, and I could not help
but recall how we had eaten the last ones as he grinned across at
me. He set it down and came over to me, gripping my arm and half
lifting, half dragging me to my knees. “Come over here,” he
ordered, pulling on my arm so that I had to jerk awkwardly across
the ground on my knees.

“Now sit back on your heels,” he ordered,
easing his grip.

I obeyed, and he grinned.

“Spread your legs, Indian. I want to see
that soft little furry sex hole of yours.”

Blushing, excited, I obeyed and he
nodded.

“I like an obedient sex toy.”

He reached behind me pulled my head forward
and down, then undid the ropes serving as my gag, pulling them
free.

I glared at him as he sat back, but didn’t
speak. I was still hot for this idiot game, and a little
embarrassed at myself because of it. I was also a little indignant
about the way I was being treated, but aroused at the same
time.

I watched him cut the steak, knowing he
would be feeding pieces to me like - like I was a dog or something.
It was degrading, and it should have angered me. So why did it turn
me on instead? Why did it make me feel as if what we were doing was
even more intimate?

He held a piece out to me on his fork and I
barely hesitated, leaning in and licking it off as our eyes met. He
smiled and ate the next piece, and the next. Then he cut another
piece and - lifted it up with his fingers. I blinked in surprise as
he held it out to me then licked it free, licking at his fingers as
our eyes locked again.

Silly game or not it was - thrilling.

He let the next piece he gave me lay on his
palm, and I licked it up.

Eating out of the palm of his hand.

His hands moved freely over my body as he
ate, as we ate, combing the hair back from my forehead, squeezing
and kneading my breasts, even sliding between my legs to trace the
line of my sex and run over my clitoris.

He let me drink water from the palm of his
hands afterwards, then played with my body again until I was
writhing and twisting and crying out in soft, shuddering
pleasure.

I had never had a sexual - interlude - which
lasted anything near as long as this. I was on entirely new ground,
tired, aching, but wickedly aroused.

He stood up, dumping me from his lap, then
pulling me back to my knees. He stood over me, his hands pulling on
my hair, twisting it up into thick braids at either side of my head
as he pulled my mouth against his semi flaccid cock. I opened my
mouth and immediately took him in, sucking and licking at the head
as he leered down at me.

No one will ever believe this, I thought
dazedly.
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He pulled open the door and walked through
to find Dana barely conscious. No, that was wrong, he thought. She
was conscious but almost catatonic. That was all right. Her mind
was largely valueless. It was her body which drew him to her.

The bugs he had dropped onto her body were,
for the most part, still there. And seemed to have brought company.
The honey had drawn a lot of bugs from around the inside of the
storage shed - a lot of them, and the small ones, in particular,
had found themselves stuck in the thick, gooey honey as it dried,
unable to get free.

Spiders, including a number of those daddy
long leg things, crawled slowly over her body, easing through the
honey on her face, breasts, belly and over her bald sex. Her body
did not so much tremble as quiver violently, and her eyes were
tightly clenched as bugs crawled across her eyelids. Of course, she
could not close her mouth, and even as he approached a large spider
crawled up from inside and slid down across her cheek.

Her tongue was still held tightly. He had
been away much longer than he’d originally planned, and it was
swollen, would be swollen for some time. He stepped out and picked
up a large bucket, then walked down to the river and filled it. He
returned to the storage shed and poured the cold water over the
girl, washing away almost all the bugs.

She sputtered and her eyes opened, bulging.
She tried to scream but of course, her tongue was still held.

“Learned our lesson, have we?” he asked
coldly.

He bent and unsnapped the clamp from her
tongue. It dropped back into her mouth with a broken sob and he
turned to her ankles, quivering above her head. He released them
and they fell heavily to the ground as she cried out in pain. Yes,
her entire body would have been wracked with cramps all night long.
So much the better.

He untied her wrists but her arms moved only
feebly before falling back. She continued to quiver, the quivers
becoming more violent now. He bent and lifted a slim ankle, then
dragged her easily through the storage room and outside. She made
no effort to resist, and he doubted her body was in any shape to do
much of anything just yet anyway.

“Worthless slut. Are you coming to realize
just how low you are, how outrageous it is for you to make any kind
of complaint to me?”

She moaned and he brought his foot down onto
the side of her head, crushing it into the ground. She whimpered
and clutched weakly at his foot.

“I dragged you out of the gutter, slut. I
fed you and clothed you and gave you a wonderful life of leisure,
and you have the gall to whine about it to me?”

He unfastened his pants and drew out his
cock, shifting his foot only slightly, onto the girl’s neck, still
pinning her head to the ground. Then he began to urinate. The
stream of urine poured down onto her ear, and then her face. He
aimed at her mouth and nose and grinned as she sputtered and
moaned.

“Open your mouth. Open your mouth, you
fucking cockroach!”

Her mouth opened dazedly and he aimed his
urine into it. It filled her mouth and spilled over her lip,
running down her chin and onto her chest. She wasn’t swallowing,
but that was all right.

He finished and put his cock back in his
pants, then bent and gripped her ankle again. He dragged her easily
down to the river, her arms trailing along behind her as if she
were unconscious. She continued to stare up at the sky, gurgling
and sobbing weakly. He kicked off his shoes and dragged her bodily
into the river, under the water, then shifted his grip, taking hold
of her hair to lift her head out of the water. Her arms were
flailing around a bit now and her body wriggling weakly.

He stared at her eyes, still staring at
nothing, and smiled. An empty shell. Good. He plunged her face back
into the river and held it there, watching as she began to
struggle, as her body began to twist and writhe. Then he yanked her
head back out of the water and watched as she gulped in air,
coughing and sputtering.

“You are a slave,” he said coldly. “A slave
is the lowest form of life on Earth. You do not dare criticize me,
or argue with me or judge me. You obey me!”

He said the last viciously, then thrust her
head beneath the surface again, holding her there as she began to
struggle again, then more violently. When her struggles began to
weaken and bubbles of air came to the surface he yanked her up out
of the water again.

She coughed violently, spitting out water,
gasping for breath, eyes wide, but with some life in them now,
desperation,

“I am your master. You are nothing,” he
hissed. “You are a lowly, miserable slave. You are less than those
bugs, and I do whatever I want with you or to you. Do you
understand that, slut?”

He shoved her face under water again and
held it, then yanked her back up and pulled her ashore, then flung
her onto the small, rocky beach where she lay sprawled, chest
heaving, whimpering, moaning.

He walked past her and up to the cabin, then
returned with a long, thin leather whip. It was a thirty inch long
single tailed whip. The girl had turned onto her side, and was
trembling, her right arm under her head, her left hand rubbing at
her face, scratching at it. He stepped into his shoes and then
kicked her in the belly. She tumbled and rolled over twice, gasping
and choking, then clutching at her stomach, her legs curling up and
in.

“Get up to the house, slut,” he barked.

She didn’t move and he brought he whip
slicing down across her flank. She gave a strangled cry of pain,
twisting and jerking violently.

“Crawl, slut!”

That, at least, was a command which should
have become instinctive by now, and bite through whatever dazed
condition she was in.

She moaned weakly, trying to get to her
hands and knees, but her legs wouldn’t work right. He grinned
without humour and brought the whip cutting down savagely across
the center of her back.

She screamed and sobbed, writhing, half
twisting, her hand trying to reach the red line now beginning to
rise on her already heavily welted skin.

“Crawl, whore!”

Her legs trembled and her knees bent,
pushing her weakly up the beach, her fingers clawing at the dirt.
He swung the whip down again, and again she screamed in pain, tears
pouring from her eyes now.

“Crawl, you fucking slug, you worthless,
miserable bug! Crawl on your belly!”

Her bottom was pushed up as she tried to
rise and the whip sliced into the taut skin, and her body was flung
forward, her knees going out from underneath. Sobbing and
trembling, she crawled along the ground, through the grass, over
the stones, as he followed, bringing the whip down across her back,
her buttocks, and the backs of her legs.

She crawled up to the door, and he opened
it, then she crawled inside, and across the floor. He kicked at her
and brought the whip down again.

“Into the cage, whore. Inside, slut.”

It was a very small cage, of half inch wide
metal strips rather than bars. A door would have been too small to
get through. One entire side and the top swung free, and the
miserable, trembling, moaning girl crawled through. The sides
squeezed against her narrow shoulders as she did, and when she
reached the far end she lowered her head, drawing her knees in
underneath her. With her chin tucked in by her knees her head was
jammed against the front of the cage.

He forced the back in tight against her
buttocks and feet, then brought the top down. He had to push hard
to jam it down against her bottom and back, but then it was latched
in place and the girl was properly caged, unable to move at
all.

He looked out on the water. It was a sunny
morning. Not too late either. He whistled to himself and changed
quickly, then picked up his fishing rod and gear and headed out to
the canoe.

Before he left he gave the cage a hard kick.
“Slut,” he growled.

* * * * *

I looked at myself in the mirror. I’d been
doing a lot of that lately. Maybe I was confused about just who I
was, curious to see who would be looking back.

A peaceful rest. Well, that wasn’t what I
was getting. Although, oddly, it had been rather peaceful there at
the end, after Mark had fallen asleep. He had slept in the tent. I
had slept on the ground next to the smoldering remnants of the
fire, still bound hand and foot.

I had slept on the cold ground, naked, my
wrists tied behind me, my ankles tied together, tape over my mouth
to keep me from talking. I had lain there like - like - like some
kind of ancient captive, like a prisoner, like a woman taken as a
slave, the Indian woman he had been pretending I was. I had not, of
course, slept very much. It had been a bizarre experience.

As I had lain there, feeling the grass and
dirt under my soft skin I had felt a kind of eery oneness with the
character he had invented for me, and with all the women I knew had
been captured in a like manner for centuries and eons, women taken
for their bodies, bound, used, prisoners to big, hairy men.

Of course, I had not felt the fear, terror
or misery such women almost certainly would have felt. Instead I
had felt a kind of erotic sense of martyrdom. Poor me, the poor,
innocent, beautiful maiden ravished by a cruel man, imprisoned as a
sexual slave and plaything

I suppose that sense of martyrdom was in
everyone to some extent, from young boys “dying” dramatically,
clutching their chests and “falling” after being shot in cowboys
and Indian and cops and robbers games to young girls pretending to
swoon so they could be revived by their handsome princes. Oh so
dramatic.

Oh so arousing, so exciting, so kinky and -
.

And spooky. I had taken to the part like it
was one I’d always wanted to play. Of course, the fact Mark had
given me more orgasms in a day than I’d had in what, a year,
probably had something to do with it. God, I’d been so wrung out
there at the end I hadn’t been thinking straight.

I snorted and shook my head. I hadn’t been
thinking straight since I’d opened the damned door and he’d pinned
me against it. Slow, romantic sex? Was that what I had imagined it
would be? It had been raw and animal. He had thrown me onto all
fours and mounted me like a bitch dog.

I winced a little as my fingers brushed
lightly over my sex. I was sore there, sore all over. My wrists and
ankles had a bit of rope burn, even though the ropes had been soft.
My bottom was bruised, and my breasts had been worked over - mauled
- by his big hands and fingers. My nipples were still sore and
tingly.

Well, bondage wasn’t all that kinky, not
that perverted. Lots of couples played around with tying each other
up. No big deal. Not that we were a couple, of course. He seemed -
nice - but we hadn’t even been on a date yet! Of course, we’d
gotten to know each other a lot better than if we’d merely dated a
few times.

Gotten to know each other more -
intimately.

Jesus!

It was almost impossible to believe I had
actually allowed him to do all that. Well, not that he had asked,
but I hadn’t resisted. I had cooperated - sort of. I had let him
use me like a dog and reveled in it.

But it was just a game! So what if it was a
bit degrading!

I had a right to some wild, kinky thrills,
didn’t I? My life was boring. Yes, boring!

I was accumulating money and consumer goods.
Big deal. What kind of memories would those give me when I was old
and wrinkly? Oh, remember that lovely big Toshiba TV I bought when
I was twenty five? Phha.

I felt a little sense of wicked triumph at
the thought of how all my conservative associates and colleagues
would go bug eyed if they had any idea, any hint of what I’d done
the other day.

Memories swirled behind my eyes like
flashbulbs going off.

On my knees, sucking his cock, hands bound,
his fist pulling at my hair.

On my knees still, licking food from his
hand.

On all fours, staring at my fingers buried
in the grass as my body shook to his thrusts.

Across his knees, being spanked, being
fingered.

Gripped by lust, hogtied by the fire,
watching him move around.

On my back, writhing, crying out, his face
between my legs.

I shook my head in wonderment at it all. I
was tired, exhausted. I needed to get at least a little sleep.
Naked, I slipped beneath the cool sheets and turned out the lights,
laying my head on the soft pillow.

* * * * *

Mark sat back in the old chair in front of
the cabin and considered. Keri was a smart girl, and beautiful,
sleek, well proportioned, someone he could be proud of introducing
around as his girl. He’d certainly never did that with Dana. She
was too damn young. He’d get knowing smirks from the men, glares
from the women. His mother wouldn’t approve, no way.

And Keri made a lot of money, from the
sounds of it. A lot more than him. He could tap into that money,
live a lot nicer, drive a better car. None of his buddies would
have to know the money was coming from her.

And she was a responsive slut. He’d had
women who got nothing out of being tied up, and a few who outright
refused it, either too afraid of what he’d do or too afraid of
their own inner selves. But few responded to it as nicely as Keri
had. She might not be a natural submissive, but she was definitely
a sex starved woman whose imagination could help her enjoy
things.

Those without imagination found it hard to
enjoy anything in sex but the purely physical.

He gazed down at the girl on the ground. His
feet were propped up on Dana’s back as she knelt cleaning the fish
he’d caught. She was in much the same position she’d been in the
cage, which was normal enough. After a few hours in there it took a
while to stretch the body out easily.

Yes, he could do a lot with Keri, if he
handled her right. She wasn’t, after all, an ignorant, unschooled
slut like Dana. She was a sophisticated woman, much more worthy of
him. But she had to be trained, had to learn to submit to him. Not
merely in bed, but at all times. Judging from her performance the
other day, however, he didn’t think that would be very
difficult.

Dana turned her head. “I’m finished,
master,” she said, her voice quivering.

“Rinse them off and put them in the fridge,
slut.”

“Yes, master.”

She hesitated, and he pulled his feet off
her back, then thrust them against her side, flinging her onto her
side with enough force to send her sliding across the ground. She
recovered slowly, gasping, and crawled back to where she’d left the
fish, then, hesitating again, her head dropped low and she picked
up one of the fish halves with her mouth, raised her head to lock
wide, anxious eyes on him, then turned and crawled to the nearby
pump.

There she settled the half fish on the low
metal plate and reached up to the hand pump, sending water
cascading down onto the fish. She hesitated again, then crawled
past him and into the cabin. She returned shortly with a plate in
her mouth, setting it down next to the pump. Then she picked up the
cleaned, rinsed half of the fish and set it on the plate.

She turned and crawled back to where she’d
been working, picked up another fish in her mouth and brought it
back to the pump. When she was finished with all the fish she
crawled back up to the house, returning with a roll of plastic food
wrap, placing it over the plate of fish.

She hesitated, for the plate was now too
heavy to carry in her mouth, yet she knew she wasn’t permitted to
carry anything in her hands. After a long, helpless moment, she
bent and placed her nose against the edge of the plate, and pushed
it forward along the ground.

He grinned and watched as the girl slowly
pushed the plate across the grass and up to the cabin. She would
have to cheat there to get it up the stairs, but he wouldn’t see
it, so wouldn’t object. He could be forgiving, after all. Just not
very.

She returned, panting, kneeling in front of
him.

“Don’t forget this mess,” he said,
indicating the fish guts, entrails and skin.

“I - yes, master,” she said, looking at it
all doubtfully.

“Eat it, slut.”

Her eyes widened and she began to tremble,
her eyes filling with tears again.

Stupid whore, he thought.

“Or perhaps you’d like something else in
your mouth, eh?”

He undid his shorts and drew out his
cock.

* * * * *

Mark had been the perfect gentleman all
evening. True, he had made all the decisions, bringing fish,
deciding how it would be cooked, cooking it for me, deciding what
wine we would drink. But it was quite gallant in a macho kind of
way, and after my initial surprise I found it quite charming.

But I was still gripped by a kind of nervous
sexual tension. Like, when was he going to get around to - doing me
- and how and what way would he do me? It was really strange. I
mean, I’ve had dinner with men before where I knew we were going to
make love afterwards. But this was different. We weren’t going to
make love, unless he changed his habits completely He was going to
fuck me. Hard.

We ate, we chatted. It was so strangely -
normal. But I knew it was a play, knew in the intense look in his
eyes, in the way my chest fluttered whenever he touched me, in the
warmth and liquid heaviness of my lower belly at the thought of
what he would do to me tonight.

What would he do to me tonight?

Afterwards we sat on the sofa together and I
waited for the first move. Impatiently, growing more aroused as the
time wore on until I just leaned into him to kiss him. His big arms
came up around me, and I felt his hand behind my head, gripping my
thick hair, pulling me against him hard as our lips were crushed
together.

As always, Mark was overwhelming.

His other arm came around me, trapping my
body against him, pulling me further across him and then kind of
rolling me forcefully over onto my back so I was sort of sitting
across his lap. Yet his left hand held my hair tightly, forcing my
head up and back sharply as his tongue darted against mine, and I
could feel his right moving over my breasts, kneading them lightly
through my top, then skimming down my belly to cup my sex.

I moaned against him, my tongue meeting his.
My scalp was stinging from the way he was pulling it and my hands
almost unconsciously reached back to grip his wrist. In an instant
he had both my wrists pinned behind my neck and was twisting my
long hair around them, then gripping it tightly again to pull my
head back even harder.

“M-Mark!” I gasped.

His lips crushed mine again, and now his
right hand was free once more, undoing the catch of my trousers,
plunging inside, inside my panties, his warm hand covering my sex
and his fingers working along the moist, overheated slit before
pushing into me.

I moaned again, my body writhing in his
grasp as his fingers stroked across my swollen clitoris. His hand
came free, and I felt it jerking on my pants and panties, pulling
them over my hips, down my legs and off. Then he undid my top and
opened it, pushing my bra up to bare my breasts. I was laying back
across his lap helplessly, back arched, head pulled back as he
manipulated me, and I was going along with it, heady with sexual
heat, need and excitement.

“Do you want to be my slut, Keri?” he
growled.

I let out a soft cry as his hand returned to
my sex, two fingers driving up into my pussy. I felt another, his
thumb, stroking across my clitoris, and my hips rolled and bucked
against them.

“Y-Yes!” I gasped.

“Call me master.”

It was so cliched, silly, but I was too
aroused to laugh.

“Master!” I moaned.

“You’re going to be my little slave girl,
right, Keri, my little sex slave?”

“Y-Yes,” I panted, writhing as his fingers
pumped and stroked.

He released my hair suddenly, and eased his
fingers back from my sex.

“Stand up,” he ordered, giving me a
push.

Confused and breathless, I obeyed, staring
down at him now, a little red faced as he looked up at me.

“Put your hands behind your head and arch
your back for me, slave girl,” he ordered.

I licked my lips, chest heaving, sweating a
little despite the air conditioning. Then I obeyed, pushing my
chest out as he looked at me.

“Spread your legs more, slave girl.”

I shifted my bare feet apart on the floor,
blushing a bit.

“Turn around. Show me your ass. Let me see
if it’s good enough for me.”

Again I flushed, tingling with excitement. I
turned and bent forward a little.

“More. Bend forward and touch your
toes.”

I hesitated, then obeyed, blushing more now,
feeling embarrassed to be showing him my sex like this so - so
blatantly. Of course, he’d seen it already on very intimate
terms.

“Spread your legs, slave girl.”

I obeyed again, looking back between my legs
to see him sprawled lazily on the sofa.

“Turn around. On your knees, slave
girl.”

I obeyed and his eyes glinted. “Spread your
legs.”

I shifted my knees apart.

“More. Wider, slave girl. Slave slut. Spread
`em.”

Blushing, I spread myself wide.

“Keep that back straight, slave slut. Hands
behind your back.”

I had a sudden memory of the girl, his
niece, Dana, kneeling like this at the edge of the water. Surely he
wasn’t - they weren’t - no, that was silly.

He leaned forward and had something in his
hand. I blinked in confusion. It was a small pink plastic plug of
sorts, narrowing at the end, widening, then narrowing again at the
other end before swelling into a wide, flat base. I’d never seen
anything like it before, though the top part looked suspiciously
like the head of a cock.

He pushed it against my mouth, against my
lips. I let him push it into me. It was shaped a little like a very
wide pacifier, and filled my mouth.

“Lick it, slave girl,” he ordered, turning
it around in my mouth. “Get it all slick and slippery.”

He pulled it slowly back then and slipped to
his knees next to me.

“Keep your wrists behind your back or I’ll
tie them together,” he said.

He took the thing and brought it behind my
back, and I gasped as I felt it prodding my wrinkled anal
opening.

“Mark I - .”

“Quiet, slave!”

He leaned in against me, licking along the
nape of my neck, turning the thing slowly.

“Now push back against it.”

“I-I’m not sure I...”

“Push back against it,” he demanded.

And slowly, trembling, I did, feeling the
pressure mount against my anal opening, feeling it begin to
penetrate, pushing into my body. I felt my face go hot and red,
indecision flaring inside me. I had never done anal sex, and never
wanted to. Yet this was a different kind of sex, a wild, carnal,
animal sex, and perhaps anal play was part of that, needed to be
part of that for him.

It went in much more easily than I would
have expected, with no real pain, just tightness and a little
discomfort as it slid through my sphincter. Then I had the fat
little head lodged inside my rectum, with the base flat against my
bottom and his hand was patting me there, pushing, thumping so that
the echo of his touch seemed to make my insides quiver.

Then he was holding something else in front
of my mouth.

“Suck, slave girl.”

Jesus! It was a big dildo, thick and long.
My heart skipped a beat, then I let it slide into my mouth. When
had he brought these things in? I hadn’t seen them.

He looked at me as I sucked, and I looked at
him over the length of the plastic cock. He pumped it slowly in and
out of my mouth and I sucked on it, letting my lips slide along its
length as our eyes locked together. He pumped it harder, a little
deeper, and I gagged a bit, pulling back.

He pulled it out of my mouth.

“Get on all fours, slave girl.”

Gasping for breath, I obeyed, and he knelt
beside me, running his hand along my spine, down between my
buttocks, down to my sex. I felt his fingers peeling my sex lips
open, then the warm, slick sensation as he rubbed the head of the
dildo against my already moist opening.

I closed my eyes and moaned softly beneath
my breath as I felt the dildo being pushed into my body. It was
thick, and stretched my lips tautly, deliciously, then spread my
sex tunnel as well. He pumped it slowly in and out, twisting it
from side to side, working it deeper and deeper until I felt an
ache deep within my belly.

It was so long. I knew it would not all fit
inside me. Yet did he know. I winced and gasped and bit my lip a
little as he continued to thrust it against what was obviously my
cervix, almost ready to protest, to tell him it would not go
deeper, that he was hurting me.

But then he gripped my hips, and then
twisted the dildo, levering the head up as he pushed, and somehow
it slid past that obstruction, past my cervix, and I shuddered at
how deep it was, at feeling the head pressing somewhere so high
inside myself I marveled.

It was almost all inside me now. Only an
inch or so remained. I could feel his fingers against my straining
sex lips, turning the dildo, twisting it slowly in place.

He released it and stood up, and I raised my
eyes, panting.

“Let me see you crawl, slave girl,” he said.
“Crawl to the wall there and then back.”

What was he - . Why was he - . I didn’t
care. I was hot, excited, intrigued, and felt almost a sense of
wild lust at being - well, degraded like this as a slave girl, as
his sex slave. I crawled slowly along on all fours, turned at the
wall, and crawled back to him to find he now had a collar, a dog
collar, it looked like, in his hands. I felt a flare of wild,
shocked excitement as he buckled it around my throat. Especially
when he produced the leash.

Now he walked me back and forth, holding the
leash, pulling at it, slapping my bottom occasionally.

“Stay!” he ordered, much as he would a dog.
“Sit!”

I settled back onto my heels.

“Legs apart when you sit, slave girl.”

I pulled my knees wide and sat back on my
heels.

“Beg,” he grinned, standing before me.

Uncertain, I rose off my heels and then
raised my hands like a dog, letting my wrists curl down.

“Good dog,”he said, combing his fingers
through my hair, petting me.

He had me on all fours again and knelt
beside me. His hands moved over my excited body, rolling my nipples
between thumbs and fingers, stroking along my spine, kneading my
breasts, fingering my aching clit. He began to pump the dildo in
and out as his fingers caressed my clit, and my body responded with
an exultant burst of sensory pleasure. My hips rocked back against
him as my breathing grew more harried.

I was nearing a come when he halted, and a
moaned protest drew only a stinging slap to my bottom.

“Now, upstairs, slut, where I’m going to
torture you and fuck your brains out. Crawl, little slave
girl.”

On my hands and knees, I crawled along
beside him, my pussy throbbing with arousal. I crawled up the
stairs on the end of his leash, and into my bedroom, then up onto
the big bed.

He grinned and peeled off his shirt, then
knelt on the bed. He reached past me, gripping the pillows and
tossing them onto the floor.

“Lay in the middle of the bed and spread
your arms and legs.”

I complied, and he produced leather straps
from a back pocket, unfolded them, and used them to bind my wrists
to the top posts, my ankles to the lower. Heart pounding, chest
heaving, I stared as he crawled into bed between my legs, my head
rising, watching, as he slowly licked his way up my left leg.

His fingers stroked and caressed my soft
flesh as inch by inch his tongue lapped upwards along my leg, over
my knee, and around its side, then upwards along my inner thigh,
higher and higher, his hands still stroking.

His tongue skimmed lightly along my sex, but
the sensation was enough to cause my back to arch involuntarily as
I gasped in response.

I felt wild and helpless and aroused as his
tongue teased at the edges of my swollen clit and skimmed lightly
along the outer border of my mons.

Then he rose and walked away, leaving me
panting, my pussy muscles squeezing down around the dildo inside
me, my anal muscles around the - plug or whatever it was he’d
thrust into me there.

Then he was back, with a bowl, with a bag,
with a - a blindfold which he placed over my eyes. He ignored my
moaned protest, and then I was gagged, even more helpless to affect
my situation now. I could only stare at the inside of the
blindfold, bite on the gag, and strain my senses as his fingers
danced lightly and teasingly over my body. My wrists pulled against
the straps again and again, yet I had no desire to free myself.

He pinched my nipple - painfully, so that I
writhed and twisted, and moaned in denial. But then his lips closed
around it, sucking gently, licking away the pain, making my nipple
and breast throb with desperate pleasure.

He switched to my other nipple, sucking
lightly, then letting his teeth close down painfully, so that I
again cried out, twisting, writhing. Again he stopped, licking
gently, sucking lightly, his fingers kneading my breasts.

I felt his lip sat the nape of my neck, up
along my chin, up along my earlobe. Then his fingers undid the gag
and pulled it free, and his eight shifted. I felt him straddling
me, felt him sitting on my chest. He was naked now, and his soft,
warm skin rubbed against mine as he slid upwards, up across my
breasts. I felt his cock rubbing against my lips and licked out at
it.

It pushed in, filling my mouth, pumping in
and out as his hands lifted my head up. I gagged repeatedly, and he
pulled free.

“N-Not so d-deep,” I gasped.

He thrust the gag back into my mouth and
tied it in place.

I felt his fingers at my ankle, undoing it,
and, oddly, I felt a little disappointed. Then he undid my other
leg, and I wondered what was going on. I felt his hands around my
ankles, lifting them up and back, spreading them, and gasped as he
pushed my left leg up towards the left post.

I felt the strap wrapped around my ankle
again, then my other ankle lifted up and back to the other post,
and bound in place.

It was a degrading, obscene position, and I
felt him kneeling before me, running his hands over my body. I
yelped as he slapped my bottom, then felt his fingers at the plug
thing he had pushed into me. I felt it pulling out, spreading my
sphincter opening as it slowly eased out of my anal hole.

No sooner was it free then his fingers were
at me, then his cock, and it slid smoothly into my helpless,
upraised bottom.

God! He was going to fuck me in the ass!

His cock slid easily into me for the first
several inches, then my muscles spasmed and clutched at it
tightly.

“Relax your muscles, slut,” he growled.

The word slashed across my mind with jarring
force, both arousing and confusing me. Then he slapped my bottom
hard, and at the same startled instant my body felt his cock
thrusting deeper.

My anus clamped down on it and again I
yelped as his hand slapped my bottom, and again he thrust deeper.
In this way he was soon deep inside me, so that my belly felt aches
and cramps. But he was soon pumping slowly in and out of me, and he
let a finger stray up to my clitoris to stroke against it as he
thrust into me.

It didn’t really hurt, much to my surprise,
and with the thick dildo buried in my pussy and his finger stroking
against my clitoris my body began to burn feverishly.

I felt his hands squeeze my breasts, hard,
and moaned in pain. Then his fingers slid up to my nipples tweaking
and twisting them, pinching and tugging stingingly. He thrust
harder, faster, his hips slapping against my upturned buttocks as
his thick cock thrust deep into my rectum. It was wild! It was
hedonistic! It was wicked and shocking, and I was gasping and
moaning into the gag as he roughly used my body.

“Ah,” he groaned. “Tight assed slut. Take
that cock, baby. Take that cock, slut.”

I felt the gag stripped away, and his lips
on mine, his teeth chewing lightly on my lower lip, then on my
upper lip, his tongue thrusting into my mouth as his hips pumped
strongly above me.

“You love it, slut,” he growled.

He pulled on my hair and I cried out.

“Tell me you love it,” he demanded.

“L-Love it!” I gasped.

“What do you love slut? My cock? Tell me you
love my cock!”

“I-I love your cock!” I cried.

“Where do you love it, slut? Up the ass?
Tell me you love being fucked in the ass. Tell me!”

“I-I do! I love being fu-fucked in the
ass!”

The words sent fire sizzling down my
spine.

“Beg for it, slut. Beg me to fuck your ass,”
he demanded, stopping his strokes, his fingers roughly kneading my
breasts.

“Fu-fuck me! Fuck my ass!” I cried in a
choked voice.

I gasped as he slapped my face, lightly but
painfully.

“Beg, slut. Don’t order me!”

“Please fuck my ass!” I begged.

“Louder, slut!”

“Please fuck my ass!” I cried.

“Master, slut,” he snapped, slapping my face
again.

“Please fuck my ass, master! Please fuck my
ass, master!” I cried.

Then I groaned as he buried his cock in my
rectum.

“Tell me you love it, whore,” he growled,
chewing at the nape of my neck.

“I love it! I love being fucked in the ass!
Please fuck my asshole!” I cried, wickedly, wildly exulting in my
own filthy lewd words. “Pound your cock into my ass! Ram it up my
ass! Please, master! Please fuck my ass!”

And he did, and he was, thrusting strongly
down into me as he squeezed my breasts, and as my climax rose
around me he dropped a hand back to my groin, his knuckles or
something pushing hard, painfully hard against the base of the
dildo to grind it against the back wall of my sex, his fingers
rubbing across my burning little clitoris to send me over the edge
into a screaming orgasm.

You have to understand how wildly,
shockingly different it all was to the much more gentle, quiet,
reserved lovemaking I had occasionally experienced. And some part
of me was reveling in it, in the freedom, oddly, given how tightly
bound I was, the freedom to - to show what a wild slut I was, if
you understand. And as I came, somehow, my wicked words made the
excitement deeper, the pleasure wilder, and so I cried out as I
came, cried out for the first time in my life, in a way I had never
ever even thought about.

“Fuck! Oh fuck! Oh God! Fuck! Fuck me! Fuck
my ass! Fuck my ass!” I cried out in a voice of shocking passion
and lust.

A hand slapped my face. “Master,” he
growled.

“Yes! Oh God! Oh yes! Master! Master! Fuck
my ass, master! Please fuck my ass, master! Ungh! Oh! Oh God!”

It was a tremendous, shocking, wild ride of
sexual pleasure, of ecstasy pouring through my nervous system so
that I shook and thrashed in feverish exultation through a climax
as long as any I had ever felt, and more powerful
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It was late morning by the time he returned
to his cabin. He’d worked Keri over through most of the night.
After sodomizing her he’d eaten her to more orgasms, making her beg
for them, of course, then sodomized her again before taking her
into the shower.

There he’d soaped her up all over, then made
her clean him, using her soapy body as the washcloth. With her all
soapy, he’d shaved her pussy hair, then rinsed her off and eaten
her out again before bending her over the sink and doing her
good.

He’d gotten a few hours sleep, after, but
Keri hadn’t. He’d strapped her wrists together above her head and
then tied the strap to a beam overhead, leaving her standing on the
balls of her feet, gagged, just across the room from the big bed
where he lay. He’d left the butt plug and dildo in place, with
warning that she would be whipped if she let either fall out.

She probably hadn’t believed him, but she’d
been excited by the threat she had thought was merely idle, a part
of the “wicked game” they were playing.

And speaking of hanging around, he thought
in wry amusement.

He looked up to the top of the tree, then
walked to the trunk and began to untie the long, coiled rope there.
He wrapped it around his powerful wrists, then took up the weight
and began to lower Dana, inch by inch from the top of the tree
where she’d spent the evening and night.

He let her slide down through the branches,
catching sight of her after a few seconds, watching her body,
hanging from her bound ankles, wrists bound behind her back, eyes
wide as she slid slowly closer to the ground. He grinned to
himself. Could he judge this right? He waited, then let the rope go
as she passed a final branch in her way. Her body plummeted about
twenty feet before he yanked on the rope, tightening it around a
low root, and her body abruptly jerked and swung from side to
side.

Laughing, he began to let the rope play out
again so her trembling body slid lower and lower. He felt himself
hardening as she came to him. Yes, it was nice to have a
submissive, yet intelligent partner like Keri, but there was
something about having a complete slave, a toy, a helpless thing,
like Dana, he could do whatever he wanted to.

When her head was about groin high he
removed the penis gag and squatted to look into her glassy, dazed
eyes. He grinned and slapped her nearly slack face a little, then
stood and turned her so her back was to him. He reached down,
gripping a handful of thick hair and pulling her head up and back
sharply, lifting it back until her head was actually upright,
staring behind her.

Then he thrust his erection through her open
lips and down, or rather, up, her throat, using her casually as he
held her hair up, pumping calmly in and out of her mouth and
throat, almost masturbating with her as she gurgled and gagged,
pulling on her hair as though it were a handle, swinging her head
and body in and back, and quickly spewing his juices.

He lowered her to the ground and let her lay
there a bit, untying her ankles.

“Miss me, slut?” he asked, returning with
the buggy whip. “Crawl into the cabin. On your belly.”

The whip cut across her back, and the girl
gasped and shuddered. Her limbs stirred feebly, and he slashed the
whip across her bottom to encourage her.

“On your belly, whore. Crawl.”

The whip made a hissing sound as it swung
down, then a soft, crack as it snapped at her back.

Dana let out a moan, a choked sob, and her
arms stretched out, her fingers digging into the dirt. Her bottom
rose as her knees shifted, spreading, trying to push her forward.
He swung his arm sideways and the whip cut across her rump, and the
girl lurched forward.

“That’s it, slut. Crawl through the dirt,”
he growled.

He punctuated his command with another cut
across the girl’s bottom.

She shuddered and sobbed, then pulled her
trembling body forward again.

He aimed the whip at the sole of her left
foot, and her cry of pain was more pronounced, her body jerking
more energetically forward.

“Dog! Animal!”

He aimed the whip at her other foot, and a
puff of dust rose as he missed and struck the ground. He swung
again, and this time saw the thin leather slice across the
underside of the girl’s foot. She howled and sobbed and crawled
forward.

She reached the small, two step rise to the
door and pulled herself agonizingly up. He grinned, standing
behind, slicing the whip forward across the small of her back.

Dana cried out, back arching, and he struck
again, eyes alight with fire. She grasped the rail, trying to pull
herself up towards the door, to the knob. He swung faster, harder,
and when she caught the door handle he shortened his grip on the
whip and swung it at the right side of her chest. This caused the
front of the whip to curl around her slim body and snap at her
breast.

She cried out in pain, her hand slipping
from the doorknob as she fell back. Her bottom was well displayed,
for her knees were on the ground, her upper body bent across the
porch. He cracked the whip across her buttocks then drew his arm
back as she tried to rise again.

Clinging to the top of the rail with her
left hand, she again reached her trembling right arm up towards the
doorknob. He sent the whip slicing in beneath her arm to bite into
the soft flesh of her right breast again. Again she let out a
broken sob of pain as she lurched back. Yet her left hand clung
grimly to the rail so that as she fell back she swung half around
to face him, chest exposed.

He took a quick step back and swung
viciously, and the whip sliced across both breasts with cruel
force. Again she cried out, her head falling back, her body
rocking. She reached up almost unconsciously to the top of the rail
with her right hand, and again he put his shoulder into the blow as
the whip cracked across her breasts.

Her whitened fingers slipped and she fell to
her rump, twisting away from him, towards the door, towards the
rail. Again she reached up to it, her right knee rising, bracing
itself on the porch above. He leered and shifted rapidly sideways,
then sent the whip snapping down and across. It struck her lower
back to the right, and sliced in and down, the front of the whip
biting savagely into her tender mons.

Her bottom whipped back and up and she
screamed, but her fingers clung to the top of the rail as she
sobbed brokenly.

Panting, he swung again and again and again,
raising welt after welt across the sobbing girl’s back before her
fingers slipped free. He put a foot on the stair and gripped her
hair, yanking her head brutally up and back. At the same time he
reversed his hold on the whip handle.

He stared down into the red, tear ravaged
face for an instant, then rammed the leather whip handle down into
her mouth, down into her throat. It was ten inches long and thick
as most cocks, and he used it that way, laughing and leering at her
as he plunged it deep, then pumped it up and down.

“Fucking animal,” he sneered contemptuously.
“You’ll learn to behave like the miserable insect you are before
I’m done.”

He yanked the whip handle out of the choking
girl’s throat, then opened the door and flung her upper body
forward across the transom.

“Inside, animal. We’ll have company soon. My
brother is coming. Remember him? Remember what he did to you last
time he was here?”

He kicked her bottom, then walked in behind
her, pulling the door closed.

* * * * *

It was so - so - exciting!

I was tired. My body ached. But I’d never
experienced anything like this delicious, erotic game playing. Mark
was so handsome, so sexy, and so incredible in bed!

And out of it!

Yes, I was growing very tired, and my back
and shoulders ached. My limbs were growing stiff and cramped, and
my nipples throbbed painfully.

But he would be back any time, I knew. He
had just made a quick trip home to make sure his niece was all
right. I had to respect him for letting his responsibilities draw
him away from such an incredible sexual romp.

But he hadn’t left me to my own devices, not
quite.

I had watched him sleep as I’d stood on the
balls of my feet, my arms throbbing in bondage above me, and it had
been strange and exotic to feel myself so dominated, so casually
discarded and bond while he rested.

But then he’d wakened and used me
deliciously, then tied me up again, in this - this odd but
erotically charged position.

He had bound my wrists together again. More,
he had bound my elbows together, pulling my arms back painfully, my
shoulders aching and straining. Then he had lifted my wrists, which
had forced my body to bend forward. He had thrown the rope up above
a ceiling beam and tied it off somewhere, holding me in this
position.

He had then bound my ankles and pulled them
further apart, causing my shoulders to ache even more. He had
thrust the butt plug back up my anus, and the dildo up into my
pussy, then attached stinging little clips to my pussy lips to hold
it in place. He had sat on the floor and grinned boyishly up at me
as he’d fondled my breasts. Then he had shown me a narrow string,
almost a thread, which he’d tied into a loop.

He raised the loop up until it circled my
throbbing, erect nipple, then slowly tightened it until it bit into
my nipple right at its base, then did the same to my other nipple.
And before leaving, he’d attached small weights to the strings so
that every time I moved, even a little, they pulled and swung at my
throbbing pink buttons.

My head throbbed and ached. I could see
nothing outside the curtain of my own hair but the floor below, my
breasts, and the weights hanging from my nipples. My body was still
highly charged with sexual electricity, however. I was a very
short, yet insurmountable distance from climax.

How long ago had he left? Surely he would be
back soon.

And then he would - would - do terrible,
delicious things to me!

My bottom was high in the air, and so
vulnerable. I wondered if he would spank me. Or perhaps he would
use me again, for my pussy was well positioned to take his big cock
if he chose to thrust it into me. Yes, I was sure he would do that,
would stand behind me and do me hard. I imagined how I looked from
behind, bottom raised, newly shaved pussy lips swollen and dark
with hunger.

That would be so hot! So sexy! I was so
helpless!

My head ached, and I moaned as I raised it a
bit. It was surprisingly difficult to lift my head at all, to look
around the cabin. I wished I were free to get an aspirin or
something. There was a bottle just across the room. Yet it was out
of reach, like everything else.

My breasts kind of dangled below me,
tingling and warm, and my nipples were throbbing little pinpoints
of fire.

I looked across at the door before dropping
my head. It was unlocked. In fact, the inner door was wide open,
leaving only the unlocked screen door. Anyone could come by and see
me like this!

“Hope no one comes visiting while I’m away,”
he’d said tauntingly.

I imagined a group of men, perhaps like
those punks who had nearly sunk my boat, imagined them coming upon
me, looking in, opening the screen door, bulging erections pushing
out against the front of their jeans as they started across the
floor towards my helpless body.

The idea was frighteningly exciting.

Not that I wanted it to happen, of
course!

It was the idea which was exciting.

They would laugh at me and rape me, thrust
their cocks into my body, jeer at me and call me names, run their
eager hands over my helpless body, squeezing my breasts, slapping
my bottom.

Bastards! I would be helpless, gang raped,
helplessly gang raped!

My stomach rumbled unhappily, and I was
reminded that I hadn’t eaten in some time, not since dinner. Now it
was - it was - well past breakfast anyway.

My head lifted at the sound of a boat motor
approaching. Mark!

But then I remembered he had a canoe, not a
motorboat. Had he taken mine? No, that wasn’t the sound of mine. I
felt a sudden anxiety sweep through me as the boat continued to
approach. Surely it was mark! Surely it must be! No one would visit
me here, for I knew no one.

“Hallo at the cabin!”

My chest locked with shock at the stranger’s
voice. Who was that! I jerked my head up, staring wild eyed at the
open door.

Don’t let them come up! Don’t let them come
up! Oh my God!

I heard a foot on the deck outside, and felt
the blood rush from my face. What was I going to do if some
innocent camper saw me like this and rushed inside!? Would I
pretend I had been robbed and... and raped! Would I tell them it
was all a bizarre sexual game?! How mortifying!

I saw a black hand through the screen door,
then the door opened and a man stepped forward. I gaped at him even
as the sound of the motor rose once again, then began to fade
away.

It was - it was - it must be - Mark?

Yes, it had to be! I was sure of it!

Tall, broad shouldered, yet wearing a black
turtleneck sweater, black trousers, and a black ski mask. He had
black gloves, and little divers goggles over his eyes, tinted
black. I could not even see his eyes.

It was Mark! Surely! Of course it was! I
knew it was! I had almost no doubt. Almost. Virtually none.

He moved forward slowly, and I gulped in
air, face flushed, trying to be absolutely one hundred percent
sure. It was the right shape, the right size. It had to be
Mark!

“Mark!”

He stepped past me, moved around me. I felt
his leather gloved fingers slide over my bottom, prod at the butt
plug, then at the dildo. I felt a surge of excitement, of heat, yet
there was still anxiety. I knew it was Mark. But a part of me still
doubted. And even if it was him this nasty, naughty, wicked game
was even more exciting. He had no eyes, no voice, nothing to
identify him.

He reached down and grasped my breasts in
his gloved fingers, squeezing them painfully. I moaned in
response.

He flicked at the weights, sending them
spinning and twisting, then drew back.

“M-Mark!” I gasped. “My shoulders are
aching!”

He moved before me and unzipped his
trousers, then reached down and gripped my hair, twisting it around
his fist before lifting it up. I moaned as I felt the stinging
strain to my scalp. My eyes rolled upwards as he lifted my head.
“M-Mark!”

He unzipped, and I gasped at the sight of
his fat cockhead just before he drove it into my mouth. I gagged
and choked as he forced it deep, jamming the head against the
inside of my right cheek, then my left, then the roof of my mouth.
He pulled back and then thrust in sharply, and I gagged
violently.

I tried to call out to him, to tell him to
stop, to ease back, but I could say nothing. He pulled back
somewhat, but his cockhead still filled my mouth. Then he pushed
forward again, and again I gagged and choked and twisted against
the pull on my hair.

The weights were swinging wildly below me
now, tugging and pulling at my aching nipples, but they were little
more than a distraction as he thrust his cock deep into my mouth. I
gagged and then felt a ripple of shock as his cock slid into my
throat. I felt it caressing the walls of my throat as I choked and
gurgled, as his cock pushed deeper and deeper into my throat. I
stared through wide eyes as the sight of his cock shaft as it
pushed forward, until my face was jammed up against his groin, my
lips around the base of his cock.

I twisted frantically, but my movements were
severely limited, of course. And after a few moments I felt less
panicky, as the choking, gagging sensation eased. His cock filled
my throat. I knew, of course, what it meant to deep throat a cock,
though I’d never done it. So a part of me felt a sort of sexual
awe. But I was robbed of breath, and the gagging sensation was
still strong.

He began to ease back, and the gagging
sensation rose, though I tried to fight it. My eyes watered, my
face burning as his cockhead popped free into my mouth, and then
pulled free. I choked and gagged violently, coughing as a long
stream of saliva trickled over my lower lip.

I gulped in air desperately, feeling the
sweat on my face, neck, and back. But then he tightened his grip on
my hair, his knuckles digging into my head as he forced my head up
and back a little more. And before I was able to protest, to let
him know how uncomfortable I was, his cock was in my mouth again. I
tried to roll my eyes upwards, imploring him to stop, but he pushed
resolutely forward, and again I gagged violently as his cockhead
slid into my throat.

There was less fear, this time. I knew I
could do it, or rather, he could do it. Still my throat felt
tremendously uncomfortable, and spasmed with gagging reflexes as
his cock slid deeper. Then my face was jammed up against his pants
again, his cock filling my mouth and throat.

He jammed my face into his groin, both his
hands on my head, then one going below to grope my breast. He eased
back slowly, pulling his cock back out of my mouth and throat.
Again I choked, coughed, and gasped for breath.

“N-No!” I gasped, but already his cock was
filling my mouth, distorting and muffling my words.

It pushed down my throat, and again I gagged
and twisted, yet it was not so bad now, as if my muscles were
wearing out, or I was getting used to it. He buried his cock in my
throat once more, his free hand roughly groping and squeezing my
breast. Then he pulled back, but before he could pull completely
free of my throat he pushed back forward, then drew back, slowly
pumping his cock up and down in my throat.

I was weakly gagging and gurgling as he
fucked my throat, and while my panic was subsiding and the choking
becoming less difficult, it was still uncomfortable. His cock was
soft, yet hard. It was not really painful yet the inside of my
throat was very sensitive, very tender, and not at all used to
something the size of his cock moving down, let alone back up its
length.

He pulled back at last, and I coughed
violently, gasping in air, trying to speak, to demand - to plead -
and yet he gave me now time, forcing his cock back into my mouth
again, then down my throat, fucking it, raping it, pumping in and
out as my fingers twisted wildly and helplessly, my wrists pulling
against the tight ropes, my body jerking, bottom rolling.

Again. Again. Again. He thrust his stiff
cock down my throat, and I wondered wearily when he would finally
come and soften. Yet he continued, and my throat was worn out. I
did not gag much now. My throat was used to the sensation of his
slick cock sliding up and down its length.

And then he pulled out and moved away. My
head hung low. I was exhausted, worn out both physically and
emotionally, covered in sweat.

I felt his fingers at my sex, felt him
pumping the dildo, then pulling it out, emptying me briefly before
he sheathed his cock. I groaned weakly, not really caring. He began
to thrust hard and fast, and I was merely relieved. Then I cried
out as he reached forward along my body and grasped my hair,
yanking my head up and back.

“M-Mark!” I cried.

He gripped my breast, twisting, gloved
fingers digging into the soft, sensitive flesh. His hips slapped
violently against my raised bottom as his cock sliced back and
forth inside me.

A part of me felt a dull sense of anger.
Another part of me felt a strange kind of erotic recognition. It
was - it was almost as though I really were being raped, yet there
was no fear attached. And that thought made my lower belly thrum
weakly with excitement, for I had only just been thinking of how
erotic it would be to be so rudely used.

I gasped and groaned and grunted with the
hard pounding, with the deep thrusting, the cruel groping and even
slapping. I was being used, cruelly used. Raped, I thought dazedly.
Poor me.

The weights swung wildly. My nipples burned,
my breasts swinging. His hips slapped against my bottom. His cock
pumped back and forth using deep, fast strokes. My scalp ached as
his fingers pulled on my hair, holding my head up.

Fucked. Fucked. Fucked. God I was being
fucked! Used like a cheap bitch.

I hated him, or at least, some part of me
did, but another part of me was recovering from what he’d done to
my throat and even feeling a bizarre kind of pride that I had done
it, well, that I had experienced it. For hours I had imagined him
coming back and doing me like this, and now it was happening. My
body throbbed and ached, but my mind spun and swirled as my dream
came true.

The sexual electricity which had gripped my
body for so long began to rise, to crackle along my skin, to burn
through my belly and mind. He used me with relentless violence and
energy, growling like an animal as his hips slammed into my bottom
Helpless, I could only moan and grunt and gasp as I was used, as
his cock speared me, and some part of me reveled in the brutality,
in the pain, in the knowledge of how cruelly I was being
treated.

I let myself pretend he was a stranger. It
wasn’t hard. He had said nothing. I had no certainty it was Mark. I
was being - being pounded by this anonymous person behind me, a man
in a ski mask who was ramming his cock deep, almost painfully deep
into my belly. I was being - raped!

God, I was going to come! The bastard was
going to make me come!

And then I did. I tried to hide it, at least
a little, but soon the rush of pleasure rose to such a crescendo I
no longer cared about my wounded pride, about my anger, about
anything. It was glorious, and my body burned with rapture as every
deep, powerful thrust of his cock flooded my mind with searing
sensual pleasure.

I don’t know how I even retained the feeble
strength of mind to keep from collapsing to the floor, which would
have dislocated my arms. I don’t know how I just stood there, my
eyes closed, mouth wide, gurgling and gasping and shaking as the
orgasm howled through my body.

Somehow I did, somehow. And then I felt my
arms lowering, felt a wonderful sense of relief as he pulled on my
hair and forced me upright. I had not quite realized how painful my
position was, but now much of that pain, especially to my back and
shoulders had relented.

I collapsed, or he let me, to my knees. He
still held my hair, though, holding my head back. He moved around
in front of me and I stared wearily up at him as he rubbed his cock
over my face. He was still hard!? How could he still be hard!?
Jesus, hadn’t he come!?

And then his cock was pushing into my mouth.
I tried to shake my head no, my eyes going wide, but it was no use,
and he held me easily as he thrust his cock back down my
throat.

I gagged and writhed, but he held me easily,
and the gagging was not as severe now, and over soon. He buried his
cock in my throat once more, and began to pump in and out as I
knelt before him. I stared up at him, at the anonymous man using my
body, and no eyes stared back. Surely it was him. I had no doubt -
or at least, almost no doubt.

I moaned, my eyes half closing. I was just
his bitch, his little rape bitch. The thought was both depressing
and arousing.

He showed me something, bringing it down
next to my face. It was a small cell phone. He pressed a number,
and then placed the phone against my ear even as he continued to
pump.

“Hello? Keri? How did you get loose? I’m
going to spank your bottom for this, slave girl! I’ll be there in
half an hour or so,” Mark’s voice said.

The man closed the phone as my eyes went
wide, and then he pulled back suddenly, gripping his stiff cock in
his hand as I stared up in him in dawning shock and fear. He came,
spewing his semen across my face in thick, creamy wads. Then he
flung me back and turned away, putting his cock back in his
trousers as he left the cottage.

I moaned weakly as I lay on the floor,
gasping for breath, blinking rapidly, my mind trying to come to
terms with what had happened. It had not been Mark! It had been a
complete stranger! How could it not have been Mark!? I had never
had any other visitors!

Of course, I’d only been there one day. But
still!

I coughed weakly, saliva dribbling out of my
mouth as I lay on my side on the floor.

Jesus God, I thought dazedly, my mind going
over all that he had done, all he had seen. My face burned with
shame, then with rage, then with shame again. Should I call the
police? No, of course not! What would I tell them? No. No way.

My face flushed again as I thought of how
powerfully I had climaxed. How odd, how weird, that I had come
because I was fantasizing about being raped, because I had been
pretending I was being used by some stranger, and I really had
been. Why should I be upset, then, my mind wondered.

I wondered who it had been. Had he
suspected, known what he would find, or was it just a great
surprise to him that he had taken advantage of? And how could he
have known? Had he seen them outside? Had Mark told him? No, Mark
wouldn’t do that. Would he?

I was so exhausted it was hard to think
straight. I lay on the floor on my side, arms still bound behind my
back, feeling a strange turmoil within. I should have felt
traumatized and shamed, but instead I felt merely embarrassed and
uncertain. I had come powerfully. My fantasy had become reality and
I had come and - and - what was there to be horrified about in
that?

I should get home. I am going insane here, I
thought dully as I swallowed saliva to ease my aching throat.

 


 


 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


I heard a sound outside and a kind of
electrical surge of fear raced through me as I raised my head to
stare at the door. It was Mark, and I felt relief mixed with
anxiety and embarrassment as he frowned through the screen door. He
came through, his eyes looking at the rope which had bound my arms
up above me.

“How did you get loose, slave girl?” he
asked. “Rope slip?”

I hesitated, my mind spinning wildly. The
way I was laying, still tied, the rope which had bound my arms high
simply fallen around me, I guessed he must think it had simply come
loose. That would explain - yes! - and meant I wouldn’t have to
tell him about - about - the man in the mask.

And yet I still wasn’t sure he hadn’t been
in the mask, or that he hadn’t known, hadn’t sent him. I was
suspicious, doubtful of him. But if he hadn’t done it, hadn’t been
involved - I - well - if he hadn’t then - then I certainly didn’t
want him to know.

“Never mind,” he said cheerfully. “We’ll
just have to tie you up tighter.”

“M-Mark,” I said, my voice shaky. “I think
I’ve been tied up enough for today.”

“Do sex slaves get to make those choices?”
he asked, his voice still light.

There was something about the words which
sent a ripple of heat through my body. But I was tired, so tired,
and confused.

“I-I - we can - do it again later, tomorrow
maybe,” I said.

I felt his hands working at the ropes
binding my arms back so tightly, and groaned in relief as they
loosened and my arms were able to separate a little. God, it felt
good!

“I brought you a present, too,” he said.

He rolled me over a bit and showed me what I
first took to be a dog collar. It was of black studded leather with
a small, neat stainless steel plaque in the center which said
“Slave”. It looked, well, sexy, or at least, the thought of wearing
the thing made my loins thrum a little. Before I could say anything
he put it around my neck and then buckled it in place.

“And something to go with it,” he said, his
voice still light, still friendly, reassuringly
non-threatening.

He pulled on my hair, not cruelly, but
enough to lift my head up and back and make me open my mouth in
protest, and then his hand pushed something against my open mouth,
pushed it hard so that I instinctively opened wider. I felt
something like leather pushing through my teeth, then pressing down
against my tongue at it filled my mouth. I tried to twist away, to
squirm away, but it took very little time, and I was surprised, and
suddenly my mouth was full of - of something.

He pulled slender leather straps around the
sides of my head and buckled them together behind my back, and just
like that I was gagged. A part of me almost welcomed it. It
relieved me of trying to explain what had happened, and would
prevent him from - well, hurting my throat, if you get my
meaning.

And then just as my fear was rising a little
I felt him undoing the ropes binding my wrists together. That was
sufficient progress I lay patiently, almost... submissively as the
ropes grew slack, then came free. I tried to move my arms then, but
they were so stiff, ached such, so weak, that they were virtually
unusable.

And a moment later I felt something wrapped
around my left wrist, then my right, like wrist bands. Then Mark
took my right wrist in a gentle grip and lifted it up along my
spine, up higher and higher on my back until my shoulder began to
ache, to loose some of that wonderful sensation of relief which had
been building since he’d removed the ropes from my elbows.

He let go of my wrist, but my arm didn’t
come back down. I felt a pull against the collar, and against the
wrist band around my wrist, and knew he had somehow fastened it up
behind my back. He grasped my left wrist, and pushed it up as well,
and this ached more, causing me to bite into the spongy thing which
had been shoved into my mouth and moan in pain.

My right hand was locked up high, my fingers
actually brushing the back of my neck, and Paul gently pumped my
left, working it up higher and higher until it too was locked
tightly in place. He spoke gently to me as he did, a knee pressed
into the small of my back to keep my squirming in check.

“You’re going to love the way you look in
this, baby. You’ll look so incredibly hot you’ll probably come as
soon as you see yourself in a mirror.”

I didn’t want to come again, I wanted to go
to sleep! But I could not communicate that with him, and my
frustration rose with my discomfort as he casually locked my wrists
high and then produced a kind of thick leather belt which he looped
around my arms, or rather, my elbows.

With my wrists up high my elbows were bent
sharply and stuck out to the sides. But Mark began to tighten the
leather strap, forcing my elbows inwards together. Rather than hurt
this actually seemed to ease the pain a little, for my arms had
been straining out, pulling at my shoulders, and the straps forced
them in - tightly.

Mark untied my ankles and then pulled me to
my shaky feet. My legs still ached tiredly, but I could support
myself as he pulled me to one side where he could stand me before a
mirror.

I looked - bedraggled, tired, and, to my
eyes, like a woman who had just been fucked hard. But I also felt a
little thrill go through me at the sight of the big black ball gag
protruding slightly from my mouth, and the collar around my throat.
And when Mark turned me I saw my arms strapped together so high and
tightly, and it made me feel incredibly helpless, and then
incredibly sexual.

He led me over to a large chair and sat
down, then pulled me across his lap. He grinned at me as he propped
me in a sitting position, sitting across his lap, and then stroked
the underside of my breasts.

“Has my little slave slut missed me?” he
cooed.

He reached for the strings biting into my
nipples and pulled at a loose thread. They came loose surprisingly
easily, and I felt an incredible, stinging pain that made me twist
and squirm, arching my back and rolling my head. It faded slowly,
though, and my nipples began to tingle with pins and needles,
which, let me tell you, was a strange sensation coming from my
super sensitive nipples.

The relief of the stinging, combined with
the pins and needles made my nipples and breasts feel hot and heavy
and exquisitely sensitive and when Mark leaned in and began to lick
lightly around one nipple, then mouthed it, I felt a bizarre
combination of pleasure and pain.

“You have such nice tits, slave girl,” he
said, grinning.

He sucked lightly and rhythmically on my
nipple, which sent pulsing waves of pleasure and pain through my
throbbing breast. He kneaded the other breast, then began to lick
at the nipple. Each time his tongue lapped across it I felt a
crackle of sexual electricity burn through me.

His right hand slid down my belly and his
finger began to stroke gently against my clitoris, which roused
quickly. I shook my head, moaning resignedly, but then he produced
the dildo the other one, the masked man had pulled free, and began
to push it into my body. The penetration made my mind and body
squirm further, and the sex heat began to roar within me.

“Nasty, naughty, dirty, filthy little sex
slave,” he chided, pushing the dildo deeper, pumping it lightly in
and out.

“I’m going to have to spank your round
bottom for letting this come free,” he said, his finger stroking
across my clit each time he thrust the dildo into me.

He pulled the dildo out and introduced
another one, this one thicker, screwing it slowly into the depths
of my belly until I ached from the fullness. He pressed a switch,
then, and I realized the dildo was a vibrator. I’d never actually
felt one, but when it began to buzz and tremble inside me I had no
doubt.

Nor was it shaped precisely like a cock, for
as he drove it almost painfully deep I felt something pressing up
along the top of my sex, and I looked down to see a small branch, a
small protrusion near the base of the thing. It slid up outside my
hole, up along the top of my sex slit to press against my swollen
clitoris.

Buzzing wildly.

I moaned and squirmed in discomfort, for the
sensation was too powerful, and I could not keep my body still. He
pulled briefly on my hair, forcing my head back, then sucked
fiercely on my nipples, biting into the tender flesh around them,
sucking and chewing as the buzzing thing made my hips squirm and
twist.

Then he abandoned his hold on my hair,
turning me, twisting, rolling me over onto my belly across his lap.
I moaned as I felt his fingers kneading my upturned buttocks, then
prodding at the butt plug still buried in my anus.

I stared at the rug below, panting for
breath, biting into the gag, feeling a surge of energy, sexual
energy, to draw me out of my exhaustion. I could not see Mark or
what he was doing, but I felt his hands squeezing and fondling my
bottom, and then prodding at the butt plug, pulling at it.

I felt it pulling out, widening my anus as
the thicker, body of the thing was forced out. It came free, but an
instant later something thrust into the still parted pink opening,
something even thicker, and as it drove deeper I realized it was
the dildo he’d drawn free of my sex.

I moaned again, still squirming with
discomfort which bordered on pain from the force of the buzzing,
and it distracted me as he worked the dildo fairly easily up my
anus, so deep I began to feel cramps as he twisted it and drove it
deep.

His hands roamed my body, gliding across the
soft surface of my skin, squeezing gently, caressing, easing
beneath my chest to knead my breasts, then sliding back up over my
bottom and down against the vibrator partly protruding from my
puss.

And then he spanked me.

I yelped into the gag, distracted by the
sharp sting as his hand cracked down across my bottom.

“Bad girl,” he said sternly, “Bad sex
slave!”

He kneaded my bottom, then slapped it
again.

“If you were owned by some Arab prince you’d
be strung up by the wrists and whipped, slave girl,” he said.

He slapped my bottom a third time. It stung!
But given my state of mind it was also wildly kinky and kind of
thrilling. The shock-wave from the sting on my buttocks seemed to
ripple through my body and add to the vibrations in my groin.

Again he spanked me, his left hand sliding
beneath my chest to knead my breast roughly.

“Maybe I’ll build a cage for you, my slave
slut, and keep you in it, make you crawl around for me. You can
fetch my sleepers in your teeth while you kneel at my feet.”

Shocking, outrageous words, yet they made my
groin burn even as he slapped my bottom again, and again. My
buttocks were growing warm now, and the stinging worse. Yet I
continued to squirm more from the buzzing in my groin than the pain
in my bottom. And the buzzing was becoming less uncomfortable, as
if my clit was adapting to the incredible vibrations. It felt raw
and swollen, vibrating in tune with the sex toy now as Mark
continued to spank me.

I was so utterly helpless!

I suppose the way my arms were strapped made
them no more tightly or helplessly locked than when they’d been
simply bound behind my back, but the tight leather made them feel
more helpless, made me feel more helpless, and somehow that made
feel more the victim, more the damsel in distress, if you know what
I mean. I guess it brought that sexual masochist side of me to the
fore, and pumped the sex heat even higher.

“I’ll give you to my friends, of course,”
Mark said. “Let them fuck you two, four or even ten at a time. Have
you been gang banged before, slave? I’m sure you’ll learn to love
having that much cock surrounding you.”

His words kept drawing word pictures for me,
outrageous, exciting word pictures that made me think of myself
naked, being given to men, being whipped, being abused, and I
moaned and rolled my head, my bottom squirming, my legs twisting as
he continued to spank me.

He paused in his spanking to pump the dildo
in and out of my anus, using long, hard strokes that made me gasp
and grunt with each deep penetration. Then he thrust it deep,
twisted it painfully from side to side, and resumed his spanking,
his hand coming down faster and harder now so that my bottom
burned.

He rolled me off him onto the floor and
abruptly positioned me on my knees, my face pressed against the
floor. Then he pulled the dildo out of my anus and thrust himself
into me, filling my anus with his hard maleness.

I moaned, my cheek pressed against the cool
wood, my overheated body pulsing with sexual heat as he began to
sodomize me with harsh, almost savage strokes. He gripped my hair
in a rough fist, jerking my head up and back, then slapped at my
bottom to send stinging pain through my buttocks.

“You whores need a good, hard ass fucking to
teach you your place,” he growled. “Filthy little fuck animal! You
love that cock, don’t you, slave? You love being ass raped!”

And I did. God help me, I did!

My body began to shudder and vibrate as he
pounded his cock into my anus. My scalp stung as he twisted my head
from side to side, still pulling on my hair, and stinging spanks to
my bottom sent pain rippling through my lower belly.

I came.

I came screaming, screaming into the gag,
howling mindlessly, crying out in wanton ecstasy, reveling in the
waves of sensory power sweeping through my nervous system with
every beat of my racing heart.

I came and came and came, with his cock
ramming violently into my anus, his hand slapping stingingly
against my bottom, and his fist pulling cruelly at my hair.

* * * * *

“It’s like having a dog,” Paul said as he
tossed a stick into the water, “One of those big, dumb, floppy
eared things with its tongue lolling out that goes wild with
happiness every time you look at it.”

Mark nodded as he sipped from his beer and
watched his dog, Dana, crawling wildly across the grass on her
hands and knees, panting for breath as she threw herself into the
water and took the stick in her mouth. Eyes bright, she turned and
crawled rapidly out, so like an eager dog he almost expected her to
shake the water out. But she didn’t. Instead she raced across the
ground on her hands and knees to deliver the stick to Paul’s
hand.

Paul smiled and petted her head, and she
twisted her head in pleasure, rubbing it against his thigh and
licking eagerly at his fingers.

Yes, the past few days had taught his little
slut to be obedient, and to be demonstrative about her eagerness to
please. As for the tongue lolling, well, he had hung weights from
her tongue every night to strengthen it and force it further from
her mouth in preparation for the day she would be working on
Keri.

His brother tossed the stick casually across
the ground and Dana turned and flung herself after it, her slender
body glistening wet in the sunshine as she chased the stick into
the nearby bushes, grasped in her teeth, then hurriedly
returned.

“Think you’ll have your new bitch this
obedient?” Paul asked.

“I’ll have her obedient, but I don’t want
another mindless fuck animal like this.”

Paul looked at him in surprise. “They’re all
mindless, fuck animals. I thought we agreed on that.”

Paul’s own little pet, a deliciously
beautiful young blonde whose name Mark did not know and had never
heard used knelt to one side, knees spread wide, hands on her outer
thighs, staring at nothing. If she moved her head or even her eyes
she would be punished, and the kind of cruelty his brother was
capable of had instilled a strong discipline in the girl.

The girl had smaller breasts, but
deliciously firm, and round ones. She was probably no more than a
32, but with a C cup, so that her breasts seemed almost an artist’s
rendering in their perfect shape. Her body and face were small,
neat, and girlish. She had full lips, blue eyes, and a tiny,
upturned nose.

And was very well trained indeed.

He didn’t now if the girl had been a
masochist before his brother had gotten her, but now she was an
extreme one. Pain made her mad with excitement to the point where
it could no longer be used to discipline or punish her. Not that
this posed much of a challenge to Paul, who was nothing if not
ingenious when it came to devising punishments for impudent young
women.

Dana hurried back and eagerly dropped the
stick into his hand and he smiled tolerantly down at her.

“Are you going to keep this one when the new
whore comes to stay with you?”

“I think so.”

Paul tossed the stick and Dana crawled after
it again.

“If you leave her mind intact you may find
her becoming rebellious and disobedient.”

“Perhaps, but if I have to break her I can
at any time. Right now she’s ruled by her own whorish nature.”

“They all are, but that’s no reason to run
risks. She could just run away.”

“I don’t believe she would. Besides, if she
can keep working it’ll be worth a lot of money to me.”

Paul rolled his eyes. “My slut works and the
money is excellent.”

“I don't like the idea of stripping for
crowds of men.”

“She’s very popular. She can do lap dances
from the start of her shift to the finish. You should let this one
join her if you want money.”

Dana returned with the stick, gasping for
breath. Paul took it again and flung it away. The girl was sweating
heavily and gasping for breath, her face red. Nevertheless, she
turned and flung herself after the stick, crawling for all she was
worth.

“She makes decent money,” Mark conceded,
“But you run your own risks that way, leaving her on her own among
those other sluts and all those customers.”

“I pay one of the other girls to watch her
and keep her in line.”

“I’d just as soon keep Keri in a normal
environment. That’ll make her even wilder and hotter when she gets
home and strips off her clothes.”

“Mine hasn’t worn clothes in years except
for the trip between the car and the strip club’s dressing room,
and all I have to do to make her hot is bring a whip down on her
ass.”

“But you’ve said yourself how you have to be
careful of marking her while she’s stripping.”

Paul nodded with a shrug. “Yes, I admit I
don’t like that.”

“I can mark Keri up all I want and it’ll be
hidden by her dress the next day at work.”

‘You have a point,” he said.

Dana returned, gasping, swaying in place,
coughing a little. Paul took the stick and flung it away.

“Move your ass, slut. You’re slowing down!”
he snapped.

The girl was already exhausted and shaking,
but turned and crawled after the stick, gasping for breath the
whole way. She fell, scrambled to her knees, fell again, then rose
and caught the stick between her teeth. She turned and crawled
back, gasping, eyes desperate, chest heaving. Paul took the stick
and threw it out again and she turned once more, crawling rapidly,
then collapsing to the ground where she retched and gurgled.

“Good thing we haven’t fed her or she’d be
throwing up all over the place,” Mark observed.

Her chest heaved like a bellows as she
gulped in air, her body trembling and shaking.

“I don’t think she’s showing enough
eagerness. She’ll have to be punished,” Paul said.

Mark rolled his eyes at his brother. “You’re
just taking advantage of having a girl who doesn’t get off on
pain,” he said with a smirk. “It must gall you sometimes that you
trained that one so well.”

Paul glared at him, then made a face. “I
admit I’d occasionally like to hear her scream in pain rather than
pleasure when the whip cuts across her breasts.

“You wanted a pain slave. That’s what she
is.”

“Yes, but... “ Paul hesitated. “She’s too
obedient. Does that sound weird? She’s too broken. Nothing phases
her. She’s like a machine sometimes. I kind of miss the
reactions.”

“She’s a good little fuck toy.”

Paul nodded. “Let me show you what I
mean.”

He got up and walked to the small beach,
then pushed over a couple of rocks. He found a long worm and pulled
it free, then walked over to where Dana was still laying on the
ground panting and sweating. He waved the worm over her face and
her eyes bulged. She began to make incomprehensible little whining
noises as she twisted and rolled away, not quite daring to run, but
inching slowly backwards on her knees as Paul waved the worm
tauntingly before her eyes.

She had been afraid of creepy crawlies like
bugs and worms before he had dumped them all over her. Now she was
almost insanely terrified of them.

Paul laughed and turned away, walking to his
slave. He snapped his fingers in front of her and dangled the
worm.

“Head back. Mouth open,” he growled.

She opened her mouth obediently and he
dropped the worm into it.

“Swallow.”

The girl swallowed, her face almost blank,
then waited for more orders.

“See?” Paul said.

Mark nodded. “Maybe you should sell her and
get another you can break in.”

“Yeah, I’ve been thinking on it, and this
time I wouldn’t break her quite as hard.”

“Well, you can see what I mean then. If I
keep Keri part of the real world then I can keep humiliating her,
because there’ll still be something there to humiliate. But this
one,” he nodded towards Dana, “is broken enough that there’s
nothing which embarrasses her any more. You can’t really enjoy
grinding her face into the dirt when she doesn’t care if she’s in
the dirt.”

Paul sat down again. “So you’ll keep her as
what, a body servant, and take the other as a slave companion?”

“Kind of.”

“Not a bad idea,” he said thoughtfully.
“Does she have a sister?”

He snapped his fingers at Dana, glaring, and
the girl crawled forward, her face doing a poor job of stifling her
fear while trying to smile. He roughly twisted her around and
pulled her arms back behind her, then fastened her wrist restraints
together. He gripped her hair and pulled her forcibly up back
across his lap as she whimpered and gasped and flailed her legs to
support herself.

“I like this one,” he said as he pulled her
head back and ran his right hand down her body. “Sure you won’t
trade her?”

“Your little slave is pretty and obedient,
but I kind of like her reactions too.”

“But you’ll have the new one soon, you
greedy bastard.”

He pulled Dana’s hair back, forcing her head
far back, forcing her chest to bow up. He reached down beside the
chair and drew up a neat little cigarette shaped metal box. There
were two, thin stainless steel studs at one end, each about a half
inch long. He pressed the device against Dana’s taut belly and slid
it upwards over the softer flesh of her beast, then drew it back a
little.

He pressed the button on the bottom of the
device and a small blue spark of electricity danced between the two
studs - electrodes. He tightened his grip on the girl’s hair,
shoving her head down further, then lowered the device until the
contacts framed her left nipple.

His thumb flicked the button and Dana cried
out, her body jerking violently as the crackle of electricity
caught her nipple.

Paul laughed lightly, then framed her right
nipple, again brushing the button so that electricity ripped
through the girl’s nipple. Once more she cried out in pain, her
body jerking, legs kicking briefly.

He placed the device against her belly and
again brushed the button, laughing this time as Dana yelped and her
legs kicked wildly.

“You telling me your slut doesn’t react to
something like that,” Mark asked as he sipped from his beer.

“Her body does, but I think she still likes
it. It’s difficult to tell, of course. She hasn’t spoken in a
couple of years.”

He zapped the girl’s breasts again, then her
hip, then pressed the contacts into her flesh on either side of her
clitoris and gave another sharp little jolt. Then another, then
another. Each time the electricity hit Dana’s legs flailed and her
body writhed and jerked as she cried out in pain.

“You can’t convince her to talk?” Mark
raised his eyebrows.

“I think she’s fucked in the head, to tell
you the truth. But it’s not like I haven’t tried.”

He rolled Dana off him onto the ground, but
kept hold of her hair, then leaned forward and brought the stun gun
against the side of her neck. This time he held the button down for
several seconds, watching as the girl’s body began to spasm and
writhe, her legs kicking and flailing wildly and her head jerking
and pulling against his grip.

He let up and she gulped in air, shuddering
and moaning. Then he placed the contacts against the side of her
throat again and held the button. Dana writhed and twisted and
bucked as convulsions wracked her body. She cried out in a strange,
wavering, gurgling howl as the electricity ripped through her
nervous system.

“What do you think your bitch Keri will
think when I use this on her?” he asked with a fierce grin.

Mark shrugged. “We’ll see. But you’re not
going to until I get her broken in, and even then we’ll see. I keep
telling you she’s going to be more than a fuck toy like this
one.”
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I woke. Again. I had wakened several times
already, but each time it had been just so deliciously comfortable
I had rolled over, snuggled back into the covers, and fallen back
asleep. My body’s aches and pains made it too hard to think about
getting out of bed. It was so much easier to just stretch and roll
and stretch and snuggle.

Finally, though, my stomach got me up. It
was rumbling angrily, and I knew I hadn’t eaten very much the
previous day. And what a day it had been! I knew it was a day I
would remember all my life. It had been by degrees, exciting,
scary, frustrating, embarrassing, and unbelievably hot - sexually
speaking.

I was naked as I swung my legs out of bed. I
hadn’t used to sleep naked, but it seemed natural now. My legs were
sore and stiff from the amount of time I’d been - well - standing
around with them locked in one position. My feet were sore, too. I
simply wasn’t used to standing up for that long. I cleared my
throat. That, at least, no longer hurt. Yet I felt a strange little
ripple of excitement as I remembered how I had taken his cock -
whoever he was - all the way down into my throat.

Jesus! What kind of a slut was I
becoming!?

I slipped on a little chemise which fell
just below my buttocks and made my way to the kitchen to put on
some coffee. The fabric was soft, silky, yet as it brushed against
my nipples I felt a little quiver of discomfort. Those little
threads or whatever they had been that Mark had tied around my
nipples, and the weights which had pulled on them, had left them
feeling raw and sore. And swollen. And... sensitive. They were
erect, too, pushing out firmly against the thin silk of the
chemise.

Despite how tired I was a light sexual haze
seemed to grip my mind and body. I ached in many places, but it was
often a good kind of ache, and I realized that despite all that I
had done the other day I was horny. I shook my head and sat back at
the kitchen table, waiting for the coffee. I couldn’t help raising
my hands and cupping my breasts through the chemise. I squeezed
them lightly, almost casually, feeling a hot little sense of pride
and delight.

This was so not like me.

Everything I’d done since meeting Mark, in
fact, was completely outside my experience, wildly outside my
personality. It was like I was along for the ride in someone else’s
body. I was puzzled, though not unhappy, about why I had let him do
the things he had done to me. I would have reacted with horror had
some girlfriend of mine described taking part in such things, so
why had I gone along with him?

Why did images of myself naked and bound and
on my knees keep flitting through my mind, between thoughts,
between images of the other lewd, degrading things he had done to
me?

Well, it was all just a wild ride. When I
got back to New York it would all be forgotten and I’d get back to
my - my dull life. Why didn’t that fill me with relief? Why did I
think of my former life as so drab and boring now?

I supposed I could have Mark over from time
to time, though he wasn’t exactly the kind of man my girlfriends
would approve of. He was great looking, of course, but, well, not
terribly sophisticated in a way they would appreciate.

The coffee machine chimed and I got up with
a groan, poured the coffee, and then went to the door and slid it
open, intending to have my coffee out on the deck.

A large box had been propped against the
door. It fell into the room as I opened it and I almost dropped the
coffee. I cursed mildly and set the cup down, then bent over the
box. It was heavy, though not difficult to bear. I carried it to a
nearby table and pulled it open.

My pulse began to quicken as I gazed at the
mass of gleaming black leather inside. This was obviously from
Mark. The man was obsessed!

I went back to my coffee and sipped it as I
gazed into the box. There were what looked like the longest boots
I’d ever seen, some kind of halter, some long leather gloves, and a
collar. That low level horniness I had been feeling perked up
immediately and I licked my lips.

I needed a day’s rest from Mark and his wild
bondage games.

I turned away from the box and went out onto
the deck, then sat down, determined to enjoy the lovely sunny view
and my coffee, and forget about Mark and his bizarre fetish with
leather and bondage and domination games.

And yet, even as I sat there on the deck
with my feet propped on a second chair I kept thinking about the
box, and about myself. Here I was sitting virtually naked out on a
deck outside, with nothing on but the little chemise. Sure, there
was no one around, at least, no one I could see, but a few days ago
I’d never have gone outside without being fully clothed.

My experiences with Mark were changing me.
But was it a change for the better?

I finished the coffee and stood up, then
stepped lightly down the steps and out onto the grass. But it was
no use ignoring the box. In fact, walking about outside in the
little chemise made me feel something like a sexy nymph. The light
wind blowing was enough to set the bottom of the little chemise
fluttering dangerously high, and my nipples throbbed as they cooled
in the breeze.

I’m becoming a freaking nympho, I thought, a
little annoyed.

I stepped out along the dock, then after a
moment’s hesitation, jumped in. I gasped as the cold water
enveloped me, turned and twisted underwater and kicked out,
swimming out a little ways, then twisting beneath the water and
turning back. I rose to the surface, gasping, and swam back to the
beach, then strode slowly out of the water.

The chemise, of course, was plastered to my
body, and being almost naked in the water had done nothing to dim
my sexual heat, despite the cold. I shook the water out of my hair
and made my way back up into the cottage, daringly, and excitingly,
peeling the chemise up and over my head just before stepping
through the door.

God I felt sexy!

I found a towel and dried off, then looked
at the box again. It wouldn’t hurt to see what they looked like,
what I looked like.

The boots first. They were patent leather,
and glistened, with small zippers along the insides. Naked, I
stepped into one and drew it slowly up my leg. It had a six inch
stiletto heel and I couldn’t help wondering if I’d even be able to
stand in the thing, much less walk around.

There was a sense of delicious sexual
satisfaction when I zipped it up, however, and it sealed tightly to
my leg all the way up to just below my groin. I had to sit down,
however, and pull on the other one, sealing that as well before I
awkwardly got to my feet.

It was - very odd - trying to walk slowly
about in them. They were my size, and I couldn’t help wondering how
Mark had gotten them this quickly. Were there stores out in the
boonies who sold this stuff or had he somehow gotten it shipped
express from New York, home of perversion?

I was feeling a lot hornier now, and walked
- slowly - to the closest mirror. How weird it was to see myself in
something like these! But hot, too. I turned back to the kitchen,
to the box, and pulled out the halter. Except it wasn’t a halter so
much as a kind of bustier - but without any cups for my breasts. It
was also of gleaming patent leather. And it took me a few minutes
to see how all the straps and buckles worked.

There were four very thick straps going
around the back, and then several thinner straps going up across
the shoulders. And it took some doing to get them all set in
place.

The halter turned out to be more than a
little small, though whether that was on purpose I couldn’t be
sure. The buckles on the four straps behind my back were large, but
the straps didn’t quite reach until I exhaled and pulled - hard. I
had to do this one by one, until the halter thing was squeezing in
so tightly around my belly and lower chest I could hardly breath.
It was squeezing in around my lower belly so hard it felt like my
internal organs were being squeezed downward.

But it was on, and all that remained was to
pull the two thin straps up from what looked like a sort of low
shelf which supported my breasts. The “shelf”, pressed up firmly,
and then the straps on the outer corners crossed up along the
outside of my breasts and curved in across the center of my upper
chest to cross and then go over my shoulders.

This served to squeeze my breasts in from
the sides. And then another strap crossed the top, squeezing down
on my breasts, which began to throb, the nipples already tingling
and erect.

I eagerly pulled on the long patent leather
gloves, which slid up to my shoulders, and then the collar, before
staggering awkwardly back to the mirror and staring at myself in
fascination. I was awed by just how gorgeously sexual I looked. I
looked so hot!

My breasts were completely naked, of course,
and squeezed together from all sides, yet not so tightly together
they were really distorted. Most of my body was covered, yet my
groin was naked, and had never felt more naked.

I went back to the box, but no, there was no
thong or G-string, or anything else to cover my bottom or pussy.
There was, however, four little leather restraints, like the bands
he’d put around my wrist the other day. Their purpose was fairly
clear, and I buckled them around my ankles and wrists.

Fuck I looked hot! I went upstairs to find
the larger bedroom mirror, and stood before it, turning and posing,
sliding my gloved hands up my body, through my hair, arching my
back and looking pouty. My God but the people at work wouldn’t have
imagined me ever looking like this! I wished I had a camera even
though I knew I’d never dare show pictures to anyone.

A movement jerked my head away from my own
image and my eyes went wide, my heart skipping a beat. A shock-wave
ripped through me as a man in black ski mask, turtleneck, and pants
crossed the bedroom floor. I screamed, and my arms jerked
instinctively across the front of my chest, then down to try to
feebly cover my bare groin.

But he was right there, and I could do
nothing but stare up at him in shock and humiliation as he took my
wrists and lifted them up and away. I struggled weakly, but, well,
I was hardly in a position to do anything, and before I could even
think of what I might do he had my wrists pulled back behind my
head and was standing behind me.

He turned me to the mirror again and I
stared, appalled, heart pounding, at him standing behind me, then
at his free hand as it moved around front of me and began to gently
knead my breasts.

“P-Please - I-I don’t - .”

His hand slid down to my pussy and his
fingers began to stroke me there. I was wet, of course, and burned
with embarrassment.

“Mark?! Mark if that’s you please tell
me!”

His hot breath was in my ear. “Slave,” he
whispered.

Was that Mark!?

“M-Mark? Th-this isn’t funny!”

He turned and bent me over the dresser, then
pulled my arms back behind my back and fastened the wrist
restraints together. I felt his rough hands on my thighs, spreading
my legs wider, then his fingers caressing my moist sex.

I moaned, pulse racing, not sure if I should
be wildly aroused or shamed and terrorized. Was it Mark or
not!?

“Mark! Say something!”

I felt his tongue against my bare sex, then,
felt his open mouth almost engulf my entire sex, his teeth chewing
lightly, his tongue flitting out, up and down my clit. I moaned.
Surely it was Mark. No rapist bothered to perform oral sex on you
first!

His fingers pried at my buttocks, forcing my
legs wider, and his tongue began to flutter against my already
swollen clitoris. My breasts were squashed below me against the top
of the dresser, and I groaned as he jerked on my thighs, spreading
my legs even wider, so only one foot could stay in contact with the
floor.

My wrists pulled again and again at the
leather binding them, and I felt a cloud of sensual heat wafting
around me. I sensed, more than saw him rise, and then felt his cock
against my throbbing pussy. I groaned in pleasure as he drove his
cock into my volcanic belly and his hands seized my hips.

He started slowly, but picked up the pace
quickly. His steely cock pumped firmly and quickly and deeply as
his hands jerked on my hips, and I gasped and moaned and grunted in
response. It was Mark. It had to be. And it didn’t matter anyway.
It wasn’t like I could do anything but - but enjoy it.

My eyes had closed as he thrust into me,
until a fist in my hair yanked my head up and then sideways. And I
gaped at the sight of a thick cock in front of my face. My eyes
flicked upwards along the length of a black turtleneck clad chest,
wide shoulders, and a black ski mask with tinted goggles to hide
his eyes.

He thrust his cock into my open mouth, and I
gurgled and moaned, my eyes bulging up, rolling back.

Oh. My. God.

I was bent lengthwise along the top of the
dresser. The one behind was still thrusting strongly against me.
Now the one to the side thrust his cock down my throat with absurd
ease, both his big, gloved hands holding my head down, my ear
jammed against the top of the dresser as his long cock slid down my
throat.

My body shuddered to the increased tempo and
force of the man fucking into me from behind. His hips slammed
against my buttocks as his hands jerked on my hips to pull me back
for each thrust. Yet he had suddenly become almost irrelevant, as
most of my concentration was on the cock filling my throat, now
beginning to pump in and out as well.

Who were they!? Who were they!? Surely one
was Mark! It had to be!

I clung somewhat frantically to that
thought. For I knew Mark wouldn’t hurt me, at least, not really.
And yet, that meant he was in league with the guy who had done me
yesterday. He had sent him, or at least, known he was coming. What
had he done, told him there was a slut tied up and available for
his use?!

Oddly, however outraged that thought was, it
was also darkly arousing. Was that what I was, a bound slut
available to anyone who wanted me?

I didn’t focus much thought on any of this,
of course. For the most part I was trying to cope with the cock
sliding up and down in my throat, trying to keep from gagging or
choking or suffocating from lack of air. I knew I could do it, for
he’d done it to me the other day and I’d survived, yet for a while
there it was all I could do to fight down the panic and
gagging.

He pulled out several times, letting me
cough and gulp in air, but always thrust himself back before I
could do more than gasp out a few words. Yet it did get easier to
cope, for my panic began to subside as the gagging eased, my throat
and mind beginning to accept the sensation of movement and fullness
in my throat.

I felt anger, then, anger at being used,
almost taken for granted. Who was Mark to gift my body like this!?
How dare he!? And yet even that eased to little more than
resentment, and the resentment began to fade as my body began to
throb with sexual heat once again.

A cheap slave whore, that’s who he thought I
was. And I was certainly dressed for it, and acting like it. And
maybe that’s what I was right now. It came to me like a bell
ringing that I was having sex with two men at the same time. What
an astonishing thing! What a - a - wild, slutty thing!

My mind seemed to be washed away by the heat
and shock and excitement, and I stopped thinking about anything,
giving in to my body’s own delicious reactions to what they were
doing to me. I didn’t try to talk, or to think, or to wonder. I
just let them do as they wanted.

I came, and came again. I came, screaming in
pleasure until the cock was thrust back down my throat, turning my
screams to dull muffled groans.

They pulled me off the dresser, one of them
laying down on the bed and pulling me forward to straddle him. I
sank down on his cock as he pulled my head forward and his lips met
mine. Then the other knelt behind us and thrust himself into my
anus. It hurt, at first, but I didn’t care. I came again, and
again, mindless with a nearly feverish sexual heat.

After they both came inside me I was dragged
out of the room, downstairs, and my wrists were pulled apart and
then lifted up and apart by chains they had attached to posts. They
pulled my legs apart and locked them open so I was on the balls of
my feet, and then one of them pulled back on my hair, licking a
long trail along the nape of my neck.

“Slave whore,” he said in Mark’s voice.

“Bastard,” I groaned.

He slapped my face, though not hard. My ear
rang a little, and I gasped and lurched against the bonds.

“You need to be whipped,” he said.

A flare of shocked excitement and fear tore
though me.

“I - no,” I gasped.

And then the ball gag was thrust into my
mouth.

“Whip her,” Mark’s voice growled.

And then the door directly in front of me
opened, and I was stunned by the appearance of Dana, Mark’s niece.
She was clad in cutoffs and t-shirt, and looked pretty much like
any teenage girl. For a moment I was horrified, my sputtering mind
thinking she had followed Mark and would now start screaming in
shock. Yet her reaction to the sight of me wasn’t one of surprise
at all.

The two men eyed her as she walked towards
me, and I stared in shock. Then she slid down onto her knees and
ran her small hands up and down along my belly. They slid around to
cup my naked bottom, and her mouth moved forward, her tongue
licking lightly along the edges of my sex lips.

Stunned, I stared down at her as her tongue
pushed into me, and her fingers kneaded my buttocks. I jerked my
head up, staring at one of the eyeless men in black, shaking my
head wildly. I wanted nothing to do with this girl!

“Whip her,” Mark growled.

They both moved behind me, disappearing from
my view, and I jerked my eyes down at the top of the head of the
girl kneeling before me. Her hands slid off my bottom and her
fingers began to peel the lips of my sex open as her tongue lapped
at my clitoris.

The whole world is mad, I thought
dazedly.

And yet, she had an incredible tongue. I
couldn’t believe how deep into my sex it pushed, and my hips bucked
and twisted a little in response despite my shock.

Something cut across my back and I screamed,
as much in surprise as pain. My head jerked wildly to the side,
twisting around, trying to see behind me. One of them stood behind,
and to one side, holding a whip or sorts. It had a long handle, and
there were a number of thin leather strips dangling from it. He
swung it at my back and I cried out again as the thin laces clawed
at me like a cat.

Yet the stinging was not that bad, the pain
really not much worse than being soundly spanked. My eyes dropped
down to the girl kneeling in front of me as she began to tongue my
clit, and then my head fell back as I nearly swooned with the shock
of it all.

What were they doing to me, these sick
people?!

The whip cut across my back with stinging
pain, and I jerked in response, back arching. The girl’s lips
sucked at and massaged my clit, and then two fingers slid up into
my pussy as she resumed licking.

I was lost, lost in a dark, sensual fever
they had inflicted upon me, and I cried out again and again as the
whip slashed across my back and the girl’s tongue tormented my
swollen clitoris.

* * * * *

Mark smiled as he watched Keri’s back arch
to another snap of the whip. She was in pain, the pain growing as
Paul swung harder, but her eyes were drunk with sexual hunger and
need, and her hips were rolling and humping sluttishly against
Dana’s mouth. She had another couple of weeks here before returning
to New York, and he knew she would be his by the time her vacation
was over.

Most of her inhibitions were gone or
severely battered. Soon he would sweep them away completely and
make her his in mind and body. Not like Dana, of course, for the
girl would never be more than a useful servant and sex toy. Keri
would be his, though, a companion, of sorts, though a submissive
one, ready to see to his sexual needs, his economic needs, and his
need for children.

He would need to keep Paul in line, of
course, or he’d break her down to Dana’s level, and she’d never be
able to hold a job outside the sex industry after that.

He pulled off his goggles, then peeled the
ski mask up and off as he moved in beside her. Paul slashed the cat
across her back and she cried out again, her voice muffled by the
gag.

He grasped her hair and twisted her face to
him. Her eyes were glassy and wild, but she recognized him as he
smiled at her. “This is your new life, slave girl,” he said. “And
it’s going to be much more interesting than your old one.”

He casually shoved Dana away with his foot,
then stepped in front of Keri. He bit into the side of her throat
as he pressed his body against hers, and felt the blow as Paul
brought the whip against her back again. He felt Dana grasp his
hard cock and press it against Keri’s sex, and he thrust up as the
whip fell again.

“You belong to me,” he growled as he pulled
back and thrust again. “You are my slave girl.”

The whip fell and he thrust. He thrust and
the whip fell. Keri’s head rolled and shook and thrashed as
convulsions rippled through her. He felt her sex sheath spasming
around his cock and rammed himself in harder. Oh yes, she was his,
all right, and would be forever.

 


 


 





Chapter Eight

 


 


 


 


It’s hard to describe how I felt, how wild
and feverish the sexual heat is which gripped me, how it confused
me and made me willing to accept things which would have sent me
screaming into the night at any other time. There were so many
times when Mark gave me an order and I was on the razor edge of
rebellion, of refusing, of ordering him and his friend and his slut
niece to leave, even threatening the police.

But two things always prevented me; the wild
sexual excitement, and the embarrassment about telling anyone. Call
the police? Not likely!

There were times I felt angry, betrayed,
humiliated, disgusted, yet I went along with him, if not happily
than of necessity. Partly it was exhaustion, both physical and
mental. It was just easier to go along with what he wanted rather
than get slapped or strapped. And, I’m forced to admit, it was also
because I was horny, helplessly aroused by much of what he was
doing, even the things which disgusted me.

The masked man turned out to be his brother.
That was weird, but given they’d both already had me it was also
weirdly comforting, as if it wasn’t as bad as bringing in some
stranger, some buddy of his and giving my bound body to him.

And if it was hot and wild being naked and
tied up with a hunky man, well, it was even wilder and hotter with
two hunky men. Paul looked a lot like Mark, though he was a year
younger. His body was well developed, but his hair was much longer,
and he had a weaker chin. That just made him look boyish,
though.

After I was whipped - whipped! - my skin
felt raw and tender, stinging, kind of like a sunburn, but I was
otherwise not harmed at all. I was left standing, bound, so tired I
was half hanging from my wrists, as Dana stripped naked and Mark
and Paul dressed her in the same kind of leather outfit I was
wearing.

I was really uneasy and embarrassed about
Dana. I have never had any bisexual desires, and it was only the
wild and kinky situation which had allowed me to accept the
pleasure her tongue had given me earlier. Now I knew Mark and his
brother intended more lesbian play between us, and I was starting
to feel squeamish and reluctant, trying to think of a way to get
out of it, to tell Mark I didn’t want the girl involved in our
admittedly sick little sex play.

Of course, I was never given a choice or
much of a chance. When she was dressed as I was she stepped up to
me, a cold look on her face, and her leather gloved arms slid
behind as she brought her lips against mine. I was not too
squeamish about that as I’d kissed women before but her kiss was
hard and rough and passionate, with her tongue thrusting deep into
my mouth.

She pressed her body against mine, her own
plumped out breasts pillowing against mine as her hands moved up
and down my back and then slapped and kneaded my buttocks. I moaned
into her mouth, kind of trying to turn my head away, but to no
avail.

Paul undid the chains from my restraints and
I collapsed slowly to my knee. But Dana collapsed with me, still
kissing me. Now I tried to push her away, grasping her shoulders
and pushing out, and then yelped as the whip cut across my
back.

“We want to see you and Dana have fun,
slave,” Paul said with a leer.

I turned and glared at him. “I don’t want to
have sex with a girl!”

Then Mark was beside me, gripping my hair
and tilting my head back. “Obey us, slave girl. You and this slut
will make love to each other for our benefit, not yours, so we can
watch.”

He turned my head back towards Dana, who
crushed her lips against mine again.

“If you resist you’ll get another whipping,
only this one will be worse,” Mark growled.

I felt indignation rising, and started to
twist away, but Dana threw her weight forward and I collapsed back
onto the floor with her atop me, between my legs. I gasped and
wriggled, trying to get free, but she was grinding her pelvis down
now, rubbing her shaven pussy against my own, grinding her soft
breasts into my own as well.

“Either you cooperate or we’ll tie you down
and have her spank you,” Mark growled.

The thought of that was so embarrassing it
gave me pause. I felt another flare of resentment, then real anger
that had me thinking about throwing them all out. Then a thought
hit me. Could I? Would they go? What if they didn’t? What would I
do? Was this a game any more or was it becoming real? I knew I
couldn’t call anyone, couldn’t tell the police, or anyone else what
had been done should he choose to ignore my demands.

And I shrank back from finding out,
frightened of what they would do. And so I began to hesitantly kiss
the girl back, to move my tongue against hers as she rolled her
hips from side to side.

My knees rose on either side of her and I
made my hands slide up and down her back and onto her bottom -
grateful for the gloves as I kneaded her bottom and stroked along
the cleft between her buttocks.

I was very uncomfortable by the girl’s naked
body rubbing against my own, mentally squirming. I did not find the
close contact exciting. What I was finding arousing was the
presence of the two men sitting there and watching. And I don’t
know why I was excited by it. A part of my mind kept wishing the
girl would go away so I could be alone with the two men.

Yet there must have been an exhibitionistic
side, as well, which reveled in putting on a slutty show for them,
and I already knew about that dark, masochistic side which enjoyed
being degraded sexually. They were making me wriggle around on the
floor with a naked girl! And then Dana kind of scissored her legs
between mine so she could bring her naked sex right up against
mine.

I gasped, startled, flushing, even more
uncomfortable with this terribly intimate contact. I could feel her
soft, moist sex lips rubbing back and forth against mine as her
breath quickened in my ear. I almost instinctively tried to twist
away, my legs trying to close, but she eased back, grasping my
shoulders with her hands, kind of half twisting me onto my side as
she bucked her hips faster and faster.

I felt a wave of shame and helplessness. I
wanted to pull away, but was frozen by fear of what they would do
to me. It was disgusting to have her naked sex rubbing against me
like that! And yet, the sensations were not at all unpleasant. I
mean, her soft, slick flesh against my soft, slick flesh... the
sensations were actually more than a little pleasant.

I was half twisted on my left side, my right
leg kind of forced up and back by her chest as she leaned in
against me, her gloved hands on my shoulders. I heard myself
gasping and grunting as she rubbed, and felt a hot flush sweep over
my body as my rolling head caught sight of the men leering down at
us.

It was so degrading! So filthy! They were
all sick!

And yet I was beginning to pant from the
rising sexual heat and excitement. I felt embarrassingly
overwhelmed by this - this chit of a little girl. I was the adult,
older, larger, and yet she was using me as if I were the child and
she were the experienced one, her small, gloved hands now gripping
the straps at the top of the strange leather halter and using them
to jerk me back against her.

“Let’s see a hot sixty nine,” I heard one of
the men call.

Almost immediately Dana pulled away,
shifting her body around, then turning and straddling my face. I
stared up at her glistening pussy, my chest tight, horribly
anxious. I did not want to do this!

She pressed her pussy down closer and
closer, and my gloved hands rose to push her bottom away as she
bent forward. I felt her hands at my thighs, then her lips tracing
a line along the edges of my sex.

“Roll over,” Paul demanded.

And we did. That, at least, was easy. My
mind was still whirling, trying to figure a way out of this, a way
to avoid performing oral sex on the girl.

“Wouldn’t you guys rather we do it with
you?” I asked my voice kind of quivering, despite my best
efforts.

“You will, slut,” Paul growled.

The words hit me, as they always did, but
worse now, for some reason, because the girl could hear. And then I
was kneeling reluctantly over her head, staring down the length of
her body. A hard push at my back dropped me forward, and I knelt,
laying my body down along hers as I stared at her sex.

I yelped as someone slapped my bottom.

“Get to it, slut!”

I felt a burning resentment and indignation.
I started to turn, but Mark gripped my hair and shoved my face down
between Dana’s legs, rubbing my face over her moist pussy.

“Lick, slave girl. Lick. You know all wild,
slutty girls play with each other. Go ahead.”

He was right, of course. Every damn movie
seemed to have some wild, sexually free spirited girl making it
clear that her sex partners wouldn’t be limited to the opposite
gender. Hell, it was all the fashion now to have a little bisexual
fling. I gasped as the girl’s fingers pushed up into my own pussy,
as her tongue flicked across my clit.

All right. I would do it. It wouldn’t kill
me. What the hell, see what it’s like, right? And when it was over
I’d lock the door and never let them in again.

I closed my eyes and licked along her pussy.
I felt a little crackle of sexual electricity run through me as I
did. It was wild and slutty, at least to me. And they were
watching, and my body was already kind of aroused, especially with
the little slut pumping her fingers deeper and deeper in my
pussy.

I glared at her sex, then began to lick at
it. Get it over with, I told myself.

I let my gloved fingers spread her sex lips
and then, mind squirming with distaste, brought my lips down,
kissing, then licking at her gleaming pink flesh. I gasped as I
did. The bitch had two gloved fingers deep inside me, and had just
forced a third inside. Her tongue was licking wildly at my clit,
and it was responding, despite my squeamishness and discomfort.

Her fingers were pumping forcefully, and it
hurt, kind of. I thrust a finger into her own pussy, then a second,
licking at her clit as best I could, not so much interested in
getting her off as keeping the guy’s happy.

“Lick that clit, bitch! Suck her!”

Jesus, was I doing this? I was amazed at
myself. But I continued to lick, gasping as the girl’s fingers
pumped hard inside me. And she was trying to force a fourth finger
in. Fuck! I pushed two fingers into her, sliding them in and out as
I licked at her clit. My pussy was throbbing, aching, my clit
throbbing with hunger as she sucked and licked at it.

She was a lot fucking better at this than I
was. I wondered how many of these kinds of things she’d been
involved in, and if she was really his niece. If she was that made
it even sicker.

I gasped, my head jerking up as she forced
the fourth finger in to the hilt. It - hurt - but it was a dull
kind of ache which seemed to add to the arousal swirling through my
groin. I was panting for breath now - as I’d been doing really
since I put the halter on. The damned thing made it impossible to
fully inflate my lungs, after all. I licked harder, faster, and
tried to wriggle a third finger into Dana’s pussy hole.

I felt her fingers pumping, felt her tongue
licking, her lips sucking, and a shudder ran through my body. God,
it was good! I moaned and licked energetically, my previous
squeamishness blown away now but the waves of steamy sex heat. I
sucked on her small clit and let my tongue flick out, trying, for
the first time, to get her off.

My hips were kind of jerking up and down in
time to her hard thrusts. She was hurting me, but it was a
delicious hurt. Her four gloved fingers were driving straight up
into my pussy again and again and again as we ate each other
out.

And the men looked down, leering, grinning,
and making obscene jokes.

God! I was going to come in a second!

“Stop. Okay, change positions.”

Fuck!

They made me get on all fours, and I knelt,
gasping for breath, face red, trying to gulp in air as that damned
halter squeezed down tightly around my lower chest and waist.
Behind me, they were doing something with Dana, and I turned my
head and felt another shock ripple through my body as I saw the
harness thing they were fastening around her hips.

She was going to fuck me like a man would,
with a big, thick black rubber cock strapped to her groin. I felt a
wave of shame at the thought, yet the shame seemed to incite my now
depraved mind into even more excited thoughts. This is disgusting,
I thought.

Yet when she pressed the knob of the thing
against my pussy, and gripped my hips, I felt a sense of gloriously
depraved sexual excitement sweep through my mind and body. My pussy
ached, and it strained around the thick plastic cock as she thrust
it forward. I grunted and moaned at the ache, gasping as she forced
it deeper.

My body wriggled, my bottom jerking, but she
clung grimly to my hips, then reached forward and gripped my hair
as she thrust the thing home. God how it ached inside me! But my
body was burning with lust now, and I gave a half sobbed groan of
pleasure as she ground her pelvis against me and twisted the hard
thing around and around in my gut.

“Fuck that whore!” Mark called.

At least, it might have been him. It was
hard to focus my mind on anything.

Dana began to fuck me, to force her hips
backwards and forwards, the thick, ribbed shaft of the plastic cock
sliding slowly in and out of my aching sex.

She moved faster and faster, and my body
began to burn with a wild sexual fever as her hips slapped against
my bottom. My head rolled back as I grunted and gasped almost non
stop, mewling dazedly in the throes of my sexual heat. I caught a
movement briefly out of the corner of my eye and saw Mark with a
video recorder.

A ripple of shocked excitement and fear
rolled through me, and then was gone, my awareness of him and the
camera swept away as an orgasm approached. I felt the buildup of
heat and sensory pleasure, then - overload. I cried out, bucking my
hips back helplessly, wildly, the fever overcoming my mind, the
pleasure soaring within me as I came and came, Dana’s wild
thrusting driving the phoney cock deep into my belly.

It was a shattering orgasm, and left me
drained. I slumped to the floor, eyes rolling back, jaw slack,
moaning exhaustedly. Dana stopped thrusting, and Mark and Paul,
cocks hard, grinned to each other and talked about what to do with
me next.

The two big men each grasped an arm and half
lifted me to my feet. Mark sat down, and they made me straddle his
body, settling me down slowly. I groaned as his cock pierced me. It
felt much softer, warmer, more pleasant than the hard plastic cock
Dana had been punching into me. I sank down fully onto his lap, the
cock deep in my abdomen as I fell forward against him.

He chuckled throatily, his arms caressing my
back, fingers combing slowly through my hair as he kissed me
lightly. For a couple of minutes I could rest there, full of cock,
but not required to do anything as he fondled and kneaded my
breasts, then began to suck and chew and lick at my aching,
overstimulated nipples.

Then the other one appeared at his shoulder,
his hands combing my hair up into a thick mass at the top of my
head, then using it to pull my lips forward onto his own erection.
I shuddered in excitement, taking it deep into my mouth as I leaned
forward, moaning as the other one inside me spasmed. A slap to my
bottom sent me rising and falling on weak legs as the one I was
riding (I didn’t care who was who any more) lifted my bottom up
again and again.

I just got into a weak rhythm when I felt
something prodding at my anus. I could not turn my head for the one
I was sucking held my hair tightly, but I knew what it was as a
pair of leather clad hands spread the cheeks of my buttocks. I
moaned around the cock in my mouth as Dana slowly worked the dildo
up into my anus. She was not gentle, and it hurt, but soon my
muscles were worn down, and the two cocks inside me, one real, the
other plastic, jerked up and down and twisted around in my belly
even as my face was pulled forward and the other cock went down my
throat.

* * * * *

Mark whipped Dana so she could watch.

He knew she was tired, and let her rest, but
he didn’t want her able to think things through, didn’t want her to
let her inhibitions come rushing back. If it aroused her to be
whipped then it would arouse her to watch another woman whipped. So
they sat her down and whipped Dana to the point of unconsciousness,
hanging her from her wrists and taking a single tail whip to her
body until she was hanging still, grunting, eyes slits.

Paul held Keri on his lap, stroking her
pussy gently, kneading her breasts softly, as she watched the
whipping with wide eyes, flinching with the blows, but licking her
lips with excitement.

Then they set Dana up to be left on her own.
Keri was fascinated by the rings in the girl’s nipples and pussy,
and the one they put in her tongue. She watched as they stood her
on the balls of her feet in her bedroom, legs well apart, head
pulled back, her tongue ring attached to a line which led to the
ceiling.

They pulled her sweaty hair back into a
tail, attached a line to a hook, and shoved it into her rectum.
Then they clipped a pair of lines to her nipple rings and pulled
them up and out tautly before hanging a weight from her clit
ring.

They stripped off all her leather gear and
restraints, stripped themselves, and took her to her bed, then
began to make long, slow love to her.

They fell asleep together, her body
sandwiched between theirs.

* * * * *

It was - bizarre, yet fascinating.

After waking, they’d untied the girl, and
the three of them had gotten dressed. But Dana had remained nude,
collared, be-ringed, and while Paul and Mark led her out onto the
deck the girl had made coffee for them, then delivered it in an
obsequious tone, kneeling before them as she poured.

“How long until breakfast is ready, slut?”
Mark asked casually.

“About twenty minutes, master,” Dana
replied.

The way they used those words was so -
casual, so ordinary, that it made Keri squirm.

“All right, get to it.”

The girl crawled back into the cabin and
Keri licked her lips nervously.

“Having a slave makes life a lot more
comfortable,” Mark said.

“Is she - is she really your niece?” she
asked hesitantly.

Paul laughed and Mark shook his head. “She
was a street kid, one of those drug taking whores trying to turn
tricks to survive. This life is a lot better for her, trust me.
She’d be dead by now if I hadn’t taken her in.”

“Oh uhm, and she uh, she likes this?”

“Of course. She wouldn’t stay
otherwise.”

“Some people are suited to slavery,” Paul
said. “They like having someone else make all their decisions, take
charge of their lives. Then there’s the sexual aspect, of course.
The girl is a masochist and a submissive.”

She nodded, a little embarrassed.

“As you are, to some extent,” Paul said.

“I’m well, I uhm, it does turn me on, kind
of,” she said reluctantly, blushing. “But I don’t think I’d want to
live my life like... like... “

”Like a slave?”

“Well, like an animal, like a pet, crawling
around naked all the time. I mean, sex is one thing but uhm, well.
I don’t need anyone taking charge of my life the rest of the
time.”

Mark grinned and cupped her breast.

“Mark.”

Paul leaned in from the other side and
fondled her other breast.

“Paul!”

She still felt uncomfortable around this man
she hardly knew.

“We know you’re not like Dana,” Mark said
soothingly. “But you feel the call of the wild, don’t you? The
fantasy of slavery turns you on.”

“The fantasy,” she said, squirming. “But not
the reality.”

“No, you’re smarter than Dana, more stable.
This is just a game to you,” Mark said, nibbling at her ear.

“Soon you’ll be back in New York, doing your
paperwork, or whatever it is you do, and this will all just be a
strange memory.”

Yes, that was true, wasn’t it, she thought.
She felt relieved, but also disappointed at the realization. Her
life, after all, was intensely boring compared to this kind of
wild, thrilling game.

She looked out past the dock at the blue
waters of the river glowing in the morning sun and thought of how
dull Manhattan would be.

“Mark,” she gulped as his hand slid gently
past the waistband of her shorts.

But she made no effort to push him away as
his fingers eased downwards, stroking her abdomen, then her pussy
as Paul looked on.

Paul began to undo her blouse, and she felt
a tightness in her chest, anxiety and excitement, reluctance,
wariness, and arousal. “Paul,” she gasped.

But there was no one out on the river. No
one could be watching, could they?

Paul tugged off her blouse while Mark slid
her shorts down and off, and just like that she was naked out on
the deck between them, and her heart was starting to race.

They lifted her and had her sit back on
Mark’s erection. She moaned in pleasure as it pushed up into her
belly. Then she was sitting on him, filled with him, and no one
seemed in any hurry to do anything. Mark fondled and massaged her
breasts while Paul leaned in and casually stroked a finger against
her clit.

“Maybe you’d like to play at being a slave
like Dana,” Mark said, rolling her nipple between his thumb and
forefinger.

“Maybe we should get these nipples pierced,”
Paul said.

Keri was shocked at how exciting the idea
was.

She gasped as Mark pulled back on her hair,
rolling her eyes to one side as he pulled her head against his
shoulder.

“What do you say, Keri? Are you our whore?
Are you our slut?”

She moaned in reply.

“Say it,” Mark taunted.

Dana returned at that moment, and Keri felt
a wave of embarrassment.

“Dana, this slut wants you to lick her
clit,” Paul said.

“N-No!” Keri gasped.

But Dana immediately pushed her face in
between Mark’s legs and began to lick at her sex as Paul and Mark
gripped her arms, laughing at her. She squirmed, but the sex heat
was already taking hold, and the feel of the young woman’s tongue
as it caressed her clit was too delicious to resist.

“Ride me, slut,” Mark demanded, pushing her
upright, but holding her head back by the hair.

She moaned and drew her legs in, then began
to rise, to slide her straining sex lips up and down on his bulging
cock. The girl’s hands were on her thighs, her tongue and lips
sucking and massaging her clitoris, and Keri was soon beyond fears
and worries about what she was doing or why.
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“Excellent job again, Keri,” Len said.

I fought to keep my smile very slight, and
humble. It would not do to look like an arrogant bitch just because
my portfolio had done so well. So I smiled politely, thanking him
as the others along the long mahogany table gathered up their
things to leave. These meetings were seldom fun, even if you’re
portfolio was doing well. There was intense pressure to perform,
and we were generally measured against each other as well as the
indexes.

This one had been a little more tense than
usual for me, though. It was the first since returning from my
vacation. And I had - changed - a little since then. My wardrobe
was less conservative, for one thing. My time with Mark and the
others had really changed my image of myself, changed my thoughts
on sex, made me much more aware of my own desire, my own
sexuality.

Not that I was going to act any differently
at the office, of course. And while the new suits I’d bought were
much less severe, much more form fitting than the ones I used to
wear, they were far from being revealing. The trousers were
tighter, the blazers hugged my waist a little more, and the tops
were softer. Underneath, though - well, my lingerie drawer had
gotten cleaned out and replaced. I wanted to feel sexy, even at
work.

And there was more. For beneath the soft
linen blazer, the light satin blouse, and the silk bra were a pair
of tiny gold rings impaling my nipples. They had looked so
incredibly sexy, so beautiful in Dana that I’d had my nipples
pierced as soon as I returned to New York. It had been embarrassing
to even ask, and painful, though they were nicely healing now, but
I had been determined.

I had wanted to go to a place where I would
feel comfortable, and where I would think they would be used to
such requests, where they wouldn’t think I was a pervert or
something. That meant a place which was run by women, and, in this
case, lesbians. That had been a bit uncomfortable, but not as much
as it would have been if they were men.

They had been very casual about it, very
pleasant, and my embarrassment had faded to the extent I had let
them talk me into getting my pussy lips pierced, too. And more, as
the girl had explained, it would be cleaner, neater, and easier to
maintain if I’d gotten my pussy hair lasered away, and so I
had.

So in addition to the nipple rings I had a
small ring impaling my pussy lips, and I felt deliciously naughty
and sexual as I sat there in the office, my hair loose now, where
it used to be tightly braided. I felt mildly scandalous, and more
than a trifle smug. These people were amazed at the change they
could see - the lighter coloured, more feminine clothes and loose
hair. Imagine what they’d think if they knew my nipples and pussy
were pierced by rings!

God, what a wild fucking time that had been
on the island!

I’d thanked Len but he’d had no idea what
he’d caused to happen.

Still, I’d been back a few weeks now, and I
was starting to feel - I don’t know, twitchy, like I needed to be
out doing something - wild. But I didn’t know where or with who.
Mark had given me his phone number and address, of course, but I’d
thrown them away as soon as I left the island, wanting to leave
that time in the past. I hadn’t quite realized how much it had
changed me, how much it had pumped up my sexual needs.

And yet in a lot of ways I was the same
uncertain, conservative, modest, careful woman as I’d ever been.
There was some cute men at work, but the idea of approaching one
with these kinds of thoughts was appalling. In fact, the idea of
approaching any man with my new and kinky sexual needs made my mind
squirm away.

They’d think I was sick, a pervert, a freak,
unless I approached a man with the same desires, and how was I to
find that out?

“Hi, do you want to tie me up and sodomize
me?”

Nope. No way.

There were a lot more approaches now from
the guys at work, but I couldn’t bring myself to accept them. If it
was important before not to have guys at work gossip about sleeping
with me, it was triply so now. My reputation would be in the toilet
if it got out that I liked to be tied up and - uhm, well,
abused.

I checked my watch as I joined the file
leaving the meeting room, chatting idly with the others. I had an
appointment with a new client in five minutes, and I liked to be
punctual.

The meeting rooms were small inner offices,
really too small to be offices, though, with a round, single
pedestal, oak table and a few comfortable chairs. I made it to
meeting room Four and set out my portfolio, my forms, and
questionnaires, and my purse, then waited.

“Ms. Thorpe, this is Mr. Russel,” the
secretary said, smiling professionally.

My own smile was just as professional as I
rose, but it froze in place as my eyes rose and recognition flooded
in.

“Good afternoon, Mr. Russel,” I managed to
say, my voice toneless.

Oh. My. God.

It was Mark, and his smile was just as
professional, just as lacking in recognition. My heart pounded and
my mind raced. He was going to be pissed off! I’d given him a phony
phone number, a phoney address. Was he hurt? Was he upset? Would he
make a scene here in front of everyone? Jesus, what if he told them
what happened! Would they even believe him? Probably not but -
.

The secretary left and I closed the door,
trying to think of what to say first.

“Turn around, slave.”

I stared in surprise, my jaw dropping. I was
so startled by his casual words that I hardly moved as he turned me
around and drew my wrists back together behind my back. Then when I
felt the metal I tried to jerk them free - too late.

“Mark!” I gasped. “Are you crazy! Not here!
Someone might see!”

But my wrists were cuffed together behind my
back and he was pushing me to my knees.

“Take these off!” I hissed, heart
pounding.

He smiled and unzipped.

“Mark! For God’s sakes!”

He pulled his cock out and gripped my hair,
then rubbed his cock back and forth across my face, my nose, my
lips, my forehead.

“Mark! Mark look - I-I’m sorry I - .”

“Shut up and suck, whore.”

The words slashed through my mind, filling
me with alarm, indignation, and then that hot, crackling sexual
electricity I’d felt at the cabin.

And his cock was pushing into my mouth. I
tried to twist my head away, but he held my hair firmly.

“Suck, slave.”

I moaned around his rapidly swelling cock,
my pulse racing as he twisted his fingers in my hair and made me
wince and gasp in pain. His cock filled my mouth now, and he began
to pump. I moaned and sucked in my cheeks, starting to panic,
needing to make him come quickly so we could talk, so I could
explain, so he could - get out.

I sucked and worked on the head as he pumped
in and out. But he was pumping quickly, the cockhead sliding across
the roof of my mouth and jabbing at the entrance to my throat. I
was gagging and choking, for it had been a while since I’d deep
throated him.

“Ah,” he groaned. “You beautiful little cock
sucker, you.”

He didn’t seem angry, or vengeful. He
sounded exactly like he had on the island. The man was crazy!

And I was on my knees in the middle of the
office, handcuffed, and sucking his cock! Shit!

I worked energetically on his cock, trying
to bring him off, but he kept pushing it deep, gagging me, and then
he seized my head in both hands, pulled on my hair to tilt my head
back and his cock punched through into my throat, sliding neatly
down my straining, aching throat until my bulging eyes were crushed
against his groin.

“Ahh,” he groaned, “You deep throating
little whore, you.”

He pumped slowly up and down, and I barely
controlled myself as my throat spasmed and burned. Then he pulled
free, rubbing the spit wet cock all over my face as I gulped in air
and coughed.

“I’ve missed your cocksucking, my little
slave slut,” he said.

He pulled me up by the hair and pushed me
back onto the table, then gripped my trousers and yanked.

“M-Mark!” I gasped, saliva soaking my chin
as I gulped in air. “Not here! I’ll get fired! People will
come!”

“Yeah, me.”

He tugged my trousers and panties down,
lifting my legs up into the air at the same time, resting my ankles
on his shoulders as he rubbed his cock against my naked sex.

‘You still keep it nice and clean I see,” he
said as his cock sank into me.

I groaned as his slick cock drove deep.

“And what’s this. Very nice,” he said,
grinning as he found my ring and rolled it.

“Mark, let me go. We can talk at my place!”
I said urgently, keeping my voice as low as I could.

“But you gave me the wrong address so I
couldn’t find your place,” he said, thrusting hard, making me gasp
as his cock drove into me to the hilt.

“I-I’m sorry,” I gasped. “I was wrong. I
thought - I th-thought - I don’t know what I thought!”

My jacket had fallen open, of course. Now he
undid the buttons down the front of my blouse and pulled it open.
My bra opened in the front, and he laughed gently as he plucked at
my nipple rings.

“A ringed slave slut,” he taunted, pulling
and twisting them so that I winced in pain and arched my back. “You
need to be fucked hard, slave.”

“I-I’m no-not a fu-fucking slave!” I gasped
as he began to pump.

But there was nothing I could do to stop
him. I was laying on my cuffed wrists, my ankles on his shoulders
as he thrust into me faster and faster and faster, his hands
kneading and squeezing my bare breasts. I was terrified someone
would come in, would find us, and was doing my best to stay
quiet.

His thumb began to stroke across my clitoris
as he drove into me, and I moaned softly, biting my lip until it
bled. God it felt good! This was wild and insane, but it had yanked
me mind and body out of boredom and dullness. I could hear people
talking in the aisle outside as they walked back and forth. I could
hear Adam Baker talking about mutual funds in the next room, his
high, nasal voice rising with the excitement he felt over the
funds.

I grunted and gasped as Mark thrust into me
again and again, yanking on my hips, pulling my bottom up and back
to meet his cock. I was aroused, but my fear of being caught and my
confusion about just what Mark was thinking, feeling, planning,
kept me from getting anywhere near the heat I’d felt on the
island.

He pumped faster, harder, deeper, and then
came with a shuddering halt, his eyes closing, his body trembling
as he pumped his semen into my belly.

He relaxed and then eased out of me. He
dropped my legs and I gasped, moaning softly, laying atop the
table, staring as he went through my purse and found my address,
then my keys.

“I’ll see you at your place tonight,” he
said, his eyes hooded. “I think you’ve been a bad girl, Keri. I
think you need to be punished.”

He uncuffed my wrists, then left. I scurried
to tug up my pants and fix my bra and blouse into place, then brush
my hair. As soon as I dared I went back to my office, and then
called Len, telling him I felt sick and had to go home.

“What about tomorrow?”

I hesitated. I’ll let you know,” I said.

God, what was I going to do about Mark?

And yet, my belly was squirming as I thought
of what he would do to me.

I hurried out, taking a cab home, heart
pounding. Would I beat Mark home? If so I’d have to get the super
to let me in.

And what then? I was going to have to be
careful. I couldn’t afford to anger him. He had more than tales to
tell. He had pictures, videos. Jesus, imagine if he showed those to
someone at work! He could ruin me!

I hesitated at the door, then drew in a deep
breath. Friendly but firm, I thought. Friendly but firm.

I opened the door and blinked. There was no
sign of Mark, but there was a naked girl kneeling with her knees
spread a few feet inside the door. I stared down at her in shock.
It was not Dana. It was a blonde girl not much older, with a very
cute face and short, chin length hair.

I licked my lips nervously and eased inside,
closing the door behind.

“Who are you?”

“I am a slave, mistress,” the girl said.

She was ringed and collared, and her wrists
were shackled together in front of her. She had no pubic hair, and
I could see a gleaming silver tube protruding from her taut pussy
lips, the bottom linked, by a thin chain, to the ring piercing her
clitoral hood.

I drew in a deep breath. “Where is
Mark?”

“Right here.”

I whirled, heart in my throat. Mark too was
naked, and shaved, and his cock seemed - prominent.

“Miss me?” he asked.

“I - well, kind of,” I said awkwardly.

He came forward, and I backed up against the
door.

“I missed you too,” he said, reaching for
me.

I folded my arms over my chest and he
caressed them with his hands, then leaned in and kissed me.

“You had no right to do what you did at the
office,” I said, turning away.

“It was payback for you giving me a phoney
phone and address.”

“I - I wanted to put things behind me,” I
said.

“You were afraid you liked being a slave too
much.”

“No! I was just - I was worried that - “

He kissed me, and his hands tightened on my
arms, lifting them up and pressing them back against the wall to
either side of my head. His tongue pushed into my mouth and his
body pressed against my breasts. He pulled my wrists together and
pinned them in place against the wall with one large hand, then
eased back, gripping my jaw with the other.

“You liked being a whore, didn’t you,” he
said. “You were afraid your friends would find out.”

“I-I wanted to - what I did embarrassed me,”
I said nervously. “I was afraid - .”

He undid the front of my trousers and tugged
them down, then tore my panties off.

“Mark!”

“You need to be punished for your
dishonesty, slave girl.”

My eyes flicked to the blonde girl, and Mark
smiled.

“Slave. Eat this slut out.”

“Yes, master,” the girl said.

“No!” I cried, trying to twist free.

But Mark held me easily, and the girl
crawled before me, her hands prying my thighs apart as she began to
lick up and down along the insides.

“Mark! Don’t! W-we have to talk!”

“We’ll talk later, slut.”

The girl’s tongue was even longer than
Dana’s had been, and I moaned, my bottom squirming and grinding
against the door as Mark began to fondle my breasts and the girl’s
fingers caressed my thighs. I gasped as he tore my shirt open, then
forced it over my shoulders, up my arms, and off. I squirmed and
twisted and moaned and begged, but he quickly stripped me, then he
forced metal shackles around my wrists similar to the ones the
blonde girl wore. They put a collar around my neck, and then pulled
my wrists back to lock in place behind it.

I was angry and aroused at the same time,
indignant but helplessly excited.

Mark pushed me against a narrow table set
against the wall, then slipped a thin chain through one of my
nipple rings, then the other. He pulled the two ends forward and
together and then tugged, lifting it up towards the wall behind the
table.

I moaned, trembling, feeling the ache as my
nipples stretched out and forward. I was forced to bend, then bend
further as he held the thin chains up to the wall and then wrapped
them around a thin screw I had not remembered seeing.

He moved back and I felt my left ankle
shifting, pulled wide and then locking tot he leg of the table. My
right leg was pulled wide, as well, and I gasped at the increased
pressure pulling on my straining nipples.

“Mark, don’t!” I cried.

A gag was thrust into my mouth, and then
strapped in place. A moment later the girl knelt behind me,
tonguing her way up and down my narrow slit, then around and around
my wrinkled anal opening. My nipples burned with the pressure. My
mind burned with excitement and fear.

The girl’s fingers kneaded my buttocks as
her tongue circled and circled my anal ring, then began to push
inside, pumping deeper and deeper. I was shocked, and both my mind
and body squirmed in response. Her finger slid into my anus, then a
second, pumping in and out. I could do nothing but moan and stare
at the wall, at my straining, distended nipples.

I felt something else pushing into my anus,
a sex toy of some kind, thick, long, and twisting and turning in
the girl’s hand as Mark propped himself against the wall and looked
on. I felt on display, and that gave a nudge to my sexual heat. But
I also felt anger at his casual abuse of my body, especially since
I knew I could do nothing, complain to no one.

I was trapped. I was his sex toy. It was
what I had been afraid of. And he could do anything he wanted to
me.

The girl was pumping the thing deeper and
deeper into my anus, and I was feeling cramped and bloated - as
well as shamed.

Bent over, legs spread, I knew just how
lewdly exposed I was to both of them.

And yet my lower body was thrumming with sex
heat, and growing more and more aroused, more and more excited as
her tongue and lips shifted back to my clit and sex opening even as
she continued to pump the dildo or whatever it was into my
rectum.

“Did you really think you could just go back
to your boring life, Keri?” Mark asked. “I mean, did you even want
to?”

Yes! Well, kind of, I thought.

The girl shifted position, working her way
in beneath the narrow table so she could turn and lick directly up
at my clit. I moaned as she sucked and mouthed it, as her lips
massaged my swollen button and she hummed and blew and sucked on
it. My legs began to quiver and tremble, my insides twisting and
burning as she forced the sex heat higher and higher.

“I think it’s time to rape you. Don’t you
agree, Keri?” Mark asked mildly.

I moaned, biting into the gag. That was
another of those words he and Paul had used, exciting, shocking,
wicked words which had burned into my mind so many times during my
time with them.

“You look like a girl who needs a good
raping,” he said, squeezing his hard cock as he watched. “Do you
want it, slut? Do you want me to rape that hot little cunt of
yours?”

I did, but I moaned and dropped my eyes. I
couldn’t bring myself to agree.

“Going to be stuck up, huh? Okay, fine. No
cock for you,” he said.

I cursed in my mind, but I still couldn’t
bring myself to admit my excitement to him, the bastard. Not only
that but it would only encourage him. I was not going to become his
little slave girl, his little sex toy! I was afraid of what he
would want of me, demand of me. I was also afraid of becoming what
he wanted, of turning into a mindless slave like the blonde
girl.

He moved away from me briefly, then
returned.

“Your punishment instead, then,” he
said.

He was holding a long thin leather quirt and
running it between his fingers. I moaned and twisted, rolling my
eyes at him, shaking my head even as he disappeared behind me. I
felt the girl’s fingers thrusting up into my sex as she mouthed my
clit and began to suck, and a hot wave of sex heat swept through
me.

He swung and the quirt cut through the air,
then slashed across my upraised bottom. I screamed into the gag, my
body bucking and twisting, my nipples burning as my body jerked
against rings and chains. At the same time my anus squeezed down
hard on the dildo all but buried inside me, and that gave a strange
kind of - comfort, if the term isn’t too odd.

Another stinging blow, and again I cried
out, my insides squeezing on the dildo, on the girl’s fingers as
she sucked on my clitty.

“When I’m done you’ll beg for me to rape
you,” he growled, cutting the quirt across my bottom with another
stinging blow.

The girl had her mouth over my clit and the
top of my sex, sucking and licking and mouthing it as she thrust
two fingers deep into my sex. Her other hand reached between my
thighs, pumping the dildo in and out of my anus.

The quirt sliced down again and again I
cried out. It was all so insane! It was wild and sick and twisted
and depraved, and despite myself my body was burning with heat and
hunger.

I felt Mark’s hands at the side of my jaw,
then the gag was pulled free of my mouth. I gasped, my jaw aching
stiffly, and then gasped again as he pulled back on my hair.

“Do you want it, slut?” he asked, his voice
purring.

I felt his soft cockhead rubbing up and down
my slit, grinding against my clitty, against the girl’s mouth as
she continued to lick.

“Tell me you want it, you cock loving
slave.”

“I-I-I do!” I gasped in a choked voice.

“Say it, slave. Beg for it.”

“P-Put it in,” I whined.

“You want to be raped, don’t you?”

“Rape me,” I cried, my body shuddering at
the words.

“Beg, slave slut.”

“Please rape me,” I moaned, feeling an
orgasm just out of reach. “Please rape me, master!”

His cock rammed up between the sopping lips
of my sex and I screamed in pleasure and pain as I was impaled, as
it spiked deep into my belly and filled me with a raw, eager lust
and heat. He began to ride me, his fingers digging roughly into the
soft flesh of my thighs. It was wild and frenzied, and my body
veered frantically between pleasure and pain as his cock pounded up
into my belly, almost lifting me from my bound feet with each
mighty thrust.

* * * * *

Mark left the girl behind when he left. I
stared at her uncertainly, unhappily.

“Get up,” I said.

The girl rose smoothly to her feet.

‘What’s your name?”

“I have no name, mistress.”

“Stop playing games. You must have a
name.”

“I don’t know, mistress.”

Mark had laughed when he described her.
“She’s a real slave, Keri, more so than Dana was. She was my
brothers. He traded her to me for Dana while I was out of town. The
son of a bitch. He liked Dana because she showed more reaction to
being punished. He’s turned that one into a pain slave. She gets
off on pain, which seems to rob my brother of some fun when he
punishes her.”

“What am I supposed to do with her?”

“She’s a slave. She’ll do whatever you
want.”

“I want her to leave.”

“Well, she has nowhere to go,” he said in
amusement. “And no clothes, so the cops will grab her, and the only
name and address she knows is yours. I leave it you to consider the
implications.”

“But - .”

“I’ll be back, slave girl, and then we’ll
talk.”

And he’d left.

I rolled my eyes. “What did Paul call
you?”

“He called me slut, Mistress.”

“How long have you - been with him?” I asked
curiously.

“I have been owned by him for several years,
Mistress.”

I shook my head. Well we’ll have to find
some clothes for you.”

“I have not worn clothes since I became a
slave, mistress.”

In years? She hadn’t worn clothes in years!?
I felt a wonder, as well as a stirring in my groin. Imagine going
years without wearing clothes, a chained sex toy to anyone who
wanted you. What kind of a bizarre life was that?

“Well I’m going to find you something to
wear,” I said.

Except that the metal shackles on her wrists
were welded, if you can believe it, welded in place, and the chain
between them was likewise welded in place. She also had metal
shackles on her ankles with a similar chain between them. The
implications of that had me in awe. This girl was a shackled,
chained sex slave, no clothes, no getting her wrists free, not -
ever.

Wow.

“What am I supposed to do with you?” I
asked.

“Anything you want, mistress. I was given a
number of devices, dildos, vibrators, strap ons, to please your
body.”

I flushed. “I don’t think so.”

“I can also cook and clean and do other
jobs.”

“I can do my own cooking and cleaning,
thanks.”

“Perhaps your master thought you needed
help,” she said tonelessly.

“I don’t.”

“Whatever you say, mistress.”
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I wanted the girl to disappear. She made me
extremely uncomfortable. Yet the girl followed me wherever I went,
and if I stayed long in one place, would kneel, legs spread,
waiting and watching.

“What do you want for dinner?” I asked.

“Anything mistress wishes.”

“There’s a surprise.”

I made dinner but the girl made no move to
take it.

“Well? You said anything I wanted.”

“I may eat only from the floor, mistress.
Master has ordered it.”

“That’s silly.”

The girl was silent, and I threw up my hands
and put the plate on the floor. The girl then knelt on all fours
and began to eat without using her hands. She was like an animal, I
thought, staring in fascination, like a person who has been trained
to be nothing but an animal, to give up all traces of humanity.

Except one, I thought. The girl always
positioned her body to best affect. Even as she knelt and ate her
bottom was pushed up and out, her knees apart. Was she trying to
turn me on? If so she was going to be disappointed. I didn’t swing
that way. And she did it proudly, even arrogantly. There was no
timidity or shyness in her.

When she finished she crawled back into the
living room and knelt again, a few feet from my chair.

“Why don’t you go somewhere else and lay
down?”

“I was ordered to stay near you, mistress,
except when performing tasks.”

“So go and read or something.”

“I am awaiting your orders, Mistress.”

“Get lost! That’s my orders.”

“I may not disobey my master’s orders,
mistress.”

Fucking little slut, I thought in
irritation.

“Fine then! I’ll find you something to
do.”

I filled a bucket with soap and water and
gave the girl a small brush, then set her to cleaning the kitchen
floor. That bought me some peace, but it also gave me an odd
sensation of power. The girl obeyed immediately, and I found that,
well, to be honest, I liked that. I had her clean out the cupboards
and wash them. After that it was the windows, then, it being dark,
I had her scrub the balcony.

It was time for bed then.

“You can sleep on the sofa,” I told the
girl.

“I will sleep in your bed, mistress,” the
girl said.

“Oh no you won’t.”

“My master ordered it, mistress.”

“Well I’m ordering you not to!”

But the girl had already shown she would
refuse any order which went against what Mark had told her. And
while her wrists were shackled and chained her hands were still
free to let herself into the bedroom.

“Fine!” I growled.

Which did not mean I had given in, so much
as given in to my own darker thoughts. I took some rope and tied it
to the chain between the girl’s wrists, then led it up and back,
pulling her arms up behind her neck, then down further as I pulled
her chained ankles up and back, tying ankles up against her bottom.
I made the rope tight, but did not bow the girl’s body too much,
then went to bed.

That brought me more than a little
satisfaction and, despite herself, arousal, forcing me to
masturbate to orgasm before going to sleep.

It occurred to her as I did that the girl’s
tongue would feel much better against my clit than my own fingers,
but I repressed the thought ruthlessly. I did not swing that way!
Then again, the girl was more like, well, like an animal, no, that
was wrong, like a robot, or a sex toy, a thing, in other words, not
a person, not a female.

The next morning I set the girl’s food on
the floor.

“I can’t go on calling you ‘you’,” I
said.

“You may call me Slave, mistress.”

I shook my head in resignation, and no small
wonderment.

“Make yourself useful while I’m gone then.
Vacuum, do the sheets and laundry, and clean the bathroom.”

“Yes, mistress.”

And it was done, and again I felt a strange
little sense of twisted excitement and satisfaction when I
returned. It was nice to have a … well, a servant.

“Well... Slave, did you have a nice day?” I
asked lightly.

“Yes, mistress.”

“Do all your chores?”

“Yes, mistress.”

Again I felt annoyed by the girl crawling
around after me. I made dinner and watched the girl eat like a dog
before going out to the front room and turning on the TV. Soon
enough, however, the girl crawled out to kneel in front of me.

“Do you like being a slave, Slave?”

“Yes, mistress.”

“You don’t sound very happy.”

“I’m sorry, mistress. You may punish me if
you wish.”

“I didn’t say I was going to punish you,” I
said in irritation.

“I’m sorry, Mistress.”

“Mark said you liked being punished. Is that
true?”

The girl was silent.

“Well, Slave?”

“I don’t know, Mistress.”

“How can you not know?” I sniffed.

“Would you like me to lick you,
Mistress?”

“No!”

I flicked channels, trying to ignore the
girl, but my eyes kept flicking over to her lithe young body.

“Do you keep that vibrator in your pussy all
the time?” I asked curiously.

The silver vibrator still protruded from the
girl’s pussy, still chained to her clitoral hood.

“Not normally, Mistress.”

“Well that thing has been in there since
I’ve seen you.”

“Master put it in, Mistress. I’m not allowed
to remove it.”

“That’s stupid!” I said.

I looked away then back again. “Haven’t you
had a bath or anything?”

“I’m not permitted to wash myself,
mistress.”

I shook my head.

“So you’ve done all that scrubbing and
cleaning and you never washed yourself off?”

“I’m not permitted to wash myself,
mistress,” the girl repeated.

“Well I give you permission! Go take a
frigging shower!”

“I’m not permitted to wash myself,
mistress,” the girl said once more.

“Well you’re going to start to stink then,”
I said, annoyed.

“Yes, mistress.”

Obstinate, annoying little bitch.

I had her scrub down the walls in the
bedroom and den to keep her out of my hair. And I tied her even
tighter that night, pulling on the rope until her feet were yanked
up over her buttocks and her body was bowed back. It irritated me
that I was aroused by the sight of the girl laying on the floor, so
tightly bound, and I left, closing the door and masturbating -
twice.

That night I made the girl crawl into the
bathroom, into the large, sunken tub, and washed her, glaring
angrily as, using rubber gloves and a rough wash clothe, I cleaned
the girl’s skin until it was pink, soaped up and rinsed off her
hair, and even brushed her teeth. I also pulled the vibrator, its
batteries long since dead, from the girl’s pussy.

I set up the sofa bed and let her sleep on
it, tying her wrists to a bar near the top to prevent her from
leaving.

But the girl managed to get loose, and
slipped into the bedroom, into my bed. I woke slowly, feeling very
aroused, to find the girl carefully kneeling between my legs, my
chemise lifted up as Slave licked lightly at my clitoris.

“Shit! Fuck!”

I slapped the girl’s face, throwing her
aside.

“I said no!”

“Master ordered me to,” the girl said,
unconcerned.

I brought her back into the living room,
found the rope, which had been untied, and tied it around her chain
again.

“How did you get this undone?” I
demanded.

“With my teeth, mistress.”

“Fuck. Fine! Let’s see you do it with your
teeth this time!”

I dragged a chair across to where a heavy
planter hung, pulled it down, and tied the rope up so the Slave’s
wrists were well above her head. Then I went back to bed, leaving
her standing all night.

The next evening the girl knelt in front of
me again. I could not think of anything else to have her do, and
was growing both more irritated and, despite myself, more
aroused.

I was sitting in a large armchair, legs
curled up beneath her, wearing a nightshirt. I was bored with TV,
and the arrogant, young slave girl.

“Okay. Come and get it,” I finally said,
spreading my legs and drawing my knees back.

Without a word the Slave crawled forward and
began to lick at my inner thighs. I tried to pretend a lack of
care, even interest, but my insides started to quiver and shake the
instant the girl started forward, and with that incredible tongue
working on me I felt the blood beginning to boil in my veins.

I laid my head back on the chair and closed
my eyes, only halfheartedly fighting it. But the heat and arousal
deepened, and my hands crept down onto the girl’s head, combing
through her hair as my body began to vibrate with sexual heat.

I felt guilty, and ashamed, but the climax
was powerful, and I knew I had no need of stopping the girl.

I reached down and peeled my nightshirt up
and off.

“Here,” I panted, squeezing my left
breast.

The girl rose, tonguing my nipple, then
sucking on it, her teeth nibbling lightly on the flesh of my breast
as I moaned softly. The girl’s chained hands began to knead my
breasts as her tongue and lips massaged my nipples, and I couldn't
do anything other than sit back and experience the heat and
pleasure.

It was several orgasms later before I
finally, breathlessly pushed the girl away. The girl sat back on
her heels, waiting her next instruction. Like a fucking
machine.

“Don’t you ever come, Slave?” I asked after
a minute.

“Yes, Mistress.”

But I had no intention of performing oral
sex on her, and was no more enthusiastic about fingering her. I
found the vibrator, put new batteries in it, and then thrust it
into the girl’s sex again, chaining it in place.

Mark had left a number of punishment devices
behind, straps, quirts, whips and flogs. I had the girl crawl to
them.

“Which is your favorite, Slave?”

“The thin flog, Mistress,” she said without
hesitation.

It was a short handled flog with short,
narrow leather strips. But they were heavier than the one Paul had
used on me at the cabin.

“And where should I punish you, Slave?” I
asked lightly. “ On your round little bottom?”

“That one is used on my pussy,
mistress.”

I stared at her, swallowing. “Is it then? I
guess you like that, a little masochist like you.”

In answer the girl sat down, then lay back
and drew her knees up to her chest. Her shackled arms went around
them, and her knees spread, baring her sex. It was obvious she
expected me to hit her there, and something dark inside me wanted
to do it, but I hesitated. The girl was obviously unbalanced,
needed psychological help. I was taking advantage of her - had
already taken advantage of her.

The girl lay back, knees up and back, eyes
staring darkly, even smirking at me, as if she didn’t expect me to
be able to punish her anyway. I told myself that, letting myself
get irritated.

My first swing was hesitant, tentative, and
the girl’s eyes gave me a look of contempt as she barely reacted.
Yet the feel and sight of the leather as it struck her sex sent a
quiver through my own body. I swung harder, and then still harder,
determined to get a reaction from the stone faced girl.

“Come on, slut! This is what you like, isn’t
it!” I demanded.

The leather slashed down harder, only
spreading out a little before striking the girl’s bare little sex.
It left pink lines behind, and the girl jerked for the first time.
The silver vibrator was barely protruding from her sex lips now,
and I raised my foot, pressing it against the base and applying
pressure.

Now the girl reacted, her eyes widening as a
gasp of pain escaped her drawn lips.

I let my weight come down further, and felt
the vibrator somehow slide even deeper, until it was almost flush
with the girl’s sex lips, holding them back, but not protruding
beyond.

I swung the whip down hard, and it sliced
through the air with a blurring motion, cracking against the girl’s
mons with enough force the slave finally let out a soft cry of
pain. I swung again, and again, and again, and beads of sweat began
to stand out on the girl’s forehead and cheeks, her breathing
becoming harder, harsher.

The girl’s entire groin was red now. I
slashed the flog down harder, letting the little strips cut
directly across her wrinkled anal opening, enjoying the sight of
the girl’s body as it jerked in response, feeling a wash of power
as the girl groaned and moaned and let out soft cries of pain.

‘Do you like that, Slut? Do you?” I
demanded, her heart pounding as I brought the flog slashing in
again and again.

The Slave’s fingers whitened against her
thighs as she closed her eyes tightly. Her head rolled and thrashed
from side to side as she sobbed and moaned and clenched her teeth.
Yet her body rocked up and back, up and back, as if thrusting her
sex towards the source of the stinging pain, and as the thin strips
of leather snapped across her clitoris again and again she
shuddered and cried out, her lips drawn back in a grimace of
mindless pain and pleasure.

* * * * *

I returned home one day to find Mark there,
slouched in my chair, Slave kneeling between his legs mouthing his
balls. Mark smiled at her then waved me forward, and I moved to
stand behind the slave.

“Shouldn’t you be on your knees as well?” he
asked.

I bit my lip. Did I want to be on my knees
before him? I had been the mistress for several days, and I had
enjoyed it. Yet the primary reason I had found myself aroused by
binding and punishing the slave girl was - was because the sight of
her writhing in bondage was so arousing, so exciting. And many
times I had envied the girl, wishing it were me so tightly
bound.

“Strip,” he ordered.

And I stripped, and then knelt beside the
slave girl as we took turns sucking and licking at his cock.

* * * * *

“You have to remember, sir, the relationship
between risk and rewards,” I said, leaning slightly over the table
as I pointed to the table in front of the doubtful client.

Every time I moved my body tensed up a
little, and I could almost smell my own sexual heat in the small
room. The customer was, I hoped, blithely unaware, but my body was
churning hungrily.

There was a long, stainless steel vibrator
in my pussy, buried, just slightly pushing out the soft, tight lips
of my sex. A narrow silver chain was fastened to its base, rising
up my abdomen, fastening to my belly button ring, keeping the
vibrator from sliding out. Yet that chain was pressed directly
against my clit, and transmitted the vibrations too well.

I wore a butt plug, as well, only my
internal muscles keeping it in place, and a silver chain was
fastened between my nipples so that its weight tugged on them
whenever I moved. They were hot and aching and felt swollen. I wore
no bra, my jacket closed to hide the freeness of my breasts, the
way they wobbled, and the lumps at my nipples.

It had been a long day, and I was deeply
aroused. I could hardly wait to get back to Mark and Slave. I
wanted to masturbate. I needed to masturbate. Mark had forbidden me
to, but I wasn’t sure I’d be able to get through the day unless I
relieved some of the intense sexual pressure swirling within
me.

I saw the client off and was going through
the paperwork before returning to my desk when I sensed, rather
than saw the door open. I turned my head and blinked in surprise
before my eyes went wide.

Paul grinned as he closed the door behind
him.

“Well, little slave girl, so we meet
again.”

“P-Paul,” I said, my stomach churning. “What
are you doing here? Mark has been looking for you.”

“Yes, he’s a little annoyed I ran off with
his property. But I think I made a fair trade. After all, he
doesn’t need his slave to react to punishment. He has you for
that.”

He moved up behind me and I tried to turn in
my chair as his fingers combed through my hair.

“The vanilla girl still playing games of
masochism and submission,” he said as I tried to jerk forward.

“I think you should leave,” I said, quietly
but firmly.

“Afraid your uptight friends will find out
what a slut you are?”

That would have been an insult from anyone
else, but from him I knew it as a simple question.

“Yes!”

“Mark wouldn’t like his little slut getting
fired, I know. So... you better keep quiet.”

He moved against me, backing me against the
wall, and I jerked my face aside as his lips came down against
mine.

“Are you being disobedient, little slave?”
he purred.

“I’m not your slave!” I gulped.

“You’re a whore and a fuck-toy to anyone who
wants you, slut.”

I was not as angered by the accusation as I
should have been. In fact, well, to be honest, I felt a wild little
thrill running through my lower belly at his words.

His hand was up beneath my jacket already,
cupping and kneading my breast. I was squirming uncertainly. I was
aroused, had been aroused for hours. I wanted him, but not here.
Besides, I had always been more wary of Paul than his brother. He
was more sadistic, more cruel, and cared less about
consequences.

“Get your clothes off or I’ll tear them
off,” he growled in my ear.

“Th-there’s no lock on the door!” I
panted.

“Then you’d better hurry before someone
wants the room.”

“C-couldn’t we do this at home?” I
begged.

He slapped my face and I gasped in pain, my
ear ringing.

“Strip!” he snarled.

I winced as he twisted his fingers in my
breast, then, breathing heavily, I slipped the buttons on my
blouse, then pulled it and my jacket off together. Paul grinned at
the sight of the chain dangling from my nipples, and his hand shot
forward, gripping it, jerking it up and forward. I let out a cry of
pain, quickly stifled, grasping at his wrists as he pulled up on
the chain.

“Put your hands down, whore,” he
growled.

“P-Please Paul!”

“Master,” he growled.

“Please, master!”

His eyes bored into me and I eased my grip
on his hands, dropping my arms to my side, standing on my toes as
the stinging pain from my nipples made my breasts throb and my
nipples burn.

He released his grip. “Naked,” he spat.

The nearness of the door was a threat which
loomed wide in my mind even as I undid my trousers and kicked off
my shoes. When I straightened, naked, he smiled again, his hand
sliding between my thighs, pressing against the vibrator, his palm
pushing up against the base.

‘Mark is getting you well trained, I see,”
he said. “Perhaps I’ll take you to replace Dana.”

He pushed me back against the table, back
onto the table, then produced a pair of handcuffs from his suit
pocket and snapped them around one wrist. He quickly bent, pulling
my wrists down beneath the table, hard. I gasped as my back arched,
as my shoulders pulled painfully down. I felt him pulling my wrists
down around the pedestal of the table. Then the cuff snapped around
my other wrist.

My head was bent over the side of the table
now, and I could not see him as he stood and moved around to the
other side of the small round table. Then I saw him out of the
corner of my eye as he bent, squatting at that side. He snapped
another cuff around my left ankle, then drew both ankles back
beneath the table, behind the pedestal, and again snapped the cuff
in place before standing.

I moaned weakly. The thought of being bound,
being seen like this by the people I worked with was horrifying,
and yet, bizarrely, the idea was also deeply arousing.

He yanked on my head, then shoved something
into my mouth. It was my blouse, wadded up, jammed in painfully,
his fingers prodding at the material to force more and more of it
into my mouth.

He leaned over and showed me a small flog.
It looked identical to the one the slave girl liked me to use on
her. My eyes widened and I felt a shock run through me. Surely he
wasn’t going to use that here! Was he mad! There were people
walking by outside! The door had no lock!

“My little slave tells me you like to use
this on her,” he said, leering.

But I didn’t! At least, she wanted me to! It
wasn’t my choice! I wasn’t - .

He withdrew and a moment later I felt the
sting as the flog slashed across my belly. I tried to suppress any
cry even as the stinging pain cut through my stomach. I heard a
snicker, then the flog came down again, against my inner thigh.
Again my body jerked to the sting, and I moaned, pulling at the
handcuffs, staring at the wall across from me.

Another stinging blow, this time to my other
thigh, and I felt his fingers tracing the line of the chain between
the vibrator and my belly button. He unclipped it, and the vibrator
began to pump in and out, faster and faster, thrusting in painfully
hard and deep.

The flog cut down across my breast and I
screamed helplessly, my body bucking violently as my nipple burned
and throbbed. Another blow across my other breast again sent me
jerking and bucking and writhing. I heard him snicker, and another
blow cut across my left breast, then my right, then my left.

The pain was - hot - sharp, stinging -
burning. My head thrashed from side to side as he flogged my
breasts, as my nipples boiled, yet I fought desperately to keep
from making any sounds. Someone had stopped outside the door. I
recognized the voice of Jeremy Patrick, one of our account
representatives.

“...money markets are certainly more
secure,” he was saying. “But they’re not likely to return much in
the way of profit either. Here, let’s go in here...”

My heart skipped a beat, but then his voice
faded as he went into another room.

The whip slashed down across my breast again
and I writhed and sobbed.

The vibrator pulled free of my pussy, and a
moment later I felt Paul’s cock rammed up into my belly
instead.

I felt the rounded nose of the vibrator
rubbing back and forth across my clit as he thrust in and out of
me, and the whip continued to slash down on my breasts and
belly.

Wild, raw, intense sexual heat twisted
through my mind and body. Do you think I was praying for rescue?
Far from it. We were an island of carnal lust in a sea of dull,
ordinary office workers. Could they even imagine what was going on
in this room right now, right in their midst? How shocked they
would be! They were boring people going about boring lives. Like I
was once, but no more.

No more!

My body flared again and again, pleasure and
pain burning inside me, flaying my senses. My breasts were on fire
as the thin leather strips cut across them again and again, the
skin raw. The nipples so intensely sensitive I could hardly stand
it.

“Whore,” he growled “Do you think you’ll
make a good stripper? Dana didn’t think so at first, but now she’s
raking in the money, grinding her ass against the drunken bums who
stuff dollar bills into her pussy.”

I felt my climax roaring up within me,
growing to intense levels before release. I shuddered and moaned
and then stiffened, my body vibrating like a tuning fork as the
orgasm howled through me.

* * * * *

I managed to make it to the bathroom without
being seen, and splashed water into my face. I looked up at the
mirror and shook my head at how flushed my skin was. I filled my
hands with water and splashed more into my face.

I had the chain in my pocket now. My nipples
were too sore to bear the weight. My entire chest and belly felt -
hot - sunburned. I was still reeling from what had happened in the
little room, amazed, awed, that Paul had stripped me naked and
flogged me right here at the office! First Mark, then Paul. I would
never go into one of those little rooms again without thinking
about sex.

But then, I did very little now without
thinking of sex. I was making up for ten years of inactivity in
that department, making up for it with a vengeance. My inhibitions
had dropped away, yet I still had a measure of dignity. I was not a
mindless little fuck toy like Slave or Dana.

But was I becoming one?

I didn’t think so. I was doing this out of a
conscious choice, because it was exciting, because it - . But
wasn’t that why they did it too? Perhaps it was not so much in why
we did it as how far we were willing to go. I was not willing to
become a - a thing like Slave and Dana, an animal, a pet. I was not
willing to throw everything about my life away and devote myself
entirely to being a creature of sex.

Of course no one had yet asked me - or told
me to.

I brushed my hair, adjusted my jacket and
shook my head at myself in the mirror. Then I left the bathroom and
walked up the aisle between the busy, noisy cubicles. I passed
people, nodding, saying a word or two in greeting, feeling a
slightly smug excitement that they were so in the dark, so clueless
about what and who I was and had been doing.

My breasts and belly were covered in a dense
pattern of tiny pink and red lines from the flog. Yet all they saw
was the expensive suit and the self assured stock broker.

Did any of them have secret lives, I
wondered. Did any of them go home to whips and chains, or other
strange and kinky things? Or were their lives as boring as mine had
been?

I thought of Mark sitting at home now, no
doubt taunting and teasing Slave, trying to get a rise out of her,
perhaps planning nasty things for when I got home. He was in many
respects a boorish, arrogant man. Aside from his great body and
being great in bed there wasn’t a lot to recommend him. And yet I
was his whore.

But he was my sex toy. And eventually I
would grow bored with him and his brother and look elsewhere. No
doubt they thought otherwise. No doubt they smirked at the thought
I believed this was a mere game. Well, it was more than a game, but
it was not my life either. One day I would outgrow them and they
would discover the difference between a girl and a woman.

But until that time...

I felt a little throbbing in my groin as I
imagined myself naked and bound at Mark’s feet tonight. What would
he do to me? What would he force me to do? Would I let them make me
into a stripper one day? The thought of dancing naked in front of a
room full of men was horrifyingly exciting, despite how humiliating
it would be. But perhaps I would let them force me into it one
day.

I smiled as I greeted my next appointment,
and ushered her back through the office.
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