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directly from many of Hilary’s past | 
fantasies. The erotic dance of her mis- | 

| tress, the silky cord winding around her | 
| body; Oliver tearing the fulfillment away | 
from her, forcing the drama in another direc- | 
tion. It was a scene far removed from the | 
quiet sensuality of Hilary’s first encounter | 
with them, the day that she had sealed her | 
fate to become part of this drama. | 

| Hilary realized that she had entered a | 
world where she had no control, and this | 
realization gave her indescribable pleasure. 
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CHAPTER I 





One 
|ADVENTURESOME YOUNG WOMAN WHO ENJOYS BEING 
SUBMISSIVE SOUGHT BY MARRIED COUPLE IN EARLY 
FORTIES. LONG-TERM RELATIONSHIP DESIRED. EXPECT 
/NO LIMITS. 

“Good afternoon,” she said, looking the young 
woman up and down appreciatively. “You must be 
Hilary.” 

“Yes. Good afternoon,” the younger woman 
answered. 

Liza relished the sight of the exquisite young 
woman before her. Her features were elegant, with 

beautifully sculptured cheekbones, brown eyes that 
held some innocence, but turned up at the corners 
suggestively, and lips that were perfect—full with a 
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deep natural red blush that combined alluringly with 
her dark olive skin. The young woman’s hair was 
waist length and shone in the morning sun; her hair 
was created to be touched, Liza thought. She was a 
natural beauty and needed few cosmetics to bring out 
what had been given her in the way of bodily grace 
and charm. 

Liza could detect the swell of the younger woman’s 
breasts as she stood rather cautiously before her. Her 
waist was small, which accentuated her graceful hips 
and the shape of her tits. Her ass was well framed in 
the short, tight skirt she wore. Everything about her 
enticed Liza. She was the one. 

“Sit down, Hilary.” She directed Hilary through 
the living room to a comfortable chaise longue cov- 
ered in soft velvet. The sun streamed through the 
French windows of the morning room, the muted 
light playing tricks of illusion in the younger woman’s 
exquisite hair and deep brown eyes. Hilary was clear- 
ly unique among Liza’s applicants, and she had seen 
many young women since she had placed the adver- 
tisement in the classifieds two weeks earlier. Liza 
could sense a desire taking shape between the two of 
them already, as though the sexual energy actually 
manifested itself as matter between them in the lazy 
heat of the morning sun. It was a desire that was born 
of both their needs. 

“Hilary, may I ask you why you chose to answer 
the advertisement?” 

“It spoke of submission,” the younger woman 
responded shyly. 

Yet Liza could tell by the way the young woman car- 
ried herself she was not shy, perhaps just overwhelmed 
by her own desire to answer such an advertisement. 
She could tell that Hilary was inexperienced, and the 
thought made her all the more enticing. 
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“It is something that I have wanted for a long 
time,” said Hilary, looking down at a spot of sunlight 
on the Spanish tile floor of the morning room. 

Liza smiled inwardly, for she could well under- 
stand the desire. 

“Have you ever been submissive to anyone else?” 
“Yes. I had a lover who enjoyed dominating me, 

but as my needs became more complicated, he could 
no longer satisfy me,” she replied, looking up from 
the tile to meet Liza’s unmoving gaze. 

The two women stared at one another for a long 
moment. Hilary was perfect, thought Liza, especially 
the way she kept her head held regally while keeping 
her eyes downcast—a perfect submissive. 

Liza’s desire for this young woman before her 
was growing rapidly, for Hilary had a sensual quality 
that exuded from her being; it was a sexuality that 
ran deeper than the obvious appeal of her youthful 
body. 

“You understand, Hilary, that my husband Oliver 
and I seek mutual satisfaction. If you decide to be 
trained by us, we will concentrate on understanding 
your desires as well as on fulfilling our own. Is that 
understood?” 

“Yes,” Hilary said. Her voice was smooth and vel- 
vety, sultry, yet innocent. 

Liza was so attracted to the young woman that she 
was gripped by the desire to plunge her fingers into 
Hilary’s silky hair and to explore the length of her 
body. Her hands would make the way downward 
until they could tease the lips of the cunt that hid 
beneath the tight fabric of Hilary’s silk skirt. But 
Liza’s pleasure would have to be put off, for there 
were steps that must be taken to establish the implicit 
trust that was absolutely necessary between a submis- 
sive and master or mistress. There would be time, 
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thought Liza, there would be time enough for all that 

and more. 
“If you decide to embark on this sensual adven- 

ture with us, you must be ready to confront the dark- 

er side of sexual pleasure.” Liza paused and looked 

at Hilary for a long time, reading the young woman’s 

excitement and fear. She paused a moment more to 

let the unknown take hold of Hilary’s imagination for 

a moment. 
“There will be great intensity that can only be 

bearable if one has made a great commitment to 
pleasure. We will expect a great deal from you if you 
choose to make this commitment to the relationship. 
The pleasure you experience will not be without the 
light of sexuality; for we cannot have the dark with- 
out the light, no?” Liza raised her eyebrows at Hilary 
inquisitively. 

“T understand,” was all Hilary said. 
Hilary had looked directly at Liza as she 

answered, and Liza appreciated the simplicity of her 
response. There was a certain animal quality, a cer- 
tain kind of sensual focus about Hilary that would 
serve her and Oliver very well indeed. Of course, 
Oliver would notice Hilary’s unusual sexual aura 
immediately. 

“You understand that it will be required that you 
perform intelligently, aggressively. Can you be 
aggressive?” 

“Yes,” Hilary answered. 
Liza was convinced that she would receive any- 

thing she asked of the younger woman. 
Hilary in her own turn was magnetically drawn to 

Liza. The woman had a sense of authority that Hilary 
had been longing for in a female lover. She was 
attracted to Liza’s grace and maturity, which posed a 
vague and exciting threat to Hilary’s inexperience. 
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She sensed that Liza was a woman from whom she 
could learn many things, a woman who could give 
her the training she needed and desired. 

Hilary was taken with the surroundings of the 
estate immediately, and as she chanced to look about 
the morning room, she felt that the place held her as 

firmly in its seduction as did the woman lounging 
before her. The sun filtered in through the windows, 
making the air dance with dust and pollen. 
Everything in the room was sensual, and the warmth 
of the day gave her the sensation that everything 
about her was floating in the raw sensuality of their 
words. 

She had been so hesitant to answer the advertise- 
ment, so fearful that she would find herself in the 
company of a dark, self-centered mistress whose 
arrogance and lack of subtlety she would be unable 
to abide. Yet now as she looked at Liza, it seemed 
that she had found what she desired, more than she 
hoped to articulate even in her fantasies. She still had 
some lingering doubts about diving into this special- 
ized and secret world of sexuality; she wondered if 

she could make the commitment, and keep it, now 
that she knew what Liza would demand of her. 

“I can sense your hesitation,” Liza said, breaking 

into Hilary’s thoughts. “But I believe you want to 
stay.” She spoke with a command that was somehow 
laced with gentleness, and her words soothed Hilary. 

“I am nervous,” Hilary replied. “To be perfectly 
frank, I am fascinated by you, and that frightens me.” 

“It is natural to be afraid of the unknown, but you 

must keep in mind that what Oliver and I offer is the 
opportunity for you to live the way you most desire, 
to experience the sheer sexual abandon you long for. 
You will be giving yourself a rare gift that few risk 
giving into.” 
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The telephone rang in another part of the house 
and Liza excused herself to answer it. As she left 
the room, Hilary watched her move with great 
appreciation. Liza’s body was catlike and youthful; 
her long legs and every curve of her body were 
accentuated by the skintight black leggings she 
wore. Her white silk shirt billowed over them; it was 
so diaphanous that Hilary could easily see the shape 
and form of Liza’s breasts and nipples beneath the 
thin fabric. Her breasts were not large, but were 
round and perfectly formed; her nipples were large 
and dark, and Hilary could not help noticing that 
they had stood erect during the interview. Hilary 
was enticed by Liza’s soft red hair and the way it 
framed her face in loose curls, hanging about her 
shoulders and back. That fiery hair set off her 
exquisite eyes—hazel eyes that seemed to shift in 
hue as the light in the room changed. Those eyes 
had held Hilary in thrall. She was so taken by Liza, 
she could feel the depth of her longing begin to well 
between her legs. She walked out into the hallway 
and located a bathroom; she found her panties were 
wet and her pussy was juicy. 

When she returned, Hilary took the opportunity 
to walk around the room, examining it more close- 
ly. It seemed to her that Liza was made for the 
morning room, or was the morning room made for 
her? The beautiful, light-filled room was part of a 

sensual house that was well kept and seemed to 
somehow belie the secrets hidden in its walls—in 
its history. The house seemed to Hilary a perfect 
surrounding for sensual play, and she was almost as 
attracted to it as she was to its mistress. It seemed 
to give off the perfume of decadence from another 
era. It was surrounded by lawns of green and 
dozens of beds of red roses that were simultane- 
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ously beautiful and ominous, like the house. Like 
Liza. 

“I’m sorry to keep you waiting, Hilary,” Liza said 
as she returned to the room. 

“Not at all. ’'ve been enjoying the room. It is lovely.” 
“Thank you, I love it too. I love the whole place. It 

is a house with many features that vary greatly from 
this room. Rooms that would give you an altogether 
different perspective of the house. Sometimes I think 
I could stay here without ever leaving.” 

Liza sank back into her soft velvet chaise longue 
and motioned to a small settee where Hilary was to 
sit. She gazed at her prospective lover with a kind of 
detached curiosity. She seemed to be planning her 
next words very carefully. Her voice changed rather 
suddenly as her demeanor assumed a colder distance. 

“Take off your blouse and let me see your 
breasts,” she said to Hilary. 

Hilary hesitated only a moment, and instantly 
regretted her hesitation; she began to slowly unbut- 
ton the tiny pearl buttons of her soft cotton shirt. She 
felt her loins ache as her body acknowledged her 
desire. 

“Remove it all the way,” said Liza. 
The blouse fell away from Hilary’s shoulders, and 

Liza gazed at the breasts barely encased in an elegant 
white bra, the cups of which were cut brief so that 
Hilary’s nipples were nearly visible. Hilary cast her 
eyes down, fearful that her face would betray too 
much emotion. The sexual tension between herself 
and Liza was like nothing she had ever experienced 
before. In times past when she had intimately 
exposed herself to a new lover, the moment seemed 
to be diminished by his masculine need to dive into 
her flesh. Liza simply appreciated her body as Hilary 
sat before her. In doing so, Hilary realized that Liza 
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was creating an exquisite moment, allowing the two 
of them to relish the excitement and intimacy in the 
revealing of one’s nudity. 

“Look at me,” said Liza with authority, but not 
without affection. 

Hilary looked into Liza’s wonderful eyes. She let 
her gaze wander over Liza’s sensuous lips and soft 
pale skin. 

“You are a most desirable creature, Hilary. Come 

here. On your knees. Come here, close to me,” she com- 
manded. Hilary slid slowly off the settee and moved for- 
ward so that she sat on a soft rug in front of Liza. 

Liza paused, and then leaned forward and moved 

her finger lightly over Hilary’s flesh. The pale com- 
plexion of her own skin contrasted lightly with 
Hilary’s rich olive-toned flesh. Liza reached around 
behind Hilary’s back and deftly unhooked the bra, 
allowing it to fall to the floor. Hilary’s breasts were 
full and firm, and her nipples small and hard, sitting 
high, like two delectable cherries on the young 
woman. Liza ran her fingers very lightly over the 
enticing nipples, barely touching Hilary, and then 
suddenly she began to pinch one, and then the other, 
rather hard, watching the sensations shower Hilary’s 
body. It was as though her flesh were a conduit of 
electricity, her skin so soft to the touch, so fragrant, 

with a light sheen of sweat covering her skin, making 
her glow in the sunlight. Liza felt the familiar lurch of 
desire between her legs and on the tips of her own 
nipples, which grew hard as she caressed Hilary’s. 

Hilary rocked softly with the alternating gentle, 
then painful caress of Liza’s hands. She felt faint with 
a rush of pleasure, and she seemed to be suspended 

in sensual heat for several moments. She could hear 
her own throat making low noises, and her breath 
was becoming louder and irregular. 
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“Unfasten your skirt,” Liza said, in a voice accus- 
tomed to knowing control, even in highly charged sit- 
uations. 

Hilary obediently reached around and unfastened 
her skirt. She stood to let the fabric fall to the floor, 
and Liza looked appreciatively at Hilary’s firm belly 
and the smooth swell of her hips. She wore tiny white 
bikini panties that hid a neatly trimmed dark bush. 

“Are you wet?’ 
“Yes,” answered Hilary breathlessly. 
“Put your fingers to your cunt and let me see your 

juice.” 
Hilary put her hand to her throbbing pussy and 

found its lips wet with juice. She let her fingers linger 
there a moment, and then slowly withdrew them. 

“Lick them.” 
Hilary brought her fingers to her mouth and 

began to tongue them lightly, never taking her eyes 
from Liza. Hilary’s cunt was on fire, and she wanted 

to cry out and beg for more, but she dared not to 
reveal all her passion. 

“Turn around and let me see your ass,” Liza 
instructed after a few moments. 

Hilary turned to show Liza her backside. Liza 
reached out and lowered Hilary’s panties to reveal 
the young woman’s firm buttocks. She noticed that 
there were no tan lines and was pleased. She slowly 
ran her hand over the warm, inviting flesh, allowing 
her fingers to drag along the slightly parted crevice. 

“Go to the table by the window,” Liza ordered. 
“In the top drawer you will find a paddle. Bring it to 
me.” 

Hilary turned and, before she went to the desk, 
removed her panties. She strode across the room 
naked and retrieved a short paddle from the drawer. 
The paddle had a sturdy handle, with a firm but flexi- 
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ble leather end that had seemingly been well oiled. 
As she held the instrument, Hilary felt an uncon- 
trolled rush of excitement as she thought of the pad- 
dle striking her ass—as she thought of the paddle in 
Liza’s hands. 

“Sit down on the stool.” Liza motioned to a foot- 
stool in front of her. “I want you to look at your 
instrument carefully. Feel it. Smell it. Smell the 
leather if you like.” 

Hilary fingered the paddle with deliberation, and 
as she felt the weight of the instrument in her hand, 
the urges within her grew. She wanted to stroke it all 
over her body. She wanted Liza to stroke it all over 
her body, a prelude to what she hoped would be 
more forceful strokes. 

“You’d like to feel the touch of it on your sweet 
little ass, wouldn’t you?” 

Hilary nodded. 
“And I’d like nothing better myself than to give 

you a good paddling.” She paused and smiled 
wickedly. “Ah, but that will have to wait. Nothing 
may progress in this arrangement until we are both 
certain that this is what we want. Do you under- 
stand?” 

“Yes.” 
Hilary trembled at the sound of Liza’s words. Her 

fear and desire were competing for dominance within 
her own body. 

“You will need to stay here for three or four week- 
ends, after which you will return to your regular life. 
When that time is over and your training is complete, 
we will discuss how we'd like our relationship to con- 
tinue,” she paused, “if we want our relationship to 
continue.” 

As she spoke, Hilary watched her seductive lips 
and wished for nothing more than to kiss them, bite 
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them, to entwine her tongue with Liza’s. Her desire 
was so intense, she felt as though she were entering a 
new reality. . 

“You must consider this proposal carefully. Of 
course you are free to quit your training at any time. 
But it is essential that you do not decide too quickly. 
Sometimes hasty decisions turn out to be the wrong 
ones. 

“Td like you to return next Friday. If you wish to 
stay, bring your clothing for the weekend. Call me if 
you decide not to come. Please do not make any final 
decisions until Friday.” 

As Liza spoke, Hilary continued to caress the pad- 
dle lovingly, enjoying the lovely form. 

“There is nothing that I’ve wanted more,” replied 
Hilary with longing. How she longed to feel the bitter 
pleasure of the paddle against her flesh; how she 
longed to feel Liza closer to her, dominating her, 
touching her. 

“T understand, but now is not the time,” said Liza, 
maintaining exquisite control even though she want- 
ed to reach out and take Hilary immediately. 

Hilary was thoroughly seduced. Her whole body 
felt the need for satisfaction and she felt it was a 
cruel punishment that Liza ordered, not to proceed 
that very day with her first session. Yet Hilary 
instinctively knew it was a wise order, realizing that it 
was clothed in the rare kind of consideration and 
care that she wanted. 

“Get dressed,” said Liza finally. “And return the 
paddle to the drawer; that is where it will always be 
found.” 

Liza watched her as she re-dressed with a little 
tinge of regret, but she quickly collected herself and 
proceeded to show Hilary around the house. Beyond 
the morning room there was a breakfast room and 
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large kitchen. Each of these spaces were bright and 
airy, rooms filled with flowers and light and all the 
sensuous warmth that Hilary felt Liza exuded simul- 
taneously within her role as dominant mistress. 

Liza led her outside from the kitchen, down a 

stairway, and along a rose-lined path that led to a ter- 
race. The terrace and the pool beyond were set with 
a different pattern of lovely hand-painted Spanish 
tiles, and around the pool grew African daisies and 
sunflowers. Old-fashioned wood and wicker furniture 
surrounded the pool, giving the whole scene a feeling 
of decadence and style from days long gone. 

Liza turned to Hilary and said cryptically, “There 
are Other buildings to be explored at a later time; 
perhaps when you return. | think you’ll find some of 
their secrets most exciting.” 

One building appeared to be a small barn that 
might have been a stable at one time. Another simi- 
lar structure was further down the lawn, and it 

appeared to have an apartment in the second story. 
Hilary followed Liza up a flight of stairs once they 

were back inside the house. Soon they found them- 
selves in a formal dining room. The room was simple 
and comfortable and betrayed the fact that Liza and 
her husband had a great deal of money. But the room 
was remarkably different to Hilary in that it didn’t 
have the warmth of the other rooms of the house. 
The living room across the hall held the same feeling 
for her. It was a masculine feeling, and the sensation 
was more detached and remote than the rooms that 
seemed to be extensions of Liza’s personality. Clearly 
these rooms were the extension of Oliver’s personali- 
ty. Oliver. The word and the thought of him sent new 
chills of excitement through her body; Hilary won- 
dered when she would meet him. 

As Liza and Hilary at last stood at the front door, 
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Liza said, “Consider your decision well. It may have 
rather startling consequences for you.” 

It seemed to Hilary for a moment that Liza might 
reach out to her, take her face in her hands and kiss 

her, but her hopes were not realized. Instead, Hilary 
smiled her good-bye, her eyes lowered submissively. 

Liza watched from the front porch as the woman 
drove down the long drive to the road. 

Inside again, she picked up the hall phone and 
dialed a single number. 

“Oliver,” she said, “she is lovely.” 
“Yes, I saw her.” 
“I'll be up later.” There was an aching desire in 

her voice, and an ache in her body that needed to be 

satisfied. 
He said nothing, and Liza smiled. 
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‘Two 
For the second time, Hilary climbed the steps to the 
sprawling frame house on the lake, ready to explore 
the secretive adventures that had been alluded to on 
her previous visit. It had been a long week of waiting. 
She really didn’t feel it was necessary to wait as long 
to make a decision as Liza had forced her to do, for 
Hilary knew her answer immediately, and her 
thoughts had not wavered since the moment she 
drove away from the house and away from Liza. Of 
course Liza had known the answer as well, but it was 

essential that they play out this erotic waiting game, 
this erotic drama of anticipation and a certain threat- 
ening fear of the unknown. 

Hilary’s decision haunted her each day as she went 
to work at the bank. She would sit behind her teller’s 
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window, dressed rather primly, knowing, fantasizing, 
dreaming of the rare opportunity that she had elect- 
ed to take advantage of. Her considerations and 
thoughts made her feel imminently different, and 
these internal changes became more apparent as her 
co-worker Andrew peered over her shoulder as she 
worked. Ordinarily she found his presence exciting, 
and they had slept together more than once, but 
today she found his closeness almost annoying and 
invasive. 

“How about Friday night?” he whispered to her. 
“I’m busy,” she replied, concentrating on her work 

in order to dissuade him from questioning her fur- 
ther. 

“Saturday?” 
“No,” she said. 
“You trying to tell me something?” he asked, gen- 

tly brushing his hand discreetly over her thigh. 
“Stop it,” she hissed. She was no longer interested 

in his touch. 
There was a time when Andrew’s lips on her cunt 

were ... acceptable. But his pussy-eating techniques 
and overall sexuality were never really enough for 
Hilary. 

He was a nice enough guy—and maybe that was 
the problem—but he was just too drab. With Liza, 
Hilary had been turned on to a possibility that made 
her pussy tingle. 

Andrew had fucked her well, the times they did 
get together; and she recalled the warm feeling she 
got when he drove his nice, thick cock into her wet, 
waiting opening. But he was always so ... predictable. 

With a man like Andrew, Hilary always knew what 
would happen. He’d start with her tits, fondling them 
from outside her shirt, finally undoing her bra. He’d 
grab them and squeeze them and take the taut nip- 
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ples in his mouth and suck, beginning to moan in a 
way his parents would never have dreamt their baby 
boy could talk. Then he’d take her hand and put it on 
his hard cock, just so she could feel what she was 
doing to him: With his other hand he’d coax her head 
down, onto the swollen tool. 

“Suck it,” he’d say. “Suck me, baby.” 

He’d pull her head down on his dick and would 
moan. She’d suck him so good that his come would 
be just at the edge. And then he’d want to fuck. He’d 
want to get inside that warm, tight hole as fast as he 
could, because his dick was about to boil over and he 
wanted to let it go—just like that! 

There was no control, no deep passion, no eroti- 
cism with a guy like Andrew. There was just dinner, 
maybe a show, and then, if he was lucky, a fuck. He 
didn’t eat pussy as a policy, so when he did do it, it 
was sweet. And Hilary didn’t mind opening herself to 
the tongue and letting him lash her up and down, in 
and out. But he never made her come; and he always 
came too quickly. 

When Andrew went home, Hilary would have to 
really fuck herself—just to relieve her sexual tension. 
She usually used her fingers and usually came by rub- 
bing her clit really hard. In her dreams, there was a 

secret lover who would lick her come-drenched fin- 
gers, and then spank her for fucking herself without 
his permission. In her fantasies, there were no men 
like Andrew. There were only men with big cocks 
who liked to tie her up before fucking; and women, 

with eager mouths who could eat pussy and spank at 
the same time. Women who were not afraid to go 
tongue to tongue with another woman—women like 
Liza who exuded sexuality, who made you want 
them. 

She wanted Liza’s touch, her hands, her intensity 
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and warmth. And Oliver, too. Hilary knew she 
desired him, even without knowing him. It was his 
presence that she’d felt in the house, and the thought 
of him now—the mysterious vibration of his being in 
the rooms of the house—made her shiver involuntar- 
ily. She was ready to confront the side of herself that 
desired to be part of a seductive world where there 
were no boundaries, no limitations. A world far away 

from the banality of her work at the bank, away from 
the conventional evenings in her bedroom. 

Everything she did that week was colored by the 
possibilities of what might transpire that next week- 
end. When she woke in the middle of Tuesday night, 
her body on fire, sweating with desire, her hands 
involuntarily found themselves between her legs, 
stroking her hot pussy. Her fingers worked the lips of 
her cunt as her other hand stroked and pinched her 
own breast. She felt so guilty, touching the body that 
was to be Liza’s; she felt she was cheating on her mis- 
tress. But her boiling pussy would not be denied, or 
ignored. She took herself to orgasm over and over 
again, continuing to masturbate through the long 
night, and even until the sun came creeping into her 
room early the next morning. 

The velocity of her thoughts kept her from rising 
in time for work that morning. In her imagination she 
saw the paddle in her hands and wanted nothing 
more than to feel it against her flesh. She wanted to 
be taken deep into the world of sexuality that had 
consumed her thoughts and fantasies for 
years—desires of complete submission, of laying her 
body out for others to use, of losing herself in sex for 
days on end ... desires for other women and their 
soft, sure hands. She had been swimming all week in 
a sea of dreams that were about to materialize in her 
reality, and the possibility of these desires becoming 
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manifest in her life filled her with a delicious kind of 
fear—a kind of fear that she could smell, a fear she 
could taste. 

And now she found herself climbing the steps of 
the mysterious old house that sat out in the country, 
remote and beautiful in its seclusion. Hilary reached 
out and rang the doorbell. 

“Liza’s at the pool. I’ll show you there,” said the 
maid who answered the door. 

As she walked down the mahogany-paneled entry, 
Hilary felt at once embraced by the faint familiarity 
of the house. Her senses were filled with the smell of 
the fresh-cut flowers that filled vases in each room, of 

the well-oiled wood and the soft leather. She fol- 
lowed the robust maid through the hallway that led 
into the morning room, and then down the stairs to 
the terrace and out to the pool. The maid left her at 
the doorway after pointing to where Liza was reclin- 
ing nude in the sun. 

Hilary drew in her breath at the beauty of Liza’s 
perfect body, still slightly damp from a recent swim 
and dappled by the afternoon sun. She also noticed 
that Liza was not alone. A man with deeply tanned 
skin was stroking Liza’s naked body with slow, pas- 
sionate deliberation. His hands ran languorously up 
and down Liza’s thighs and now and again his fingers 
dipped into the nakedness of her cunt which Hilary 
was surprised to find shaved perfectly bare. Hilary 
watched, barely breathing, as his hands began to 
stroke Liza’s breasts, his fingers toying with her nip- 
ples and then slapping the tender flesh. Then his face 
disappeared between the soft mounds; yet Hilary 
could still see his mouth from time to time cover the 
enlarged nipples as he licked and bit them. 

The thrill of watching their lovemaking sent deep 
pangs of pleasure through Hilary’s body, and she 
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wanted to be with them, she wanted to be touched by 
them. She especially wanted to be touched by Liza, 
and felt even a little jealously possessive of the beau- 
tiful woman. She watched silently as the man entered 
Liza, and Hilary drew in her breath, experiencing the 
sensation vicariously. The young man’s tanned flesh 
was a perfect compliment to Liza’s milky white skin. 
He was over her, smiling, as her eyes closed halfway 
and a grimace of pleasure crossed her lips. Liza’s 
head arched back, and her hips lifted to meet his 

powerful thrusts. He plunged his cock deeper and 
deeper still into Liza’s cunt, and then slowly with- 
drew, so that Hilary could see his shaft gleaming in its 
power, shining with love juice from Liza’s cunt. Liza 
began to buck underneath him, writhing with a pas- 
sion that Hilary had only dreamed of. She was moan- 
ing, and her sounds began to turn into screams of 
pleasure, screams of orgasm. 

He pinned her underneath him, driving into her 
with his cock, binding her arms over her head with 
his own hands. Hilary watched, her entire body 
aflame, as Liza’s flesh met with his, her legs wrapping 
around the small of his back, while she cried out with 
animal pleasure. Hilary watched his ass muscles con- 
tract, as he made one more fierce lunge inside Liza, 
emitting an animal cry of his own—a sound that 
came from some bestial place within him. He was 
coming inside her, and his final thrusts were met with 
her own, as she milked him with her own orgasm. It 

seemed to Hilary that the muscles of Liza’s pussy 
were literally pulling him deeper within her, pulling 
his orgasm out of him. 

Hilary could feel the juice of her own excitement 
as she watched the two collapse into each other in 
sexual aftermath, their bodies entwined in soft 
caresses and smiles and confidential laughter. As 
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Hilary watched, her own lust diminished slightly, for 
she felt embarrassed at witnessing this intimacy. But 
her envy did not seem to fade. She wanted to be the 
one entwined with Liza. Somehow Hilary knew that 
this beautiful specimen of a male was not Oliver, and 
she was curious and not a little jealous over Liza’s 
attentions to him. Their sweating bodies held her 
spellbound, and her mind filled with wonder that 
such animal pleasure and excitement could really 
exist. Hilary had never known such sexual freedom 
with another. She had known pleasure, but her 
appetite never seemed sated. She found that the pas- 
sion never lasted with her previous lovers. It seemed 
that so many of her lovers had been only interested 
in pleasing themselves and did not take the time or 
care to know what really pleased her. But that was 
why Hilary had answered the advertisement. Her 
quest for satisfaction had brought her to this place, 
standing here watching this man and woman in a 
lovely postcoital repose... 

“Hilary.” 
Liza’s voice woke her from her daydreams. 
“Yes,” Hilary answered automatically and 

approached the lounge where the young man and 
Liza lay in one another’s arms. 

“Stephen, meet Hilary.” 
“Hello,” he said, as his body, his sensual voice, and 

his eyes captured every inch of Hilary’s attention. 
“Hello,” she said, not knowing whether to extend 

her hand in greeting. 
“Hilary is going to spend a few weekends with us, 

is that right my dear?” said Liza, looking at Hilary. 
“Yes.” 
“Wonderful,” replied Liza, obviously delighted 

with the young woman’s decision. 
“You will get to know Stephen very well. Very 

29 



MASQUERADE BOOKS 

well indeed. I guess you saw just how delightful that 
can be.” 

“Yes,” Hilary blushed. 
She watched as Stephen stood and pulled on his 

jeans, slowly drawing the fabric over his ass, thus 
sadly hiding his well-muscled thighs and his delicious 
cock and balls. 

“I suppose I should be getting back to work. It 
looks as if you have yours cut out for you this after- 
noon,” he said to Liza, as he glanced knowingly at 
Hilary. 

“That I do.” Liza’s eyes were filled with playful 
deviousness. “But Stephen, I’d like you to be present 
for our first little game. After all, you will be 
involved in Hilary’s training. You'll enjoy its begin- 
ning.” 

“Do I get to take part?” he asked. 
“No, you just get to watch.” 
They both had devilish expressions that passed 

between them like a secret. For Hilary the anticipa- 
tion was almost unbearable. : 

Liza turned to her. “I think we need to get the pre- 
liminaries over with.” She paused for a moment, and 
then her demeanor changed. 

“Take off your clothes,” said Liza. It was an order. 
The directness and immediacy of the change that 

came over Liza’s countenance surprised Hilary. The 
tables had been turned, for as Liza had been banter- 
ing with Stephen, she had pulled a light T-shirt over 
her head, and now both of them were clothed and 
Liza was asking Hilary to stand naked before them. 
Obviously, Liza and Stephen had been unembar- 
rassed by their passionate lovemaking on the terrace, 
yet Hilary felt the blatant humility that her undress- 
ing would bring as she stood before these two com- 
manding people. 
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“Does she need some help?” Stephen asked, with 
a hint of sarcastic bemusement. Two sets of eyes lazi- 
ly perused Hilary’s body as they waited for her to 
obey the command. 

“I don’t think so,” Liza replied. “Hilary is quite 
compliant, just a bit new to this kind of request.” 
Liza turned to Hilary. “My dear?” 

Hilary began to unbutton her blouse and pull it 
loose from her short skirt. As she pulled the shirt away 
from her body, she revealed her breasts, which nearly 
spilled out over her small white brassiere. She felt 
electrical shocks ripple through her body as she let the 
blouse fall to the tile of the terrace. Hilary felt that 
undressing in front of these strangers was even more 
provocative now than it had been only a week before. 
She felt like the center of attention, as she unsnapped 
her bra and exposed her erect nipples to the balmy air. 
She felt her nerve endings straining under the flesh of 
her skin as her nipples grew tight with the pleasure of 
being looked at, the pleasure of being admired. 

Stephen’s eyes did not alter in their gaze as he 
reclined against a table. He watched Hilary as the 
sun illuminated her breasts and the tight flesh of her 
belly, the shadows of light and dark on her skin mak- 
ing her breasts all the more seductive. 

“Pinch your nipples,” Stephen ordered. His voice 
was cold and calculated, the command without the 

intrinsic warmth of Liza’s voice. 
Hilary complied, cupping her breasts in either 

hand, her skin tingling with her own touch. She took 
each nipple between her thumb and index fingers 
and gave it a deliberate pinch. 

“You can do it harder than that,” he said, com- 
manding her to continue. 

Liza laughed. “I can see you are ready for Act III 
and we are still in Scene I,” she said to Stephen. 
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“And this is what you’ve trained me for?” he ban- 
tered back. 

She smiled at him, her eyes seducing him, her 
laugh coy and impish. 

“Hilary,” she turned back to the girl, “do you 
remember where the paddle is?” 

“Yes ma’am.” 
“Please get it for me.” 
“Yes, of course,” Hilary said, a tingle of excite- 

ment shooting down through her pussy as she 
recalled the feel of the instrument. 

Liza and Stephen watched her firm body move 
lightly toward the house and through the garden 
door. They were silent in their appreciation. 

Hilary returned minutes later with the instrument 
in hand. 

Liza saw the sweat beading in a sheen on Hilary’s 
upper body, and the way her muscles were tensed 
with anticipation and excitement. 

“This is what you want, isn’t it?” Liza asked. 
Her tone was soft, yet not without discipline. The 
cadence of her voice reminded Hilary of their first 
meeting. Liza’s softness was so accurately timed, 

especially after her cold demeanor only moments 
ago, and the affection in her voice reassured 
Hilary that her training would be sensitive and 
pleasing. 

“Yes it is,” Hilary said. She did not gaze down sub- 
missively, but answered Liza directly. There was an 
intuitive rightness about her bold gaze, and Liza 
clearly appreciated it. 

“If it is really what you want, tell me how many 
strokes you want.” 

“J—TI don’t know,” stammered Hilary, the question 
taking her off guard. 

“I'd like to see her bent over, taking it long and 
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hard,” Stephen said, his cold aloofness clashing with 
Liza’s assured calm. 

“Yes, and you’d like to do it yourself, wouldn’t 
you?” Liza laughed. “You’ll get your chance soon 
enough; now be quiet. This is between Hilary and 
me.” She paused. “Twelve. I think a dozen strokes 
will be right,” Liza said decisively. “Hand me the 
paddle.” 

The younger woman obliged. 
“Remove your skirt.” 
Hilary breathed deeply and followed Liza’s orders. 

She lowered the skirt quickly to reveal to her mis- 
tress her handsome thighs, her lovely belly, her glis- 
tening mound, and her tight buttocks behind. She 
had consciously not worn any panties, so that when 
her skirt fell to the tile she stood completely naked in 
front of Stephen and Liza. 

“He’ll want her ass, you know,” Stephen said. 
“Yes, I know,” Liza returned, not facing Stephen 

but staring at Hilary’s nudity with a lusty gaze. 
Hilary knew that Stephen was referring to Oliver, 

and she was filled with the exhilarating possibilities 
of the unknown. 

“Come here and bend over,” ordered Liza severely. 

Hilary instantly stepped forward and bent over 
her seated mistress, as she followed the order. 

Hilary’s round ass was exposed to any pleasurable 
torment that her mistress might mete out. Liza wasted 
no time in raising her arm and bringing the paddle 
down on Hilary’s bare ass. Liza was slow and harsh with 
the first six blows, allowing the full sensation of the 
blows to ripple throughout Hilary’s body. And for the 
last six, Liza gave the flexible paddle a wide stroke, 
allowing it to smack with greater force on Hilary’s red- 
dening flesh. Hilary squirmed with each jolt, her body 
heat pouring onto Liza’s body beneath her. 
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“Oh, please,” Hilary cried out when the number 
of blows was nearly at its end. The pain she was 
experiencing was real, and there was a part of her 
that feared it; yet there was another voice that rose in 
her mind and tingled through her cunt. It said: 
“More, give me more.” Liza finished at last, making 

sure that she brought the last blow atop the reddest 
part of Hilary’s ass with a deliberate firmness that 
was not meant to be forgotten quickly. 

Hilary was breathing hard as she lay stretched 
across Liza’s lap recuperating for a moment. She was 
gulping for air, and tears were stinging her eyes, but 
she really did not care. She was taking too much 
pleasure in the feeling of Liza’s soft flesh against her 
own. She wanted whatever her alluring mistress had 
to offer. 

“Stand up.” 
Hilary rose to face Stephen and Liza. There was a 

remarkable tension among the three, all desiring the 
same thing, all wishing to devour each other in sexual 
hunger. But there was a kind of distinct caution in the 
air, because it was clear that Stephen and Hilary were 
not given the permission to act out their desire yet. 
Liza was in control, and it was for her to say when 

and how the other two would be allowed to direct 
their passions. Everything that Liza was doing was 
maximizing the moment, maximizing every act, every 
desire. 

“That is your first taste of pleasure, my dear,” Liza 
said at last. 

“It leaves me hungry for more,” Hilary replied. 
She could still feel the stinging stripes marking the 
sensitive flesh of her ass. 

“She’ll have to tolerate a good deal more if she 
plans to enjoy herself here,” Stephen said dispassion- 
ately. 
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“She knows that, don’t you my dear?” 
“Yes.” The warmth on her bottom gave her the 

most thrilling rush. Despite the pain, the sensation 
excited her as she knew it would. Hilary wanted 
more, and this made her a little afraid. 

“Good. I’m glad you understand. Our first session 
is over. Stephen, you can go back to your work. And 
Hilary, why don’t you take a swim. It will soothe you. 
You can see your room a bit later.” 

Liza got up and briskly left the poolside, content 
to leave her charges to follow her orders. Stephen 
stole one last longing look at Hilary’s young, deli- 
cious body and then abruptly turned on his heels and 
left too. As Hilary stood there alone, a host of 
thoughts and feelings flooded through her body, her 
flesh tingling with the highly charged emotions. She 
needed release, she needed more, and she anxiously 
wondered when that would come. 

Her release did not come that afternoon, or even 

that night. Hilary and Liza dined on the terrace eat- 
ing cold shrimp, hard cooked eggs, and vegetables on 
little squares of toast. After the light meal, Liza dis- 
missed her to her room although it was only seven 
o’clock. 

The room was small, located at the end of a long 
hallway. There was a simple bed, with a pale coverlet 
of blue, a dresser, and a small closet. The adjoining 

bath was nearly as large as the bedroom itself and 
connected to another room through a door, but the 

door was locked on the other side. 
Hilary ran a bath, and removing her clothes, sank 

into the large tub. The water was luscious and bub- 
bly, the steam laced with the perfume of fragrant 
oils. She let the heat of the water and the lovely 
smell encompass her body up to her throat. The 
bath seemed a perfect end to a divine day, a day rich 
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with new experiences, rich in the sensual atmo- 
sphere of the house, the pool, and Liza’s sweet body 

in close proximity to her own; and now this bath. It 
didn’t seem shocking when she felt soft hands mas- 
saging her shoulders, reaching down into the water 
to massage her breasts, then lingering to toy with 
her nipples. 

“Keep your eyes closed, my dear, and enjoy,” Liza 
said softly, cooing into Hilary’s ear. 

Hilary could feel herself smiling and her body 
responding to Liza’s firm but sensuous caresses. The 
older woman’s hands were warm and exciting as they 
moved further down Hilary’s body to her belly, mas- 
saging it, stroking her flesh. And then they moved 
seductively between her thighs, and lightly over the 
softness of her mound. Hilary’s body came alive at 
once. 

“I want you to shave your pussy, Hilary. Take this 
razor and shave your cunt clean. I want it soft and 
naked like my own.” Hilary tingled as she remem- 
bered the way Liza’s pussy had looked when she 
found her and Stephen making love on the terrace 
that afternoon; she had longed then for such an 

exposed sex. It made Liza’s bare cunt seem to cry out 
to be sucked and licked and eaten by any mouth that 
found it. 

Hilary took the razor in her hand and lifted herself 
from the water, resting her buttocks on the edge of 

the tub. Her skin was already soft and ready for the 
razor’s strokes. To her delight, Liza reached over and 
lightly held the lips of her vagina open, so that Hilary 
was able to get every last hair. The dangerous feel of 
the steel against her virgin skin was electrifying. The 
dangerous touch of Liza’s fingers were even more 
electrifying. Hilary could not remember desiring 
someone as much as she wanted Liza. 
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“Open wide, my dear. Be certain that all the hair is 
removed,” said Liza, peering at Hilary’s clean sex 
approvingly. 

Hilary continued to shave until her flesh was com- 
pletely clean. She looked languorously into her mis- 
tress’ eyes. There was nothing now to hide the folds 
of her hungry sex from view. 

Liza moved forward with a hand bracing Hilary’s 
back; her other hand reached between Hilary’s shak- 
ing thighs to lightly tease the newly revealed flesh. 

“You are delightful,” Liza said, her voice low with 
desire. 

Hilary gave in to her pleasure and let her hips 
grind slightly against Liza’s fingers. Her orgasm 
would have been instantaneous, but she used some 
control, wanting the desire to build, to let the feelings 
increase in pleasure to the point when she could hold 
them back no more. She floated back into Liza’s 
caress, her eyes half-closed. Her mistress’ deft fingers 
found the object of her pleasure, and they were 
exploring the wonderfully hot love holes that were 
now so beautifully exposed. As Liza’s fingers contin- 
ued to delve deeper and deeper into Hilary’s cunt, 
both women’s passions were more fiercely aroused. 
And then Liza suddenly moved away. 

“Not yet my dear. You must wait.” And with that, 
Liza turned and left the bathroom. 

There was nothing that Hilary wanted more than 
for Liza to take her, to give her orgasm after orgasm. 
She would wait. She did not want to have pleasure 
without her mistress there with her. 

Just as Hilary had that thought, Liza popped her 
head back in. “Oh, and from here on, please do not 
bring yourself to orgasm—that would be cheating on 
me. You can play with that sweet cunt, but you can’t 
make it explode when I am not present.” Liza disap- 
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peared again, closing the door behind her. Hilary 
wandered into the bedroom and collapsed onto the 
bed. She could only dream of what it would have 
been like to have had Liza continue her play, and to 
experience Liza’s tongue on her clit, flicking the hard 
bud back and forth until the orgasm rose and explod- 
ed within her. She could only pretend that Liza’s 
hands were there still, exploring the sweet pink meat 
between her legs. And as she imagined these things, 
it was as if she could feel Liza’s tongue tunneling 
through her wet cunt and then could feel the other 
woman’s own pussy slapped onto her waiting mouth. 
Hilary could only fantasize what it would be like to 
splay open Liza’s legs and eat her out. She could only 
imagine what it might feel like to rest her head on 
Liza’s breasts. She could only dream of lying in bed 
with her mistress, their shaved pussies rubbing 
against each other, their titties pressing firmly into 
one another, nipples erect, their bodies entwined. 
And in her fantasy, Oliver came in, his big, hard cock 
looking for a temporary home. With this last vision 
lingering in her mind, Hilary fell into a deep sleep. 
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Three 
It was a sumptuous Saturday afternoon. As the shad- 
ows lengthened across the terrace and the pool, the 
day fell all too quickly into evening. The water in the 
pool lapped gently against the tile as Hilary floated 
naked, looking into the sky that was turning a deeper 
blue. The thick, humid day was steadily turning to a 
balmy evening, and the spring crickets could be 
heard in the deep lawn and surrounding woods of the 
estate. 

She was being watched from the house. From the 
second story, eyes wild with lust gazed hungrily in 
anticipation. Yet the gaze came from the eyes of one 
who knew the meaning of control and self-discipline. 
The eyes watched as, water glimmering on her body, 
Hilary pulled herself from its soft sensuousness. She 
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dried herself with the thick white towel and then 
pulled a plain white T-shirt over her head. The shirt 
somehow emphasized her nakedness more than it did 
anything to cover her. 

What was imperceptible to the eyes that watched 
Hilary were the thoughts and fantasies that whirled 
inside her mind. She remembered the lovely morning 
she had spent with her mistress. Slowly she drifted 
back into the memory, allowing herself to relive it.... 

“Kneel,” Liza had said. 
Hilary dropped to her knees and knelt before her 

mistress, the tiles of the terrace cold on her bare 
knees. They were both still wet from their early 
morning swim. Liza leaned down and kissed Hilary 
on the lips, letting her tongue linger many moments 
inside the younger woman’s mouth. Hilary trembled 
at the soft warmth of another woman’s mouth against 
her own. 

“Stay still,’ Liza whispered, as she continued to 
lick her with slow tiny kisses that began at Hilary’s 
lips and then moved down her neck to her aching 
breasts. 

“Do that to me,” ordered Liza. And then she lay 
back against the chaise and spread her long body out 
in the early morning sun. Hilary rose and slowly 
approached the object of her heated desire. She slow- 
ly took in the sight of Liza’s breasts, her shaved cunt, 
her legs spread and dangling lazily. She placed a deli- 
cate kiss on Liza’s lips, and then, almost beyond her 
ability to control her hunger, she dove upon Liza’s 
neck and breasts, suckling at her nipples furiously. 
She wanted to devour her mistress, she wanted to 
consume Liza then and there. 

Liza was becoming more and more aroused with 
each passionate moment, with each hungry kiss from 
the younger woman. She felt Hilary’s warm breath on 
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her flesh and enjoyed the luxurious sensation of the 
tongue on her erect nipples. 

“Kiss them. Suck them,” Liza said breathlessly, 
pressing Hilary’s head down hard over her breast, 
and Hilary obeyed passionately. 

“My belly,” Liza moaned, and Hilary continued 
down the swell of her stomach, making tiny circles 

and biting kisses with her tongue and teeth. Without 
encouragement, Hilary found her tongue anxiously 
between Liza’s thighs, ready to take her first taste 
from her sweet pussy, ready to lap hungrily at her 
clean-shaven flesh. Hilary wanted to devour her with 
her fingers and lips and tongue; she wanted to 
explore every secret fold, every inch of Liza’s hot 
pussy flesh. 

Liza groaned in pleasure, which encouraged 
Hilary. She wanted nothing more than to please her 
mistress. And she wanted her mistress to pleasure 
her in return. Their bodies were sweating and undu- 
lating in the sun, the warmth and light making their 
mutual desire that much richer. Hilary put her mouth 
to Liza’s cunt and began to drink of her sweetness. 
She tasted the free-flowing juices and found her 
tongue, her mouth and lips probing deeper and deep- 
er inside Liza’s pussy. Liza was groaning now, and 
lifting her hips slightly to meet Hilary’s mouth. Hilary 
felt the rocking motion grow more steady. She felt 
her own pleasures rush as her head was pushed 
deeply between Liza’s legs and she tasted the salty 
sweet juice of the older woman’s pussy. Her own 
body was trembling in riotous response, her pussy 
alive with sexual urgency. 

Hilary was deep into her mistress’ cunt, lapping 
away at the sweet hole and flicking her tongue on the 
protruding clitoris. 

“Suck me there,” Liza ordered. “Suck hard, now.” 
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Hilary took all of the sweet meat into her mouth 
and pulled on it, drawing it inward and sucking the 
orgasm out of Liza’s cunt. 

“Yes, that’s right,” Liza said, as the orgasmic feel- 
ing began to tickle her pussy. “Here it is.” 

She shoved her cunt fully into Hilary’s face, and 
the sex slave lapped away at the swollen cunt lips, 
licking up the final spurts of come juice, licking Liza’s 
cunt clean. 

It was taboo at this point in the training for Hilary 
to be allowed to have an orgasm. Liza could barely 
control her desire to let Hilary come. She was so 
close, so on the edge, her hot pussy just ready to 
burst in the mouth of a sweet lover. 

As Hilary continued to lick Liza’s cunt, Liza could 
see her rubbing herself discreetly, as if in automatic 
reaction to her deep sexual ache. 

“That’s enough,” Liza heard herself say, just as 
Hilary seemed about to come. The young woman’s 
cunt twitched with aching desire; she wanted it so bad. 

Hilary was shocked, and her twitching pussy was 
on the verge of coming just from pleasuring her mis- 
tress. Suddenly, the light energy of sexual satisfaction 
turned to unfulfilled sexual tension. She’d hoped that 
Liza would return the gesture and suck the come 
from her and give her release. 

“Tt’s not that I don’t want to,” Liza said. “God, I 

do. But it’s still not time. Just keep knowing that in 
the end, my cunt will be yours for the pleasing with- 
out restriction; and your cunt will be mine.” 

Hilary continued to caress Liza’s thighs as the 
spasms slowly faded back into her body. As Hilary 
relaxed, Liza’s thoughts began drifting to other 
places. It was only a brief respite, a tiny moment of 
escape, for soon she opened her eyes to gaze down at 
her beautiful young slave. 
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“You are remarkable, my dear,” she said, rising so 
she sat only inches away from Hilary’s heaving 
breasts and pulsing body. 

“Thank you for at least allowing me to pleasure 
you,” said Hilary, her eyes downcast. 

Liza decided to give Hilary just a taste of what she 
could look forward to; she could not resist touching 
the young woman, and she began running her hands 
over her soft, damp skin, her fingers slipping between 
her wet thighs and around to her tender cunt. 

“You are wet,” she said, playfully fingering 
Hilary’s pussy. 

“Yes,” said Hilary, praying to be relieved of the 
orgasm that was boiling just under her flesh, yet 
knowing it could be a long wait. 

Liza continued to press her fingers inside Hilary’s 
dripping pussy, teasing the throbbing flesh. Hilary 
closed her eyes and moaned, but as quickly as she felt 
the pleasure, Liza withdrew her hand. 

“Tt is not yet your time,” Liza reminded her. 

Hilary’s eyes snapped open with shame, for Liza 
was admonishing her for her presumptuousness. 

“You must earn your pleasure,” she said. 
Hilary drifted back to the present, but could not 

get the morning’s events off her mind. Everything she 
did, all her surroundings, reminded her of the small 
pleasure she had given to her mistress, and the plea- 
sure her mistress had allowed her to give. As she 
slowly made her way toward the house, the evening 
shadows beckoned the night, somehow seeming to 

promise pleasure. She ached to have Liza’s beautiful 
hands gently, firmly stroking her body. She imagined 

Liza’s sharp tongue penetrating her with pleasure. 

She visualized Liza’s face buried between her thighs, 

her tongue gingerly rimming her burning cunt-hole. 

Hilary was so hot, she desperately desired release. 
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Once back in her room, as Hilary began to dress, 

she glimpsed herself in the mirror. She gazed at the 
curves of her slim body and thought how she was a 
perfect contrast to her mistress. Her generous bosom 
and her small, tight nipples offset Liza’s smaller 
breasts and larger aureoles. She gazed at her own 
nipples that stood nearly an inch from the softness of 
her flesh. She had never known a more sensual per- 
son than her mistress. Liza was a woman whose body 
was built for pleasure, and everything she did, every 
way in which she moved, suggested sexuality. It was 
as though she changed the atoms that whirled around 
her, even the air itself, so that everything in her pres- 
ence exuded sexuality as well. That blatant sexual 
energy and aura made Hilary feel obsessed with 
desire. In her thoughts and daydreams she often 
found herself between Liza’s legs, pleasuring the 
sweet pink meat of her mistress’ hot cunt. Just con- 
juring up the image would bring the sweet scent of 
Liza to mind. 

Hilary continued to gaze at herself in the mirror, 
at her small waist that bloomed into curvaceous hips, 
complementing Liza’s more mature figure. She want- 
ed to feel Liza’s body pressed against hers. 

Hilary pulled the black stretch pants over her long 
legs. There was nothing about her body that she 
could hide wearing these pants. Every curve of her 
body, every shapely innuendo was accented, each 
swell and crevice asking to be noticed. She slipped 
the black lace camisole over her head and enjoyed 
the sensation of the cool silk lightly teasing her nip- 
ples. The thin fabric hid little and accentuated the 
fullness of her breasts, the curve of their firm shape, 
and the erectness of her nipples. This is how Liza 
expected her to dress that night, and Hilary felt a lit- 
tle nervous in the clothing, for it was bolder than her 
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usual style. She completed her outfit with a pair of 
black stiletto-heeled leather pumps, shoes that Liza 

had left for her. When she glanced at herself in the 
mirror, she realized that she looked like a hooker. It 
was Startling to realize that she had placed herself in 
such a vulnerable position, a situation in which she 
would be used by her mistress and her mysterious 
master in any way they deemed useful or pleasurable. 
She tingled at the thought of having crossed her own 
boundaries in order to seek the pleasure she really 
desired. She felt more alive than she had ever felt 
before. 

When she descended to the dining room, her mis- 

tress spoke to her directly. 
“The maid is waiting for you in the kitchen,” Liza 

said. 
On her order, Hilary moved quickly into the 

kitchen, catching only a brief glimpse of the dining 
room and its arrangement. It was a room out of every 
fantasy she’d ever read, with massive sideboards and 
crystal and silver glimmering in the yellow light of 
the chandelier. With its subdued opulence and the 
aroma of good food filling the room, it was a wealth 
of sensations beyond Hilary’s ability to discern clear- 
ly. She did note two things, however. First, there were 
only three places set at the table. Second, there was a 
woman seated next to Liza. She was a large woman 
with long, gleaming red tresses and a voluptuous 
body that gave off the distinct carriage of authorita- 
tive sensuality. She wore a cream chiffon blouse that 
was so sheer Hilary had been able to glimpse her 
undulating breasts beneath the fabric. She could not 
help staring, and as Hilary passed silently by, the 
woman returned her gaze rather hungrily. She was 
also able to note that the woman had Liza’s undivid- 

ed attention. 
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Hilary returned to serve the two women dinner. 
As she reached to remove the redhead’s plate, the 
woman grabbed Hilary’s wrist. 

“Stand up straight,” she ordered. 
Hilary moved back a foot and obeyed the com- 

mand, knowing instinctively that it was expected of 
her. Liza sat impassively looking at Hilary, her silence 
affirming Hilary’s need to comply. 

“Undo your buttons,” the woman barked. 
Hilary undid the three buttons of her camisole, 

and the sheer cloth fell away. Her breasts spilled out 
and she resisted the urge to cover herself with her 
arms. 

“Pinch them,” the woman demanded. 
Hilary reached up and grasped her nipples with 

either hand and pinched her nipples until they were 
hard. 

“Harder.” 
She pinched them until they hurt. 
“Come closer,” she was told. 

Hilary moved closer to the strange woman. The 
woman leaned forward and took her breasts in a tight 
grip. Hilary flinched with fear at the coldness in the 
woman’s eyes and the cruel grin on her lips. Hilary’s 
body raced with erotic fear, for she was frightened by 
this woman’s intensity and her dark, commanding 
presence. 

“Get on with you,” the woman said suddenly and 
turned away from Hilary to resume her conversation 
with Liza. 

There was an aura of intrigue that seemed to per- 
meate the meal, as the two women exchanged 

provocative glances, giving Hilary the impression 
that there was something unique in their relationship 
that she did not understand. She guessed that she 
would soon know more, but she was still curiously 
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stumped by the third, unoccupied place at the table. 
Hilary placed plates of food at the setting, but no one 
joined the party. Oliver still had not appeared. 

“We’re finished with our dinner, my dear. We’ll 
have our coffee in the small parlor,” said Liza. 

“Yes ma’am. And this third place?” Hilary asked, 
nodding toward the empty place setting. 

“Oliver will be down when we are finished eating. 
Just leave it.” 

Hilary cleared the dishes and returned to receive 
further instructions. 

“Bring the coffee and come with us.” Liza motioned 
to a door on the opposite end of the dining room, away 
from the kitchen. As Hilary followed, carrying the tray, 
she found herself in a very small parlor indeed. It was 
furnished with vibrant floral patterns, both on the walls 
and covering a plump lounging chair and an over- 
stuffed sofa. There were pillows strewn everywhere 
and yards of silk draped about the windows. It was like 
a dark little nest tucked away in a darker forest of sen- 
sations. A fragrance of ripe flowers perfumed the air 
that was warm and humid from the late spring sun, 
now all but disappeared from the sky. 

Liza directed Hilary to a spot on some pillows on 
the floor. She was told to sit after she had poured cof- 
fee for the two rather regal women. 

“Hilary will be here to serve you, Diana. I think 
that you will approve of my choice.” There was a hint 
of uncertainty in Liza’s voice that Hilary was unac- 
customed to hearing. 

“She’s charming. A bit shy perhaps, but I should 
imagine we can make her more ... bold. After all, if 
she plans to stay, he will want someone aggressive 
enough to suit his needs, not to mention mine.” 

“She pleased me well this afternoon, and with lit- 
tle instruction.” 
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“Have you had many women before?” Diana 
turned and asked Hilary. 

Up until that moment, Hilary had felt like an out- 
sider in their conversation, simply an object of 
perusal, an object of pleasure, and she found that this 
realization did not really disturb her; in fact in 
pleased her. It also seemed strange to Hilary that 
Liza was submissive to this stranger. It seemed that 
this woman took charge of the situation and Liza just 
seemed to be there to please much in the same way 
Hilary was. 

“No. I haven’t had any women before ... before 
today,” Hilary replied. 

“You are a wise young woman to understand your 
position so quickly—your proper position that is. I 
prefer women who are bright and capable of compre- 
hending their position as readily as you seem to.” As 
the woman spoke, she exuded a sexuality that was 
unmistakable. “Liza dear, how is that divine young 
man you were training. You know, the one you fuck 
so frequently?” 

Liza smiled. 
“He’s still divine.” 
“Have you trained him to be submissive to any 

demands?” 
“T’m afraid not,” answered Liza. “He is much too 

much like Oliver. He will never let a situation get too 
far out of his control, even if he does consent to be 
my toy for the moment. One can never say how long 
these things will last before the situation gets danger- 
ous.” 

“Has a randy spirit, does he? Well, I’ll have to see 
what I can do with him sometime,” said Diana. She 
sipped her coffee and stretched her long legs out in 
front of her. She was haughty and arrogant, but 
Hilary could not help admitting to herself that the 
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woman was gorgeous. She had a different kind of 
beauty than Liza’s. Hilary responded more sensually 

to Liza, but Diana’s sexuality was compellingly dan- 

gerous. The relationship between the two women 

confused her. They behaved like friends having a 

pleasant after-dinner conversation, yet she sensed 

there was something else between them. Liza seemed 

more reserved in Diana’s presence, less sure of her- 

self. 
“Hilary, remove your pants and let me see your 

posterior,” Diana said abruptly. 

The instruction, like so many in this odd house- 

hold, came as a bit of a surprise to Hilary. But the 

woman Diana did not feel it necessary to explain. 

She casually waited for the young woman to do her 

bidding. 
Hilary rose and slowly began to remove her black 

tights. She was wearing nothing underneath, and the 

dampness in her crotch was evidence that she was 

ready for release from this bondage of anticipation. 

“Turn around and bend over.” 
Hilary complied. 
“Spread your feet apart and bend until your hands 

touch the floor,” commanded Diana. 

Hilary struck the pose that was demanded of her, 

and felt her body flush with embarrassment; she felt 

awkward, exposing herself thus in front of the beauti- 

ful, desirable women. 

“Yes, Liza, she will do quite well. Her ass and anus 

will be delightful targets, not unlike your own.” 

The position was most uncomfortable as well as 

vulnerable, but the two women seemed to be content 

to look at Hilary’s ass and discuss it with an air of 

detachment. 
“Who gets her first?” Diana asked. 

“That is for Oliver to decide,” Liza replied. 
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“Yes, I’m sure he’ll want to watch, if not actually 

be the one to christen this virginity.” She gave 
Hilary’s round ass one last longing gaze. 

“You may rise,” said Diana at last. 

“Hilary,” Liza continued as the young woman 
turned around, “retrieve your paddle for us. I am cer- 
tain that Diana would take great pleasure in using it 
on you.” 

Hilary blushed. The anticipation of the blows 
once again reddening thie soft flesh of her ass made 
her burn before they had even begun. She turned 
and silently left the room, retreating through anoth- 
er door that led into the front hallway. Walking 
through the large house naked as she was, Hilary felt 
conspicuous, though there seemed to be nobody to 
see her. She passed through the central hallway on 
her way to the morning room. Glancing through a 
crack in the dining room door, she briefly caught a 
glimpse of a man. His back was to her, so she was 
unable to see his face, although she was able to note 
that he held his squared shoulders in a most authori- 
tative manner. Hilary’s loins burned even hotter than 
before. She stood for a brief moment peering into 
the room, her eyes searching his back as if she were 

willing him to turn around and see her, so that she 
could at last come face to face with the man she 
knew was Oliver. She wondered if he could feel her 
presence, though she was still some distance from 
him. Could he feel the heat of her body the way she 
could feel his? It occurred to her that he was toying 
with her—that he knew she was there but elected 
not to turn and acknowledge her presence. She 
wanted to stay longer, but she knew that it would not 
be wise, so she pulled herself away from the door- 
way and hurried into the morning room, found the 
paddle, and quickly retraced her steps back to the 
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parlor. When she passed the dining room again, the 

man was gone. 
“I think I want you over the stool,” Diana 

demanded coldly, as the young woman returned to 

the room. “And on your knees. I want your flesh 

stretched very tight.” 
Hilary moved immediately to the stool, her knees 

sinking into the soft fabric. She could feel her senses 

rise, and the pleasurable fear of expectation washed 

over her. As soon as she had lowered herself over the 

stool so that her bosom was resting on the ground, 

her ass in the air, the blows came swiftly, without fur- 

ther words; Diana administered six quick strikes of 

the paddle. Her blows were twice the speed and 

strength of those given Hilary by Liza the day before. 

She winced and gasped aloud. 
“There,” Diana said, “you can get up. Let me see 

you. Turn around.” Hilary rose and turned her back 

to the woman, whose eyes were still flashing with 

sexual heat. “I like that your bottom reddens well 

despite your dark skin.” 
She paused, and then with a frightfully authorita- 

tive voice she said, “Now Hilary, come here. I want 

you to eat me out. And you'd better do it well.” 

Before Hilary could completely turn around, Diana 

was removing her skintight pants to reveal sumptu- 

ous thighs and a light-red—haired pussy already 

glistening and ready for sex. “Get down on your 

hands and knees, slave. I want you to crawl to me. 

Now!” Diana opened her legs wide, exposing her sex 

before Hilary. “I want that tongue lapping at me, 

deep inside me.” ; ; 
Hilary obliged, wondering at the unreality of her 

situation. She crawled toward the beautiful woman 

who was commanding her to give her pleasure, then 

put her lips eagerly to the woman’s throbbing pussy. 
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She found her to taste distinctly different than her 
mistress; Diana’s cunt was more spicy. She was brash 
and demanding, and she grabbed Hilary’s hair and 
pushed the younger woman’s face roughly in between 
her thighs. 

“Eat me, you slut!” she cried, as Hilary began to 
furiously lap at her hole and her hardened pink clit. 
“Harder! Stick it in me harder!” 

Hilary fucked her with her tongue, her mouth 
becoming sore, but she didn’t want to disappoint, and 
so she continued to suck and lick Diana’s hot cunt 
with relish. Just as she thought she could feel Diana’s 
gyrations getting wilder, and Hilary thought that the 
woman was close to orgasm, Diana rammed her cunt 

harder than ever against Hilary’s face. The younger 
woman worked her tongue in as deeply as she could 
and heard herself moaning with the pleasure she was 
getting from sucking this woman’s come out of her. 

Diana was really going wild, pressing her pussy 
against Hilary’s face, rubbing her sex meat against 
the young woman while screeching out commands of 
“eat, suck, finger-fuck.” Finally, Hilary positioned 
two fingers inside the wide opening of Diana’s cunt 
and fucked her furiously, while simultaneously suck- 
ing on her clitoris; she could feel the crisis near, and 
sucked so hard that she was sure this gave Diana 
some pain—pain the woman seemed to love, for 
within moments the juice of excitement was squirting 
from the red-haired cunt. 

“You bitch, you’re making me come all over you, 
slut. Suck it up, suck it good. Ohhh, yes.” 

Diana finally let out a wild scream and bucked 
violently against Hilary’s mouth. Her body shud- 
dered for what seemed like a long time, and then 
there was deafening quiet; the only sound breaking 
the silence was their breathing. 
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“Stroke me now,” ordered Diana. Hilary’s hands 
rubbed the woman’s tender thighs while Diana con- 
tinued to shudder with the dying pleasure of her pas- 

sion. 
“Lie back on the pillows, my dear, let me see you 

take yourself,” said Diana, suddenly changing 

moods. Hilary complied, but first looked over at Liza 

for approval. Liza nodded, somewhat hesitantly. She 

was glad to at least be able to relieve herself and 

hoped they’d actually let her come. 
Lying back on the pillows, she spread her legs 

wide and deliberately. Hilary noticed how Liza fairly 

squirmed from her place on the couch as she 

watched, but her hands were bound, preventing her 

from engaging in the scenario. It seemed to Hilary 

that Liza had been commanded to remain a voyeur 

this evening. 
Hilary slowly opened the plump, freshly shaved 

folds of her netherlips and exposed her pumped and 

glistening sex. She found her clit and began rubbing 

the throbbing pink button slowly. The fires within her 

body were rising steadily to a quick peak. She wanted 

these two women to touch her; she wanted their 

mouths on her cunt, on her mouth. But she knew this 

was not to be, and so she opened her legs and her 

pussy-lips wider and played with herself, offering up 

her body without shame for all of their pleasure. As 

Hilary’s body rose in fever, her long fingers rubbed 

her pussy harder and faster, sometimes dipping deep- 

er into the blushing folds of her cunt. She was near 

her peak, ready to let the pulsing of her body take 

control, when suddenly a hand reached out and 

stopped her. It was Diana’s hand, but it was Liza who 

spoke. 
“Hilary, you are dismissed for the evening.” There 

was a distinct tension in her voice, and it took Hilary 
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a few moments to regain some composure, for the 
tenseness of Liza’s voice frightened her. Hilary felt 
rudely abused for the interruption of her own gratifi- 
cation, but she also knew that it had all been part of 
the plan. She looked at Liza with a desperate gaze, 
but found nothing in her mistress’ eyes. Hilary 
longed for nothing more than to go to her and caress 
her, to kiss her, to taste her sweet pussy one more 

time. She longed to rub her own swelling mound 
against Liza’s and to unleash her come on her mis- 
tress; her pussy was so hot it hurt. But she rose and 
obediently left the room as Diana said impatiently, 
“Be off with you!” 

“You have chosen well, Liza,” said Diana, after 

Hilary had departed. 
“Thank you. I was certain she would prove worthy 

of our intentions.” 
“Yes, Oliver will be pleased.” 
“He already is.” 
“Is he now?” asked Diana with some curiosity. 

“Then it won't be long, will it?” 

“No, I don’t suspect that it will be long; he has 
such a taste for young sweet things like her,” sighed 
Liza. 

“Yes. But I assume he’ll wait for a little while,” 
said Diana. “Now it is time to attend to you, and I 
suspect Oliver has something devious in mind. He 
never calls me unless he does. This all must be very 
difficult for you, the training, all the anticipation. I 

know Oliver doesn’t take well to being put off.” 
“Yes, Diana. I imagine it will be quite a night.” 

Liza’s voice was subdued. 

Liza received Hilary in the morning room the next 
day. The air was fresh and cool, and Hilary felt revi- 
talized by the deep sleep she had enjoyed. The day- 
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light was still filled with a light fog, and there was a 
heavy dew on the lawn. A cool breeze caressed her 
face and thighs. She was wearing nothing but a light 
shift that clung to her body’s curves. 

“You have had a most adequate beginning to your 
adventure here.” Liza spoke rather cooly, and this 
disappointed Hilary. “I should think that you have 
had enough for one weekend. You may swim and 
relax, and leave for home at your leisure.” 

“Thank you,” Hilary said, holding herself back 
from saying more. 

“And I shall see you next weekend?” 
“Oh yes!” Hilary replied. 
“You will find your next stay here quite different 

from this one. I suspect you understand that there is 
nothing predictable within these walls.” 

Hilary nodded. 
“T have something for you,” said Liza, more gently 

now. “Open it when you get home.” 
“T will,” the younger woman replied, taking the 

parcel from her mistress. 
There was not a trace of emotion in Liza’s face, 

and this confused Hilary greatly. She wanted nothing 
more than to understand this woman. She wanted to 
know everything about her. And most of all, Hilary 
wanted to be locked in a passionate embrace with 
her; she wanted Liza’s hands and lips all over her 
body. But she realized that all her longings, all her 
secret desires, would have to wait. 
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CHAPTER IV 





“You will greet her tonight and bring her to me,” 
Liza said to Stephen, as she pulled on her silk shirt. 

His bed in the upper room of the carriage house 
was mussed, just as everything else about the room 
was a masterpiece of disarray. The floor was stacked 
with books, the table littered with papers and empty 
beer bottles. The sink was filled with dishes, and 
hastily plucked field flowers were jammed into a jar 
at the windowsill. Stephen’s clothes were thrown here 
and there, but his sheets were clean. They were 
always clean and fragrant with the smell of outdoors 
that came in with them from the line. 

She pulled him close to her once more, devouring 
his luscious cock in her mouth. She pulled his prick 
to her with both hands, and bent down over the 
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beautiful rod, kissing, then licking the pink-purple 
head; it was hard as a rock and she loved the feel of 
his youthful, swollen cock in her mouth, in her hands, 
in her pussy. 

His big hands went to her head and ran his fingers 
through her hair, stroking her like he would a puppy. 
“Good girl,” he was saying, groaning in pleasure. 
“Oh, you make Stephen’s cock so hard, so big.” 

She was burning up inside, her cunt growing more 
moist, her nipples standing on end. She rubbed up 
and down the shaft with one hand and she fondled 
his balls with the other. He groaned even louder and 
she began to tease him, rimming the head of his cock 
with her tongue, running it over the head, along the 
underside, down the shaft to the balls, where she 

took one, then the other deeply into her mouth and 
sucked. 

“Suck him,” Stephen begged. “Suck my little man 
and make him cry with joy.” 

Liza took his hardened cock deeply into the 
warmth of her mouth in a truly submissive manner, 
following Stephen’s instructions and pleasuring him 
in ways that made him wiggle and writhe and thrust 
his cock deeper into her mouth. 

“Now you’re doing it,” he was groaning. “Now 
you’re giving my cock a good ride in your mouth.” 
He punctuated his sentence by pounding it further, 
deeper, into her open expert orifice. His hardness 
was rubbing against her teeth, the roof of her mouth, 
close to her throat; he pumped away while pulling 
her head closer. 

“You’re making ... it ... come,” he stammered, as 
the first gush of orgasm erupted into Liza’s mouth. 
“Drink it all up and lick it clean,” he said, practically 
thrusting himself down her throat as the last drip of 
come shot out of him. 
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She swallowed him whole and drank up his juices. 
She licked her lips, and with her tongue washed his 
entire cock, licking up every trace of his dew. It was 
still hard and Stephen was still desirous. He wanted 
to fuck her; he wanted to take her standing; he want- 

ed to bend her over and ram his rod deep into her 
female place and fill her up with his still-hard cock; 
he wanted to rub his groin against hers, press deli- 
ciously on her clitoris, finger her asshole, and suck 
her tits in the way he knew would make her cunt 
explode with pleasure—pleasure that kept her bond- 
ed to him, for Liza loved the pleasure she knew in his 
bed. 

But her pussy had other things to do. As wet as it 
was, and as much as her flesh was willing, she could 
not stay. She loved his youthful, hard body; she loved 
his arrogance and unwillingness to be totally con- 
trolled; she loved the way he was always pure man; 
and she loved the beautiful cock from which she had 
just siphoned the sex juices—but she had to get 
going. 

He came after her, his hands groping at her 
breasts, her ass, her cunt; he was hungry for more 

and it seemed like he would take it. He grabbed her 
wrists hard. 

“Fuck me, lady of the house,” he said, a sexy smile 

sliding across his beautiful tanned face. “Let me have 
that juicy cunt once again. Let me get inside and 
make your pussy sing. Open your legs.” He pulled at 
her arm to make her stay. “Open for me.” 

He was still smiling, cooing, as he begged her to 
give her pussy to him again. But she pushed him 
away with a playful slap. 

“No, twice is enough for you. After all, you will 
have your pleasure in these next few days.” She pulled 
herself out of the deep bed and found her shoes. 
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“You want her in the stable house or the tack 
room?” he said with a sly smile. 

“In the morning room,” Liza said carefully. 
“Oh,” replied Stephen in mock disappointment. 
“I think this weekend will be unlike anything you 

have ever seen before, even at this nasty estate,” she 
said with a devious twinkle in her eye. 

His eyebrows raised in curiosity. 
“She is quite special to you, isn’t she?” he 

remarked. 
“Do I detect a note of jealousy?” 
“Why should I be jealous?” he said. “After all, I 

get all the sex I want.” She heard his sarcasm, and it 
displeased her. 

“She must be primed and ready for Oliver when 
he wants her,” Liza said curtly. “Though I don’t think 
it will happen this weekend; it’s too premature.” 

“Much too busy with you, is he?” 
She flashed a quick glare at him. 
“I'd love to see your rump hoisted again,” he 

snickered, egging her on. 
She stood to leave. 
“I think you'll be quite busy with Hilary.” 
“I only wish she were as enamored of me as she is 

of you,” he said, as he pulled a pair of well-worn 
jeans over his hips and tucked his beautifully formed 
cock away. 

“Oh, I think she appreciates you. I can’t imagine 
anyone not appreciating you,” Liza said, softening 
her stare at Stephen. 

“You mean the way Diana appreciates me?” 
“Diana would probably love to fuck you, or rather 

she would love it if you fucked her. I’m sure she 
needs it. I sure she’s positively green with envy that I 
have two beautiful men to screw.” 

“Yes, I guess so—with all the lovers that you man- 
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age to string along, anyone would be intimidated.” 
He stared at her a long time, and Liza smiled at him 
cruelly. 

“I guess we’re stuck with each other; unless of 
course you’d like to leave. You’re free to go anytime 
you’d like, you know.” 

But before he could answer, she dashed out the 
door and down the stairs, turning to wave at him 
from the lawn below. And then she turned again and 
made her way up the hill. 

Stephen watched her until she disappeared into 
the house. He finished dressing, his mind and loins 
churning in anticipation of Hilary’s arrival. 

“Come in. You can leave your things at the 
door—you won't be needing them,” Stephen said. He 
couldn’t help thinking how innocent she looked—and 
how vulnerable and young. 

Hilary hadn’t expected Stephen to greet her. She 
had hoped it would be Liza, though seeing his virile 
body charged her entire being; everything in the 
house had that effect on her—the sights, the scents, 
the sexual energy that permeated the place. 

She left her bags at the door and followed him 
through the hall into the morning room where Liza 
sat. Her mistress looked radiantly seductive—on fire 
but content. She looked liked she did when Hilary 
had first met her. When Hilary had last seen her, 
she’d been so quiet and withdrawn. And now, there 

she sat, posed like royalty in her chair. 
“Please stand, Hilary,” she instructed. 
“Yes,” the young woman obeyed, positioning her 

luscious flesh in front of her female lover. 
“TI promised that this weekend will be unlike the 

last, and certainly like no other you will experience. 
You say you desire to be a submissive?” 
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“Yes.” Hilary looked down Liza, her heart pound- 
ing with anticipation. 

“Then you will know submission. It will be far 
beyond anything you expected. You will truly know 
the meaning of the word. If you flinch more than a 
second at any demand, if you disobey any command, 
if you cry out in protest even once, you will be 
removed from this house so fast your head will be 
reeling. Do you understand?” 

“Yes.” She was crawling with fear and excitement 
inside. . 

“Lest you fear too much my dear, this weekend is 
not designed to hurt you, but to give you pleasure as 
you learn your proper place and enjoy in pleasing 
sexually anyway you are asked.” 

Liza’s eyes were steely cold. Hilary longed to see 
the warmth she’d known from them in the past. But 
there was not a glimmer of affection in her mistress’ 
eyes. Yet Hilary trusted this woman and this game 
that they were acting out. Her body was nearly spas- 
ming with orgasm as Liza spoke to her with such a 
commanding voice—a voice shrill and authoritative. 
The sound of that voice reached down to a depth 
within her, to that place where her secrets lay, and 
her desire to be completely submissive. Hilary knew 
that she would do anything Liza commanded, that 
she was owned and a slave to whatever situation 
would transpire in the next few days and nights. 

“You will be blindfolded the entire weekend. You 
will be served, as you will be unable to serve yourself. 
Speak only if your body requires elimination, and say 
only, ‘I must go.’ Nothing more. Do you under- 
stand?” 

“Yes.” 

“Stephen, blindfold her. She will wait here until 
the others arrive.” 

66 



The Applicant 

Liza quickly departed the room with no further 
instructions. Stephen had observed the scene from 
some several feet away. He had watched impassively, 
his arms crossed, waiting for his further instructions. 
When Liza left the room, he moved forward slowly 
and removed a blindfold from his pocket. He 
dropped it on a chair and went to a cabinet and drew 
out a pair of handcuffs. 

“This first,” he said, and approached Hilary. He 
pulled her arms behind her where he fastened her 
wrists firmly. She could feel the warmth of his body 
so close to hers, and she felt exposed as her breasts 

were forced to be thrust out by her new position with 
her hands behind her back. Hilary could feel 
Stephen’s crotch against her thigh, and his hands 
took the liberty of roving underneath her short skirt. 
He roughly pulled Hilary’s moistened panties from 
her body. “Hmmmm,” he smiled as he withdrew 
them, noting how ready for sex she had become. 

“I'd like to bend you over and fuck you right 
now,” he said. “Too bad you won't be able to see all 
the pleasures ready and waiting for you,” he contin- 
ued, as he carefully placed the blindfold about her 
eyes. He pulled it tight; though it was not uncomfort- 
able, it was not likely to slip. 

“If this doesn’t stay on, I’ll be exchanging it for the 
full mask.” 

He led her to a corner of the room and ordered, 

“Sit down.” She lowered herself carefully to a low 
stool, allowing Stephen to keep her from falling 
down in awkwardness. Once seated, Stephen’s strong 
hands spread her legs and raised her skirt so that her 
pussy was completely exposed. She could feel the tin- 
gle of fresh air caress her exposed sex, and the 
warmth of Stephen’s hands on her thighs charged her 
skin with desire. She hoped he would continue to 
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play with her body, but he didn’t. Instead, he careful- 

ly arranged her arms behind her back. From behind, 

he leaned over her and undid the buttons of her dress 

and pulled out her breasts. The massage of his hands 

aroused her already erect nipples even more, and she 

leaned into his caress. She tried to reach to him with 

her face, to lick his neck or stroke his arm with her 
cheek, for she wanted to arouse him, she wanted him 

to desire her. 
“You are quite tempting, Hilary, but we are not 

each other’s to have. I am leaving now.” ; 
Hilary heard him turn on his heei and walk away. 

For a moment she felt rather panicked at having 
been left here alone, bound, blindfolded, and com- 
pletely exposed, but her fear swiftly turned into a 
kind of erotic trepidation. She began the long wait. 

The swiftness of her reentry into Liza’s erotic world 
left her exhilarated and frightened. It had seemed a 
long, drawn-out week since her last visit. Her mind 
raced back to the first night that she returned home. 
She threw down her bag and quickly opened the 
package from Liza. Inside there was a single item: a 
collar. It was made of soft tooled leather, and she 
held it to her face, to her cheek. She brought the 
black collar to her nose and smelled the richness of 
the leather, and that smell made her body sting with 
strange excitement. 

“Wear it in the evening, during the night, whenev- 
er you are alone, ... to remind you of your servitude.” 

The note inside the package had been simple, and 
Hilary had followed the instructions carefully. She 
wore the collar whenever she was alone, and she had 

worn it that evening when she had returned to the 
estate. 

As she sat in the chair, Hilary thought about how 
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she had awakened every night, the tightness of the 
leather around her neck bringing her out of sleep. The 
leather collar fed her fantasies that kept her awake for 
hours, and at last she would fall asleep in the early 

morning. She was exhausted at work, but the thoughts 
of Liza and the estate kept her steadily moving toward 
the end of the week. Her hands were often between 
her thighs, her fingers stroking the lips of her cunt, 
teasing her clit lightly and then more violently. But per 
her mistress’ instructions, she never made herself come 
when Liza was not present to watch; she would never 

cheat on her lover in that way. She would lie in her own 
tub and reminisce about the sensuous bath that she had 
enjoyed the previous weekend. It was hard for her to 
eat because she was so preoccupied. It seemed that the 
collar around her neck at dinnertime symbolized her 
submission, and she ate as if her mistress was watching 
over her. 

She enacted a ritual every evening when she came 
home from work. She would stand naked in front of 
her mirror and clinically observe her body; she would 
admire the curve and nudity of her shaved pussy. She 
would wrap the collar around her neck, snapping it so 
that it fit tightly. She could have worn it more loosely, 
but she knew that a proper submissive would wear the 
collar snug, and so must she. She spent her week sus- 
pended in another world, yet she knew she was not 
completely in that world; still, the world of her life 
before seemed utterly different and strange. 

And then at last she returned to the estate and 
found herself sitting in the house of her dreams and 
nightmares. There she sat, clothed in the collar, on dis- 

play for her mistress, her mistress’ lover, the house ser- 
vants. She was on display for anyone that passed by. 

It seemed like hours, and was at least that long as 
she sat on the low stool. She began to feel as though 
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she had been forgotten in the corner of the morning 

room. She tried to relax in the late sun of the after- 

noon, and then the warmth was gone, and she heard 

the clock strike twice. A fly chose to light on her leg, 

and it seemed an eternity before it flew away. A cool 

breeze stroked her body from an open window, and the 

air stroked her naked pussy as it lay exposed. 
Other than these periodic physical distractions, 

Hilary was lost in her waiting world, oblivious to most 
everything else. She focused mostly on her desires, 
thoughts that did not come to her in specific form but 
rather swam about her consciousness in a montage of 
uncertainties and fears. What if she were to be beaten 
and her body could not withstand it? Would she not cry 
out? Would they stop? Yet as her mind filled with 
apprehension, her body was on fire and her cunt wet 
and ready. 

Sometime after the clock struck eight, and Hilary 
had been sitting for nearly three hours on the stool, an 
unknown pair of hands unclasped her hands from 
behind her back. Soft sensuous fingers unloosed her 
bonds and massaged her fingers and wrists, which had 
grown numb. She was then lifted by gentle, womanly 
hands, and with a strange arm about her waist, she was 
led to a bathroom where she was allowed to relieve 
herself. 

But to her dismay, she was returned to the morning 
room and bound again. She was placed in another 
chair; one with arms and legs to which her limbs were 
strapped. The top of her dress was loosened once 
again, and her skirt was lifted over her thighs, so that 
anyone who might pass would see her completely 
exposed. Hilary craved more; she craved those sensu- 
ous hands to invade her, to tease and slap her breasts; 
those fingers to find the wet insides of her cunt and 
pleasure her. But she was required once more to wait. 
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Fy 
The noise was startling in its suddenness. At once a 
rush of activity was crashing in on her languid body, 
disrupting the quiet of her suspended state. A swarm 
of hands and breath and bodies pulled her from near 
sleep, and like a sudden storm they carried her away. 
Her heart and head were pounding with the rapid 
change. Quite suddenly, Hilary found that her clothes 
had been removed by the active hands. She wore 
only the collar around her neck and this added to her 
feeling of complete helplessness, a feeling that she 
had been wishing to experience for a long time. She 
was lead up some stairs and into a warm, humid 
room. Hilary realized she was in the bathroom, and 
the next thing she knew she was gently pressed into a 
deep bath of hot, fragrant water. 
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Somehow, Hilary could sense Liza’s watchful gaze, 
and the thought stirred her body, her loins and her 
imagination. Hilary cautiously sank back into the 
water and it surrounded her like liquid silk. Soon 
enough she felt and heard other bodies climbing into 
the bath, which was large enough to hold them all. 
She began to feel their hands caressing her flesh, 
attending to her body, and with some concentration, 
she was able to discern that there were a pair of male 
hands and a pair of female hands slowly washing her 
aching flesh. They washed her breasts, and with deli- 
cate tongues licked her erect nipples. The body that 
was definitely male took Hilary’s nipple between his 
teeth and gave her a ferocious little nip that made 
her quiver and nearly cry out, but she stifled her cry 
because she remembered that it was forbidden. She 
felt the more feminine pair of hands massaging her 
arms and chest and back, and soon she was nearly 

faint with the pleasure of such succulent caresses. 
After a period of time that seemed altogether too 
short to Hilary, a pair of hands gently urged her from 
the water, and she complied with the silent com- 

mand. As she stood, hands began to rub her body 
with a beautiful-smelling oil, and as the hands 

worked the oil into her tender flesh, they took the 
liberty of lightly fingering her sex, and the untouched 
hole of her anus. Someone began to prod her more 
deeply, entering her asshole with a curious finger, and 
she began to moan with delight. As the finger 
entered her more deeply, she gasped with pain, which 
was quickly followed by a rush of excitement that 
darted to every corner of her body. The finger moved 
rapidly in and out, and with each movement her body 
convulsed. Hilary felt that she was falling out of con- 
trol, and she didn’t care at all. 

At last she was led to a table where she was gently 
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pushed down on soft terry towels. She allowed her 
thoughts to vanish so that she could concentrate on 
the sensual pleasure of the massage she was receiv- 
ing. Hands moved down her body, rubbing deeply 
into the back of her thighs, the soft flesh of her but- 
tocks, and the sinewy lines of her graceful back. A 
drop of creamy chocolate was placed on her tongue, 
and like every other sense engaged at the 
moment—every other sense but sight—the candy dis- 
solved into another wordless bit of ethereal pleasure. 
Music played softly, emanating from somewhere 
above, and the sound held her in a melody of tran- 
quility that she hoped would not end. 

She was gently turned so that her most sensitive 
parts were exposed, and the caresses became more 
intense. Her breasts were rudely squeezed, and then 
touched with a feather lightness that made her arch 
her back to meet the touch hungrily. Her belly 
churned, and the hands that touched it tenderly 

caressed it more violently as well. And then the 
hands and curious fingers found their way to her 
sweet sex, and they began to tease her. At first the 
touch was light, almost imperceptible; then more and 
more rapid. Hilary’s body bucked and writhed, her 
groans becoming part of the music in the room. It 
seemed as though everything, even the damp air, 
were caressing her, and everything seemed to soothe 
her. Everything she was experiencing was sending 
her to a world far away from any world she’d ever 
known before. 

She drifted inside herself, her body still spasming, 
sending little messages to her lovers. Yet they were 
not done with her, and the hands carried her from the 
table to cushions, pillows, and soft, silky comforters 

that cradled each part of her body. 
Liza stood in the corner of the exquisite room, 
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watching the bodies on the cushions begin to very 
slowly move together in the dim candlelight. Stephen 
stood behind her, and his hands began to remove her 
clothing as he, too, watched the wonderful natural 
drama of sexual play on the cushions of the room. He 
reached into Liza’s tissue-thin silk blouse and 
squeezed her tits. As he bit her neck, his other hand 
found its way to her crotch and began to finger her 
wet pussy feverishly. Neither Liza nor Stephen took 
their eyes from the writhing bodies in the center of 
the room. 

Hilary, lying on her back, was the centerpiece of 
the sexual tableau; but she was by no means a passive 
receiver in the passion that was being acted out. In 
swift measure her mouth was greeted by a young 
man’s large, engorged cock, while a young woman lay 
over her, rubbing pussy to pussy in furious rhythm. 
The two women’s breasts brushed against one anoth- 
er as their hips gyrated wildly. Liza watched the 
woman between Hilary’s legs and felt her own pussy 
contract with desire. She pressed Stephen’s hand fur- 
ther up her cunt, as she watched the two women’s 

shaved flesh meet in glistening union. It was a play- 
ground that Liza would have readily joined. Her 
desires for Hilary were so charged that it was all she 
could do not to pull Stephen into the fray of the orgy 
going on before them. But she was bound by rules 
that were not of her own making, and she had been 
commanded to simply watch. Liza realized that there 
was no greater aphrodisiac than forced time and dis- 
tance between the initial spark of passion and its final 
fiery fruition. 

As the women rubbed each other, Hilary thrust 
her cunt hard against the woman on top of her. Her 
hips pressed forward, silently begging for more and 
more penetrating sensations. She could feel their 
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juices mixing. She could feel the folds of their indi- 
vidual sexes fusing together as they worked each 
other toward that ecstatic rush that would send them 
out of their bodies for a brief, flaming moment of 

orgasmic bliss. 
The cock in Hilary’s mouth grew larger, and the 

man, growing more passionate, thrust his member 
deeper and deeper into her mouth, down her throat. 
She choked, but her persistent lover did not relent in 
his intention to spill his jism down her throat. 

It was poetry to Liza’s eyes, watching Hilary being 
possessed at either end, giving and receiving her 
pleasure. Hilary seemed like a vessel of sex and noth- 
ing more, and the thought made Liza burn with 
desire. What things she imagined for her young slave. 
What wild pleasurable tortures she had in mind for 
her lover. 

As the three bodies rose in a wave of mutual plea- 
sure, they began preparing themselves for the final 
thrusts that would bring them to orgasm. Their bod- 
ies seemed to rise in such expectation that it seemed 
the level of tension could rise no higher, and one by 
one they began to spill over into the darkness of 
ecstasy. Hilary was lost, her mind gone as her body 
became the vehicle to carry her to orgasm. The 
woman over Hilary arched her back, pressing her 
cunt hard against Hilary’s, and she began rocking 
back and forth screaming out with pleasure, just as 
the young man spilled himself over Hilary’s lips, 
bathing her face with his orgasm. 

But this was no ending; it was only the start of 
many more scenes in the wild drama that Liza had 
orchestrated. There was another man and woman 
who had been toying with one another, watching and 
waiting for their turn with Hilary’s beautiful body. 
They approached Hilary, and the striking young man, 
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who was already erect, turned Hilary on her her 

hands and knees. Her cunt was exposed perfectly, 
still glowing with the juice of her recent orgasm. The 
second young man wasted no time and thrust his 
engorged cock into her quivering pussy. Stephen 
could no longer simply stand by and watch. 

“Will you be joining us?” he whispered to Liza. 
“You know I can’t,” she said breathlessly. 
“Poor you. This is too good to pass up.’ 
“Yes,” she said, “poor me. But the waiting is so 

delicious.” 
Stephen chuckled quietiy, and without hesitation 

moved forward to join the wonderful grouping of bod- 
ies on the floor. He licked and sucked Hilary’s fingers 
while the man who rode her brought himself to a deli- 
cious explosion, and then Stephen prepared to enter 
her. But first, he bent his face between her trembling 
thighs and licked her inner pussy-lips up and down, 
finally dipping his tongue into her hole to clean out the 
male jism and sex juice that was building like a dam 
inside her. Only then was he ready to fuck her. 

It became Hilary’s task to please all her faceless 
lovers at once, all the participants furiously finding a 
way to satisfy themselves. Yet Stephen reigned king 
for a while, shoving his big shaft deep into her 
aching, twitching opening and pulling it outward in 
slow, sensual, teasing motions. He pressed his big 

cock deep inside her again and she received him with 
great pleasure. At the same time, her mouth was 
alternately fed cunts and cocks so that she was quite 
thoroughly engaged in pleasing them all. Her hands 
grasped at cocks that offered themselves to her 
caresses, and her fingers teased and stroked pussies 
that presented themselves to her for service. With 
each lick, stroke, and thrust, she brought them all 
closer to completion. 
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Stephen was tearing her in two as he shoved his 
cock further and further inside her, and her back 
arched with pleasure as much as with pain. In her 
hand a cock erupted shooting sperm over her hand 
and arm. Immediately a cunt was writhing on her 
sperm-wet hand, and soon the woman was riding her 
finger wildly. And then Stephen was coming inside 
her, pumping her full of his come, as another woman 
shoved her hot pussy onto Hilary’s welcoming lips. 
Hilary sucked on the woman’s clit, and licked her 
cunt as if she were a trained pro. She was devouring 
the woman’s writhing love-opening just as Stephen 
shot the last of his load. After all had been fulfilled, 
they collapsed into an exhausted heap on the floor. 

The players sank into the softness of the com- 
forters and pillows, their bodies entwining as they lay 
quietly resting. And Liza watched, her body filled 
with unspent need; she was burning, aching inside. 
She wanted to dive in to all that available flesh; she 
wanted them to hold her down and fuck her wildly. 
She longed to lie down on the pillows, spread her 
legs wide, and expose her wet, hungry cunt—to leave 
herself open for tongues, and lips, and cocks. She 
measured her breathing, and let go of her immediate 
desires. If she did join in, she would be transgressing. 
And the pain of a transgression was enough to keep 
her from misbehaving. 

As a calm descended on the room, the breathing 

of the lovers becoming easy and deep, he appeared. 
He didn’t say a word, though his figure was 

imposing and cut through the easy peace like a dark 
rumbling of thunder. They all looked in his direc- 
tion, as Oliver’s eyes keenly combed the room. All 
eyes were on him—all eyes save Hilary’s. He held 
his hand out to Liza, for clearly no other command 

was needed. 
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Liza rose quickly from her cushions and took his 
hand. He continued to stare at the bodies in the 
room, at the players of the recent drama. And then, 
suddenly, he turned and left the room, taking Liza 
with him. 
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They had fucked until dawn and then lay down to a 
peaceful sleep. They woke to a late-morning sun 
streaming in through the windows. They woke to the 

smell of warm, fragrant food that had been silently 

delivered to their den of delight. 
Hilary wanted to greet the morning with her eyes. 

She wanted nothing more than to actually see the beau- 

tiful bodies that had afforded her so much pleasure the 

night before. But she remained blindfolded, committed 

to the instructions her mistress had given her. The pres- 

sure of her body’s needs demanded that she find the toi- 

let. Yet she was afraid to speak, lest she break the spell 

of the previous night’s enchantments. Finally, she said, 

“I must go,” and she found it strange to hear her own 

voice, the sound of it locating her body in reality. 
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To her surprise, she felt a man’s hand leading her 
to the toilet which was nothing more than a chamber 
pot in one corner of the room. A hint of embarrass- 
ment passed through her, for she had never urinated 

in front of a man before. 
“Play with yourself as you piss,” he said. 
With some little hesitation, she reached between 

her legs. She would not violate the rules by refusing, 
yet something made her want to shout out “NO!” 
Instead, she sat over the pot and spread her legs. As 
the warm rush of relief flooded from her body, she 
put her fingers to her red ciit. Some of the warm liq- 
uid streamed down over her fingers, and it was a 

wonderful sensation. She began to relax, enjoying the 
simultaneous sensations of relief and titillation. But 
as soon as she began to enjoy it, his voice said, 
“That’s enough.” She suddenly recognized him. It 
was Stephen. 

“You’re becoming the perfect submissive,” he 
said, “but today will really test your commitment. 
Don’t flinch in the face of fear.” 

His words sent shocks of danger through her body 
as she stood. But she wanted more; Hilary looked 

forward to darker things. Though last night had been 
wonderfully sensual, she craved things that her imag- 
ination would not even allow her to envision. 

No sooner had she been returned to the center of 
the room when a pair of hands led her from the room 
altogether. They thrust her into an icy bath, the water 
so cold that it shocked her. It took a while before she 
could catch her breath as deep shivers ran through 
her body. The hands lathered her with a thick soap 
and scrubbed her body vigorously. Her skin was 
roughed up a bit so that when an ointment was 
applied to her skin afterward, it stung as thought net- 
tles had been pressed into her flesh. 
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It was an afternoon of contrasts, one imposed 
rudely upon another in mysterious succession. After 
her bath, she was lifted from the water and taken on 
another journey through the house. She was guided 
down what seemed to be an interminable flight of 
stairs. There was a dampness surrounding her that 
suggested that she was in the cellar, but she wasn’t 
sure, and this uncertainty made her fearful. 

After a moment’s pause, having reached the bot- 

tom of the stairs, she was pushed against a rough 
stone column. Her feet were spread wide to either 
side of the structure, and her hands were pulled 
around the column and tied securely so that she was 
hugging it. A leather belt was placed tightly around 
her waist to further secure her. After this flurry of 
activity, Hilary was left alone. 

She shivered as she felt the cold stinging her pores, 
and she longed for the comforting touch of the now- 
familiar hands. She knew that they were not far away, 
for she could hear them. Waiting to be touched was tor- 
ture far more excruciating than any roughness or pain. 

The others were waiting in the dank basement for 

Liza to join their company. She would arrive and 

direct them, and they knew from experience the 

course that the afternoon would take. They lay quiet- 

ly against the pillows that had been arranged for 

them, lounging in one another’s arms, watching 
Hilary’s exposed body with pleasure. 

“Your bitch is ready for you,” Stephen said, as he 
leaned against the doorframe that led into Liza’s bed- 

room. 
“Feel free to come right in without asking.” Liza 

said sarcastically. 
“Door was open,” he replied irritably. 

She sat back against the cushions of her bed, her 

body seductively exposed to his view. 
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“You’re awfully cool this afternoon,” she said. 

“What’s wrong with you? Jealous?” 
“No, I am not jealous. I’m not in the mood to spar 

with you, Liza,” he said, almost as a warning. 
“I think this room upsets you, because you know 

that this is where Oliver and I fuck.” 
“This room does not upset me,” he said curtly. 
“Well,” she said in a low voice, “we’ve never 

fucked here.” 
“The opportunity has never presented itself,” he 

said. . 
She laughed, looking at him with a taunting gleam 

in her eye. Her body was exuding an animal heat, 
and simply being near her was making his loins burn. 
The way she was moving toward him, catlike, on the 
bed, was an invitation to join her. 

“I want your cock inside me,” she said, her voice 
lowered to a growl. “I want to feel you inside me, 
thrusting hard.” She could see anger in his eyes, and 
resentment that she was possessed by another. She 
knew inciting his anger was dangerous, but the 
opportunity was too compelling to resist. 

“Fuck me,” she said. 

He moved rapidly toward the bed, his anger giving 
in to his lust, and he took her roughly by the shoul- 
ders. Her threw her down hard against the mattress 
and opened her legs wide with his hands to glimpse 
her juicy, wet cunt. He pulled out his cock and with- 
out hesitation thrust himself hard into her, driving 
into her deeply with all his might. He pinned her 
down with his own body as she began to resist his 
violent thrusts. Stephen didn’t want her to have any 
pleasure—he only wanted to take from her and leave 
her writhing in the sheets, begging him for more. He 
was fucking her hard and fast, one thrust following 
another with a force that was gaining in violence. She 
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screamed and moaned and he slapped her face and 
her breasts. 

“Shut up! You can only play with me so long, and 
then you’re mine.” 

He pushed his cock into her deeper and deeper, so 
that his pubic hair was rubbing hard against her own 
hairless mound. Before Liza knew it, Stephen was 

spewing his load deep in her womb. As quickly as he 
had entered her, he withdrew his gleaming shaft. 

“There. I fucked you,” he said. And then pushing 
his cock back in his pants, he turned and left Liza on 

the bed. 
Had she been alone, Liza would have quickly fin- 

ished what Stephen had started, but when she looked 

up to watch Stephen go, she saw him standing in the 
doorway watching her coldly. 

Oliver’s coldness charged her soul. 
“There are consequences for your actions,” he 

said. 
Liza turned away. She could not stand his dark 

eyes penetrating her as they did. She knew she would 
pay the price for her indiscretion, and in some part of 
her mind she wanted nothing more than to pay. 
Oliver was her master, and he would mete out any 
punishment that he saw fitting. 

Hilary stood bound to the column for hours. This 
time her wait was far less comfortable than it had 

been in the chair. Her legs began to tremble with 

weakness, and her wrists were aching. She couldn’t 

help wondering what lay ahead for her, and she con- 

templated the dark places that her captors would 

most likely take her. As the aching in her body 

increased, she realized she would do anything to 

have those faceless hands touching her body again. 

She didn’t care what form the caresses took, whether 
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they were soft or firm, rough or tender. She simply 
wanted the human contact. She began to wonder if 
she would ever be attended to again. 

When at last it did begin, she almost didn’t notice, 

so light and delicate were the caresses she received.... 
They were running feathers over her body, and the 
whispering touch of them tantalized her and remind- 
ed her of her own body, of the pleasure or pain that 
was about to come. The play of feathers made every 
inch of her flesh tingle, made her body more attentive 
to the waiting. Her inner fires were just beginning to 
burn, and her desire was mounting—her desire for 
experiences more intense and dark. As soon as she 
began to consider this, her flesh was greeted by the 
harsh reality of the smell of leather. The smell filled 
her nostrils, and as she recognized the animal smell of 
the leather, the cool surface of the material moved 

across her flesh. It caressed the tender portions of her 
body and that wicked place where pleasure becomes 
torture. She writhed against the cold stone pillar. The 
leather straps began to wind their way around her 
upper body, around her tits and over her shoulders. 
The sensations consumed her attention. It was a 
greater anticipatory pleasure than she had ever 
known. Suddenly a stark object pierced through her 
pleasure, as a new instrument was delicately 
smoothed down her spine. The object did not have 
the flexibility or malleability of the leather; it was 

cold, hard, and smooth. And suddenly this cool object 
made its way down the crack of her ass, and she real- 
ized what was happening to her. She cried out, star- 
tled by the realization that it was some sort of leather 
whip. Her body jerked against her bonds, and she 
thrust forward against the stone between her legs, 
causing the whip to press ever so slightly against her 
sweetly puckered ass orifice. 
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Her whole body was on fire, caught in the cross- 
roads of extreme sexual heat and passion, and fear of 
the unknown. Her clitoris was swelling and her nip- 
ples were getting harder as her asshole was teased 
with the hard leather whip. 

She was wanting the pain that would come with 
the pleasure of this experience; her body longed for 
the contrast of pain and pleasure to merge into one 
and empower her to great sexual heights. She was 
choosing the experience that was to come; she was 
choosing to be submissive and to accept whatever 
would come next. Just the anticipation of danger 
made the waves of pleasure rise in her pussy and 
envelop her very being. 

It was then that the rough play began. Hilary did 
not experience cruel blows; but a repetition of light 
lashes with the leather whip enticed her flesh, urging 
her to cry out for more. She craved the quick charge 
that dared to send her body over the edge of delight 
because of this torment. Blows rained upon her 
thighs, on her ass, on her legs. Each lash was so well 

placed, there was no way for Hilary to guess or antic- 
ipate the next meeting of leather with her flesh. 

There were two administrators of this punishment; 

and it was punishment that Hilary interpreted as 

excruciating pleasure. Behind the reins of this sensu- 

al game of thrill and terror were a man and a woman, 

artfully administering the blows upon Hilary’s vulner- 

able body. Surprisingly, the woman’s strokes were 

more intense, more focused than the man’s; the 

woman's lashes lightly bruised Hilary’s soft flesh. The 

woman concentrated mostly on Hilary’s ass and 

thighs while the man flicked his tasseled buggy whip 

over most of her body with soft strokes. Like a play 

of light and dark against her body, the heat rose wild- 

ly inside her; Hilary’s flesh was at last coming alive. 
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She wanted to let free the pleasure that was stuck in 
her throat; she wanted to scream and moan and 
thrust herself in orgasm against the stone column. As 
she writhed, she rubbed her cunt against the jutting 
stone, and her body came closer and closer to anoth- 

er orgasm. She pulsed in rhythm, allowing the instru- 
ments of her passion to increase her curious pleasure. 
Hilary’s body jumped and jerked in a purposeful way 
against the stone until the fury of her movements 
amplified so that she pulled up tight, every muscle 
within her being tensing in a final wave of pleasure. 
A warm wave of sexuality cascaded from deep within 
her. For a moment, she felt suspended in time; then 

she finally screamed and wailed like an animal in 
heat, her orgasm falling free from her lips. 

Her body hung limp and weak, her backside 
splotched and red from the punishment. She contin- 
ued to jerk softly, undulating again and again against 
the stone pillar that had been warmed by the heat of 
her body. At last she relaxed against her bonds as she 
felt the last trickle of pleasure drift away. She was too 
tired to keep herself supported, so the hands were 
obliged to lay her out on a soft mattress. Her body 
delighted in the comfort of the soft cushion beneath 
her. But her relief was not long-lasting, for as soon as 

she was laid down, her legs were parted and she was 
tied spread-eagle across the mattress, her face toward 
the low ceiling of the cellar. 

The faceless company that had surrounded Hilary 
now prepared to take pleasure from her ultimately 
submissive body. A large cock suddenly thrust into 
her mouth; the member was not introduced gently 

but rudely, completely opening her mouth until it 
stretched to the point of pain. At the same time 
another man’s cock entered her cunt, and she was 

fucked hard and fast at both ends. Neither man tried 
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to please her; rather, they were solely interested in 
taking their pleasure as they wished. The women, 
whose hands caressed her roughly, pinched her nip- 
ples hard between their fingers and took little love 
bites from her belly and tit flesh. 

It was a show that grew more fierce each moment. 
Every act, every thrust, every bite was more wild. It 
was a tableau to bring a gleam to Liza’s eye. She 
walked into the cellar just as the building passion was 
reaching its heated apex. It was as if when Hilary cli- 
maxed, Liza came too. As the men thrust deeply into 
Hilary’s passive body, Liza felt jolts of submissive 
delight. It reminded Liza of herself in the not-too-dis- 
tant past. Hilary lay there, her body like a ripe fruit, 
open and waiting to be plucked. She was going to be 
the perfect toy for Liza’s imaginative and rapacious 
desires. Oh yes, Liza would wait as she was required, 
knowing that the waiting was an important part of 
the seduction. Liza watched jealously as Hilary duti- 
fully, and clearly joyfully, licked out the pussies that 
were thrust over her tongue after the men had taken 
their pleasure. 

The first woman had a tall, slim body and a bright 
pink cunt with a very wet opening; it looked like cher- 

ry candy. She had been fingering herself while watch- 

ing the men take Hilary, so her cunt was very wet and 

engorged and she was on the edge of exploding. 
Hilary tongue-fucked her pussy like she was a pro, 

parting the pink lips with her fingers, spreading the 

opening with a flat tongue and diving into the cunt 

meat with delicious, long, slurping strokes. The 

woman was so beside herself with pleasure that she 

had her legs spread totally open and was holding her 

own pussy-lips open. Liza longed to be the woman 

who was at that moment receiving the attentions of 

Hilary’s tongue. 
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“Oh yes, very good,” the woman was groaning. 
“Get that tongue all the way in my cunt. Tongue-fuck 
me. Lash me with your tongue. Do my clit now ... 
faster ... lick hard ... suck it, yes.” The commands 
were endless, and Hilary met them all until the 
woman finally settled on being sucked off with one 
finger pressed up her cunt and another in her ass- 
hole. 

Hilary gently sucked on the swollen clit bud to 
tease and increase the cunt heat, and then pressed 
one finger into the wet pussy-hole. She rubbed a sec- 
ond finger in there, collecting the juice that would oil 
the other opening. Then she slipped her finger into 
the tight, puckered asshole. 

The woman bucked beneath her, so Hilary fucked 

good and hard; she rammed the woman with her fin- 
gers and began to suck harder on the bursting clit 
bud. 

“That’s right, that’s right ... yes,” the woman 
screamed, her hips trembling as Hilary’s lips lapped 
away at her exploding cunt. With the orgasm com- 
plete, Hilary still held the woman’s trembling thighs 
apart. “Lick it clean,” the woman ordered. And Liza 
watched as her sweet submissive eagerly lapped at 
the cunt before her, cleaning it of jism and renewing 
the vigorous passion it had displayed moments ago. 

Every woman had something licked or sucked or 
fingered by Hilary; and there were no complaints 
about her abilities. The only complaint was that 
Liza’s cunt was in overdrive from the excitement of 
watching her lover-slave between the legs of the 
other women. She watched, burning inside, as a 
young woman turned around and thrust her asshole 
over Hilary’s mouth, crying out, “Lick it, bitch,” as 
she continued to finger her own cunt. The soft 
mounds of the young woman’s ass surrounded 
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Hilary’s face, and Hilary lost herself to the stran- 
geness of her new role. She thrust her tongue hard 
against the tightly puckered little hole and plowed 
into the narrow, mysterious canal. Liza could see 
Hilary’s tongue get lost in the orifice between the two 
plump cheeks that pumped up and down, up and 
down. Hilary used her teeth, as well, to dig deeper 
into the woman’s bottom hole, and then plunged her 
tongue into the very depth of the anal canal, spread- 
ing it wide open while filling it up to the brim. 

The recipient of this anal tongue-fuck was nearly 
delirious with pleasure. “Oh yes, bitch! Yes, keep 
sucking me,” she commanded. “Yeah.” The woman 
rocked back and forth over Hilary’s mouth as the 
younger woman continued to rim her lustily. At last 
the woman fell hard against Hilary, anchoring herself 
against the soft body, digging her fingernails into the 
tender flesh as she rocked with a powerful orgasm. 

As soon as the woman had come, the other 

woman grabbed a double dildo and inserted it into 
her own cunt and then into Hilary’s. The woman 
began to thrust hard against Hilary’s body, and Hilary 
returned the thrust. 

The two-headed rubber cock gave each woman 

about five or six inches, and they moved into a scis- 

sors position so they could maximize the amount of 

cock they could stuff into their cunts. They had the 

cock rammed so far in that their cunt-lips were touch- 

ing, and they were close enough to tongue kiss and 

suck each other’s titties. Then the other woman got 

real close and practically mounted Hilary’s body, 

bringing their clits kissing-close as well. The woman 

fucked and pumped and rubbed until she felt her 

orgasm creeping out of her groin, dripping down her 

pussy. She panted and groaned as the explosion 

ripped through her. Hilary picked up the cue and 
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rubbed hard against the woman’s twat, taking the 
rubber cock in far as she could get it and feeling the 
familiar, welcomed tingle between her legs. Although 
her body was nearing exhaustion, she felt another 
orgasm flooding her being. Each thrust of the rubber 
cock deep inside her body aroused more passion, 
despite her fatigue, as the other woman continued to 
take her own pleasure with the tool. Hilary’s pleasure 
seemed to come from a deeper place than she had 
ever known, and she began to thrust back against the 
woman and the long dildo inside her cunt. Hilary 
pushed her body against the limits she’d once given 
herself out of fear and convention. She moaned in a 
guttural, primal, untamed expression of lust, and her 
cries melded with the other woman’s equally wild 
gasps of pleasure. Hilary’s body tensed, and she 
stopped moving. She felt as though she were animat- 
ed in some distant dimension, and then the older 
woman fell hard against her, screaming out her own 
pleasure and giving the dildo one last forceful shove 
into the younger woman. Hilary’s body collapsed, and 
her mind fell into that strange dimension of absolute 
elation—and ultimate exhaustion. The room was sud- 
denly very quiet, and all the bodies became still. 

The sound of a brisk wind could be heard through 
the high basement window. Somewhere a faucet was 
dripping, and its muted sound was deafening in the 
silence. The room was hot from the heat of fucking, 
but it was waning quickly as the coolness began to 
eat away at the tepid warmth. 

Liza felt the silence. It was like an orgasm had 
taken her and shaken her very core; and though she 
had not touched herself, she’d become such a part of 
the frenzied coupling that her body felt somewhat 
satisfied by the image the combined bodies had given 
her. 
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There was so much that she wanted for Hilary, so 
many ways of experiencing pleasure. She wanted to 
give her the opportunity of tasting myriad new 
desires. She wanted Hilary more than ever because 
she felt that she’d found the perfect female 
mate—the epitome of the aggressive submissive with 
a mind and body to compliment her own. 

She longed for the drama to be over, to take 
Hilary for her own, and for her own pleasure to 
begin. It had been so different for Liza—her prize 
had been different at the end of her test. But her test 
had been one of submission fueled by knowing that 
on the other side of the drama there were certain 
desires to be fulfilled. That made the experience 
complete. Making these desires and fantasies a reali- 
ty gave the submission meaning; being challenged 
mentally and physically lifted sexual satisfaction to 
an almost religious peak. 

“Untie her,” Liza ordered. 
How sweet her four little slaves were, and how 

well they’d performed their tasks. None of the slaves 
had been the applicant that Liza had been seeking, 
but they had intrigued her enough to become lesser 
instruments of her teaching. None of them had had 
that special vibrancy and energy that made them rise 

above the common fuck, nor that unnameable quali- 

ty that made someone able to be lifted above banali- 

ty to something rare. The slaves would always be 

very good—in fact they would always perform better 

than most lovers; but none was truly extraordinary. 

When Liza had met Hilary, she had known instantly 

that she had found special mystery. 
“Tie her on the platform, ass wide,” Liza ordered. 

The slaves knew exactly what their mistress want- 

ed, and as Liza left the room, they were already com- 

plying with her demand. In Liza’s eyes there was a 

95 



MASQUERADE BOoKS 

necessary ruthlessness that she’d learned from 
Oliver. She felt driven by the darkness and coldness 
that dwelled within her; it was the force that now 
drove her slaves and Hilary forward and beyond. 
There was a kind of animal determination in Liza’s 
features that would have frightened Hilary had she 
seen it. 

As Hilary was pulled from the comfort of the 
cushion on the floor, she vaguely felt that the climate 
of the events had changed rather dramatically. She 
felt that fate was hurtling her toward something ulti- 
mately dangerous. All she could do at this point was 
follow where her mistress led. 
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Seven 
It was time for the first unveiling of her prize. Oliver 
had recognized Liza’s need for a woman, and he had 
allowed for it under the condition that the woman 
would also be a source of his own pleasure. The time 
had come for him to share with Liza the preparation 
of their charge. It was time for Hilary to be intro- 
duced to her master, and it was time for Liza to step 
aside and prove to Oliver how well she had prepared 
the young woman. 

As Liza climbed the stairs, she could feel herself 

coming that much closer to the fulfillment that had 
obsessed her since the inception of the plan. Liza was 
filled with a sense of the power of her lust. She con- 
sidered how she had orchestrated every scene, nur- 
tured every little sensual detail, so that both Hilary 
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and Oliver would be seduced and enticed by one 
another and by Liza herself. Climbing the stairs to 
retrieve Oliver gave Liza a sense of triumph, for 
introducing Oliver would set into motion the final 
acts of Hilary’s training, and they would at last be 
able to enjoy her together. 

As Liza reached the top of the stairs, she could 
hardly contain herself. It had been a strained several 
weeks with Oliver. He could become so introverted 
and brooding. When he withdrew into his dark world 
Liza felt excluded and afraid. Yet she had to admit to 
herself that she had been rather occupied with 
thoughts of Hilary and hadn’t paid him proper atten- 
tion. It would be advantageous for them to return to 
one another. 

It didn’t occur to her that, in this interim, he would 
retreat to the warm, wet places he had known before 
Liza; that he would go back to fucking her archrival. 
But the cries wafted as she climbed the stairs; the 
sounds were so loud and so primal that they reached 
down through the ducts that ran into the cellar. It was 
a man and a woman making juicy, loud, delicious 
fuck noises; it was Liza’s man and a woman she 
despised. 

The passage to their room was only fifteen feet 
from the stairs, so it was easy to hear who it was 
behind the closed door of the bedroom. Her pride 
was instantly wounded as she realized that Diana and 
Oliver were fucking lustily behind the door. Fucking 
in her bed! Liza was seething as she listened to them 
screaming and growling like rutting animals. 

Liza did not know whether to walk in and throw 
the bitch out of her bed, or whether it would be wiser 
to turn on her heels and walk away. Diana ... how 
Liza would love to spit in her face. She wanted noth- 
ing more than to slap the woman’s face in rage, and 
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she wanted Oliver to see her venom. But then she 
knew that he would stand there coldly distant, and 
Liza would suddenly feel like a petulant child. Worse 
than these conflicted feelings were the feelings of 
arousal that were awakening in her body because of 
the wild, bestial sounds emanating from behind the 
door. Despite her rage, Liza found herself wishing to 
join them. She wanted to watch them fucking. At the 
same time she wanted to run away and cry like a 
child. But she could not deny the moisture between 
her legs, or her pussy generating love juice as she lis- 
tened. She reached between her thighs and touched 
the wet mound of clean, hot flesh, and she began to 
finger herself as she listened to her husband fuck 
another woman. The more furious the sounds from 
the room, the more furious was Liza’s masturbation 
as she matched her rhythmic caresses to the cadence 
of Diana’s orgasm. Liza pumped her body against the 
wall, her cunt against her hand as she listened to 
Oliver coming, his groaning long and deep. Liza’s 
own pleasure cries began to escape her lips as she 
bucked herself against her sopping wet fingers, an 
orgasm sweeping over her body. She cried out with 
intense pleasure. 

The bedroom door opened with startling swift- 
ness. Liza was caught with her fingers still lingering 
on her pussy, and her face reddened with childish 

shame. He stood at the door looking at her with cool 
detachment. 

“You could’ve joined us, my love,” he said with a 

calm smile. 
“II thought I’d let you have your fun,” she 

replied, attempting to match his calm smile. 
Oliver chuckled. 
“So you got yourself off on our fucking?” quipped 

Diana. She lay against the pillows on the bed, her 
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wild red hair strewn across the casing, her voluptuous 
body and lovely porcelain skin set off beautifully 
against the green sheets. 

Liza could not respond to Diana without revealing 
her fury, so she let the comment go unanswered. 

“Hilary is ready for you, my sweet,” Liza said, 
turning to Oliver. 

His eyebrows raised in reply. It seemed, from the 
expression on his face, that he had something more 
to say. 

“Diana dear,” Liza said directly to the other 

woman, “I need to speak with Oliver alone.” 
Diana smirked and pulled herself out of the bed, 

draping a silk dressing gown over her naked form. 
She smiled at Liza and then cast a lusty glance at 
Oliver and without turning around said, “I see I’ve 
trained my little one well.” 

“Damn her!” Liza screamed when Diana was 
gone. 

“Liza,” Oliver said with an ironic grin on his lips, 
“your jealousy is so charming.” He kissed her on the 
forehead. 

“T hate her.” 
“You simply hate the part of her that resembles 

yourself,” he replied. He went to the couch and 
picked up his jeans and shirt. 

Liza realized that she couldn’t say more without 
damning herself to possible tortures she didn’t want 
to endure. Clearly, Oliver was getting her back for 
fucking the young stud Stephen in their marital bed. 
And besides, Oliver had a passion for Diana, just as 
Liza had her passion for Stephen. They allowed each 
other their separate affairs. 

“Besides, my dear,” he said as he laced up his 
boots, “you love who she’s been and still is to you, 
whether you want to admit it or not.” 
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Liza seethed inwardly, knowing that Oliver was 
right, and his knowledge of her made her angry. But 
she was grateful to Oliver, and she hated to admit it 
but she was also grateful to Diana for bringing her 
and Oliver together. 

She watched him as he finished dressing. He was 
such an alluring man, and Liza found herself wanting 

him right at that moment. She wanted to stop every- 
thing and have him all to herself for many long 
hours. To hell with everything else: Hilary, the cellar, 
the slaves, Diana and Stephen. All she wanted now 
was for Oliver to take charge of her body, take 
charge of her being and use her as he wished. She 
wanted to give herself to him as no other woman 
ever had or ever would. She wanted to bend over and 
offer her ass to her husband, to give him the tight ori- 
fice of love he so coveted and allow him to plunge 
himself into the depths of her, lost in his obsession 

with anal loving. 
Her body was vibrating, exuding the force of her 

desires. Oliver looked at Liza and recognized the 
passion and returned the energy. He knew exactly 
what she wanted, and he could read the lust in her 
eye and the intention in her heart. 

“Not now, Liza,” he said. His amusement suddenly 

ran cool. His face was hard, and he was focusing on 

other intentions now. 
She sighed, knowing that, once again, she would 

have to wait. 
“Liza,” he spoke sharply. 
“Yes, sir,” she responded, automatically his sub- 

missive. 
“I trust that she is ready, because if she’s not, you 

know who will ultimately pay the price?” 
“I do not expect her to let you down, sir.” She kept 

her eyes down, displaying her own good training. 
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She opened the door for her master and followed 
him out and down to the cellar. 

It seemed like hours that Hilary was tied on her 
hands and knees. Her body was fast reaching the 
point of exhaustion. She did not know how much 
more she could take, especially if her captors were 
without compassion. She was tied over a small bench 
or stool so that her lower chest and belly were sup- 
ported. There was a place on the apparatus for her 
head to rest, though her arms were awkwardly tied 
and her knees parted so wide that it was almost 
painful. She was stretched and tied so that her ass 
was obviously displayed, and the weight of her body 
not hers to bear. 

She sensed that the time had come for the final 
violation of the last part of her body that had not 
been used—the part of her body that had been stu- 
diously avoided in all her encounters. She was certain 
about what was to follow, and she was frightened. As 
she heard voices from the top of the stairs, her body 
went rigid with terror. 

They were like royalty entering. They walked in, 
the aura of authority preceding them. Liza wore 
flowing silks that swirled around her as she walked, 
fabric so sheer that her naked body was clearly visi- 
ble underneath. Oliver followed, bringing with him a 
dark persona that was complimented by the light 
emanating from Liza’s being. His was a darkness not 
of cruelty but the darkness of authority and mystery 
that keeps his submissive questioning and alive with 
wonder. 

Time seemed to stop in the dank cellar as he 
entered. It seemed as though expectancy entered 
with him. Nobody moved including Hilary, who 
sensed that at last Oliver had come. 

Hilary was the target of his intense focus. Her 
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creamy ass was ripe and open, her anus a little bud in 
between a mound of tight flesh. He let her feel the 
stillness and tension in the room, and then he walked 
toward her and rudely slapped the flesh of her but- 
tocks. Hilary jerked and a small cry escaped her lips. 
He grabbed a dildo from a table. It was not overly 
long, only about five inches in length, but it was two 
full inches in diameter. The others watched him 
intently as he first caressed her ass, then slapped her 
hard again. Then he rubbed the dildo up and down 
the splayed crack of her bottom. After some pro- 
longed teasing, Oliver swiftly lathered her ass with 
white grease and, with no ceremony, roughly shoved 
the dildo in her anus. 

“NO!” she screamed. 
As soon as the word escaped her lips, she regret- 

ted it. Her voice shot through the air and hung like a 
terrible mistake. Her body was still feeling the acute 
pain of the dildo, and she could not prevent herself 
from letting the tears well up in her eyes. She could 
not retract that utterance, even if she could hide her 

tears behind the blindfold. 
Oliver pulled Hilary’s head back by her hair. His 

anger was controlled and focused. She understood 
his power. 

“What did you say?” 
His voice chilled her through the marrow. 
“I’m sorry, sir,” she replied, ashamed. 
“Bitch,” he sneered. “You'll have to prove your 

remorse with silence.” And with a decisive gesture he 
grabbed a leather strap from the table and quickly 
inflicted a dozen blows across her ass. 

It took every last ounce of her concentration to 
keep her from crying out, but she did endure. It 
seemed that the pain was in every part of her body, 
and she wanted to scream, as though crying out 
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would ward off the agony. But she wanted her mis- 
tress more than she wanted to scream, and so Hilary 
endured. 

“You’d better not be wasting my time,” he said 

bluntly. 
His words were a threat to both Hilary and Liza, 

making the promise of authentic submission more 
viable than ever. Through his words, Hilary realized 

that Liza’s attentions were a true prize which would 
not be easily won. 

Oliver turned on his heel and left the cellar. Liza 
followed him. She was slightly afraid, for she was 
never sure exactly what was on his mind. She never 
knew when his coldness was sincere or ironic. In their 
initial plan, Oliver had reserved the right to dismiss 

Hilary at any given time, and Liza was fearful that he 
might do just that. 

All who were left in the cellar were stunned by his 
brief presence and waited in frozen silence before 
anyone had the courage to move. 

Morning dawned brightly in the room where 
Hilary slept. She’d been carried there, though she 
hardly remembered. She suspected she was in the 
same room where she had first been taken at the 
beginning of this arduous weekend. Beyond the 
blindfold, Hilary could sense that the room was light 
and airy. She felt the warmth of the sun on her naked 
back, and she could feel the soft texture of the silky 

fabrics of the pillows against her body. The smell of 
coffee wafted through the room. She knew instinc- 
tively that there would be no more adventures for the 
weekend, and the thought saddened her. 

“Get up,” a male voice commanded her. 
She rose to her feet, unbalanced and unused to 

navigating under her own power. No hands came to 
her aid, except a single pair that guided her to a 
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warm, soapy bath where she was washed in a per- 
functory way. There was no sensual play, there were 
no caressing hands to soothe her alienation. And 
then before she knew it, she was once again seated 
on a low stool with her wrists bound behind her, her 
pussy and breasts exposed. She sat waiting, wonder- 
ing if this torment would go on for hours as it had 
previously. But rather suddenly, her blindfold was 
stripped from her eyes, and she closed them, shield- 
ing herself from the flood of white light that blinded 
her. Soon her eyes began to adjust, and she found 
that she was seated in the morning room. She gazed 
at Stephen and Liza as they stood before her in 
exactly the same positions they had been in on 
Friday. 

“Untie her,” Liza instructed Stephen. Her voice 
was devoid of any emotion. 

Hilary had hoped that her mistress would at last 
give her the attentions she craved so desperately. But 
Liza’s gaze was icy and dictatorial. 

Liza stared at Hilary’s beautiful body. Behind the 
mask of detachment, her fires burned more passion- 
ately than ever for the young woman. 

“Crawl to me,” Liza ordered. 
Hilary slowly raised herself from the stool and 

moved onto the floor, crouching on all fours. She 
took great pleasure in humbling herself before her 
mistress as she crawled to her. 

“You’re fortunate that you are still allowed in this 
house. Your outburst in front of your master is a 
transgression.” 

“Pm sorry.” 

“You realize that Oliver was rather lenient with 
you?” 

“Yes.” Hilary kept her head bowed. 
“Such behavior will not be tolerated again. If you 
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transgress again your removal will be swift and cer- 
tain. Is that understood?” 

“Ves.” 

“Good.” 
And then it seemed to Hilary that Liza’s tone soft- 

ened almost imperceptibly. 
“This is for you,” she said, as she held out a small 

package. “Your things are waiting for you at the 
door. You will return to this house only when you are 
summoned.” 

“Then I will not be coming Friday night?” 
“You will return to this house only when you are 

summoned,” Liza repeated coldly. 
Hilary rose from her place before her mistress, 

and keeping her eyes down, made her way to the 
door. She quickly collected her personal belongings 
and silently left. 
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Fight 
Life at the estate with Oliver and Liza was a secret 
existence, but it had become so intrusive in her other 
world that Hilary was no longer certain which reality 
was more plausible to her. Home and work seemed 
bland and ordinary, as if she was going through the 
motions of an old habit; her activities held little 
meaning for her. She craved to be back in the world 
of Liza and Oliver and unbridled, submissive lust. 

Her cunt oozed just thinking about it. 
“This belongs in your ass,” read the note Hilary 

found in the package Liza sent her home with. 
The message was significantly precise. 
Also in the package was a dildo—the same one 

that Oliver had rammed up her ass. 
“Use it now. Use it everyday. Don’t disappoint me.” 
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The last thing in the world Hilary wanted to do 
was let Liza down. She loved her and wanted her. 
She wanted her body, her tongue, her hands, her 
reciprocated love. Hilary wanted everything that Liza 
represented. She wanted to bathe in the fire of her 
wild sexual presence; she wanted to be next to the 
woman who was the catalyst that was igniting pas- 
sions dark and light within her. The dark had become 
so seductive, and Hilary knew that at the estate she 
would be allowed to explore those fantasies. 

She wore the dildo in her ass during the evening 
when she returned from work. Each evening she 
would bend before her mirror, spread the cheeks of 
her bare ass, rub a lubricant into the tight orifice and 
insert the fat dildo into her contracting opening. It 
was the second of many intrusions into her other life, 
the first being the collar that she had not removed 
from her neck all that weekend. The collar and the 
dildo were strong reminders of the estate and the 
glaring difference between her two worlds. 

Yet life with the collar, dildo, and fantasies was 

becoming an integra! part of her being, intrusive as 
they were. She came to enjoy them, as she did the 
third intrusion, which was the lavender envelopes 
that appeared each morning; they were pushed under 
her door during the night. It gave her a curious thrill 
to know that someone stalked her hall at night and 
left the messages for her. Did this mysterious delivery 
person know the contents of the envelopes? 

On Monday morning the first message read: 
DO NOT REMOVE THE COLLAR ALL DAY. 

Hilary didn’t mind. In fact, she didn’t want to take 
the collar off for it was by now a welcome resiraint 
around her neck, and it made her cunt throb when 
she wore it tight. She had never ventured to wear it 
to work, and the thought of mixing the two worlds 
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made her thrill with the danger of being discovered 
and exposed. She couldn’t help wondering what peo- 
ple in the workday world would think of her bizarre 
accessory, but she was more concerned about disap- 
pointing her mistress, and more still, was worried 
about the punishment she would receive for disobe- 
dience. 

It took her a few hours in the morning to get used 
to her image in the mirror. She selected a dress that 
would set the collar off as though it were a piece of 
unusual jewelry. She decided that it didn’t look too 
bold or obvious, and so she walked out her apart- 
ment with an air of secret confidence. 

Throughout the day she wondered if it was stares 
of admiration or knowing or simple curiosity that the 
collar attracted. At times she wondered if it wasn’t 
merely her self-consciousness that made it seem as 
though she were attracting more attention, her ner- 
vousness presuming the stares of curiosity. The other 
side of her emotions was cluttered with feelings of 
intense arousal that were clear and definite. Her 
body was nearly at a peak all day. Hilary was ready 
for sex as she sat squirming on her stool, frustrated at 
the long hours that ticked by too slowly. 

Tuesday morning there was the second lavender 
envelope with the exotic purple ink. 

WEAR THE DILDO ALL DAY. 
Her body cringed at the lewd idea, and simultane- 

ously she welcomed the thought. 
As she wore the reminder, hidden deep within her 

anus, there was not a minute of the day that she was 
not conscious of her separate life. She enjoyed the 
discomfort of being impaled by the thick plastic mem- 
ber while she sat enacting business transactions. The 
dildo seemed to work its way more deeply into her ass 
as she sat there; each time she moved, the dildo 
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inched further up inside her. Wearing the dildo in 
place all day was an act of submission that pleased her 
and kept her body on the edge of climax all day long. 

At five o’clock she began to close her desk and 
was preparing to leave when there was a phone call 
for her. 

It was a woman’s voice. 
“Walk to 12th Street and in the department store 

on the southwest corner and find the ladies room in 
the women’s apparel department. In the first bath- 
room stall, exchange the clothes you are wearing for 
the ones hanging on the back of the door there.” 
And then she hung up. 

Hilary was shocked and afraid. She had no idea 
what they intended for her to do, but she sensed that 

it was something outrageous or dangerous. She could 
feel her heart beating rapidly, and her breath seemed 
to almost materialize in front of her as she panted 
with anxiety and excitement. She was diving into a 
vast unknown in playing these games with Liza, 
Oliver, and the others. They were veritable strangers, 
yet Hilary was obliged to trust them completely; and 
she was far too involved to stop now. 

Hilary knew the store that the woman had men- 
tioned on the phone, and she walked the ten blocks 
to it as though in a dream. She made her way to the 
ladies room and pulled at the door with some hesita- 
tion. Once she was on the other side of that door she 
wouldn’t be able to turn back. For a split second 
Hilary wanted to turn and run away. All of a sudden 
all her old fears and conventional emotions flooded 
her being, attempting to make her stop; her old self 
was trying to force the newer emerging self to return 
to safety and abort the whole adventure. Her loins 
burned, and with determination she pulled the door 
open, plunging herself forward into the unknown. 
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The clothes were waiting in the stall for her. She 
grabbed the hanger quickly to keep herself from 
backing out of her commitment. The clothes were 
unlike anything she had ever owned or worn. There 
were bright red spandex stretch pants and a spandex 
top that was cut so low in the front that her cleavage 
and her hardened nipples were apparent to any eye. 
There was a silver belt to tie around her waist and 
five-inch spike heels that fit her perfectly. 

As she emerged from the stall, she looked at her- 

self in the mirror and realized that she had been 
ordered to dress like a tease, a slut. She’d looked that 
way at the estate before, but never in her “other 
life.” The clothes hugged Hilary’s body so closely 
that not one curve, not one voluptuous crevice, went 
unseen. She wondered if she would attract lewd 
stares, and if other women would notice as she knew 
that men would. She wondered if she would win 
some propositions dressed so much like a whore. For 
Hilary, it would be a daring act to merely step out of 
the ladies room. But at last she did just that, and she 

made her way out of the department store and down 
onto the street. 

It was a little past five, and the street was crowded 
with people on their way home from work. Most 
were walking hurriedly with their faces cast down, 
simply concentrating on getting home. Yet Hilary did 
not go unnoticed. 

At first she felt extremely self-conscious, but as 

she began to notice that men, and even some women, 
were looking at her with some interest, she thrust out 

her breasts. and strutted down the street, acting the 
part that her outfit demanded. She wanted them to 
look at her, and as she walked down the street, her 
desire began to burn beneath her flesh. She began to 
enjoy the attention, realizing that she had thought 
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and dreamed of strangers desiring her as they were 
while she moved down the street, but she had always 
been afraid to explore her own exhibitionistic 
instincts on her own. Now she had Liza to guide her, 

and Hilary would do anything for Liza. She began to 
feel the dampness in her crotch and thought of the 
sexual power taking her over. At last she found her 
car and slipped inside. 

As she drove home, she could not keep herself 
from reaching between her legs with one hand. She 
couldn’t stop her needs from being satisfied, and as 
she drove out onto the expressway, her fingers 
explored her wet pussy. She spread her legs as wide 
as she possibly could and opened the plump lips of 
her cunt so that she could caress her burning flesh 
more easily as she drove. She didn’t care that truck- 
ers who passed her could see her playing with herself; 
in fact, she wanted to expose herself to their hungry 
eyes. Her fingers rubbed and teased her pussy furi- 
ously, the sweet wetness of her cunt was flowing 
freely over her fingers. Her pleasure was enhanced 
by the dildo still shoved deeply into her asshole. As 
Hilary pumped against her own fingers, her asshole 
tightened itself against the dildo. The instrument 
expanded everything inside her, opening her to deep- 
er pleasures. Her orgasm nearly began to spill; she 
forced herself to stop the beautiful waves of pleasure 
that made her body move and buck and shudder 
from her shoulders to her toes. Her pleasure was wild 
and free, enhanced by her moving vehicle but she 
could not allow the ultimate pleasure of coming; she 
could not cheat on her mistress. Her pussy could not 
come by her own hand unless Liza was there to 
watch. She was grateful that there was little traffic so 
that she could speed her car along, matching its 
velocity with the force of her pleasure. 
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_When she arrived home, she entered her apart- 
ment in a daze. She went to the bathroom and looked 
at herself in the mirror and was amazed at her reflec- 
tion; she was also amazed at her own boldness. There 
was a beauty in what she saw, and it was as if she 
hardly recognized herself; there was a dark mystery 
in her eyes that excited and frightened her. 

Later that evening, before she retired to bed, 
another envelope was slid under her door. She 
paused as she saw it in the hallway. Her body began 
to churn as if on cue. She felt apprehension, fear, 
and ultimately a curiosity that took control of her 
loins. She thirsted for something she had. never 
known. She realized after the events of the day that 
she had just began to uncover the possibilities of her 
own sexuality. 

She played cat and mouse with the envelope, and 
it seemed to call to her. She let her body simmer with 
the expectation and let it sit for twenty minutes 
before she went to pick it up. Fear had also kept her 
from picking it up, but at last curiosity prevailed, and 
she anxiously tore open the lavender envelope. 
YOU’RE BECOMING THE PERFECT WHORE. DON’T STOP. 

Curiously, she appreciated the sound of the word 
“whore.” It jolted her and radically altered her own 
perception of herself. She was also surprised to real- 
ize that someone had witnessed her performance. 
She had had no idea. Who could could it have been? 
Stephen? Liza? Oliver? Or perhaps it was someone 
that she had yet to meet. She fell asleep wondering, a 
smile of satisfaction crossing her face; she was appre- 
ciated. 

Wednesday morning she dashed for her front 
door, expecting to find an envelope, and was utterly 
disappointed to find nothing. She felt lost without 
instructions for her day. She had grown used to the 
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challenges; she wanted them, and without the lewd 
instructions Hilary felt alone. The thirst she had 
known for those secret delights had not been 
quenched. 
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“So what are your plans for the little tart today?” 
Stephen asked. 

“Whatever she likes,” Liza replied. 
“We’re not going to jerk her chain today?” 
“No new envelopes. I am letting her store her 

energy because soon ‘her chain’ is going to be 
yanked very hard indeed.” 

Stephen laughed, completely understanding his 
mistress. 

“She’s ripe for it,” he sneered. 
“I haven’t even begun to make her sweat,” Liza 

said. 
“You’re very good at this,” Stephen observed, as 

he sat across from her in a lounge chair. He was 
dressed in his usual casual attire: T-shirt, jeans and 
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boots. Liza had called him to her room that morning, 
her fires burning and her body ready for a good, hard 
fuck, and her sweet Oliver away on business. She 

lounged in her robe, her breasts falling free from the 
fabric, her cunt visible as she allowed the sun to play 
on her beautiful body. 

Stephen slouched in the chair and gazed at her, 
eyeing her shaved pussy and its pouting lips, 
hungrily. He loved watching her, loved the way she 
moved so comfortably in her nudity and the way she 
arched her eyebrows when she spoke in a coy man- 
ner. He liked the way her half-clothed body kept him 
anxious, kept him wondering when she might leap up 
and fling her garment away and attack him, taking 
his aching cock in her mouth and sucking him in, tast- 

ing him deeply. He imagined getting fed up with her 
sassiness, and in his mind’s eye he saw himself rising 
and ripping the robe off her, simply claiming his trea- 
sure, rather than waiting for his treasure to claim 
him. 

He loved watching her as much as she loved being 
watched. Sometimes, Liza would perform quite lewd- 
ly for him. Once she danced for him for a full hour, 
with no rest, moving and undulating around him 
using scarves, feathers, and leather straps. She 

pressed her tits, her pussy, and her ass against his face 
and body in a tantalizing, teasing way and rubbed up 
against his hard cock until he was clearly aching with 
desire. Her pussy was flowing from all the excitement 
and her body was exhausted, but just as she was 
ready to mount him and take his hardness deep into 
the soft, dark, wet chamber of her desire, he changed 
the rules and the roles: He took charge and wouldn't 
let her stop dancing and grinding against him until he 
was ready to take her. He was attempting to separate 
Liza from her pleasure so that he could successfully 
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steal from her. He wanted to take control of her, take 

away her power and her ability to create her own 
pleasure. But Liza could not be separated from her 
pleasure—not by Stephen anyway. Her body became 
electrified if she was servicing someone else’s desires, 
as well as if someone was concentrating only on her 
pleasure. She had made the dance like the actual act 
of fucking, and as Stephen watched, she rubbed her 
cunt in a hundred ways, each without the touch of 
her hand. Stephen’s little power play excited them 
both, and the two of them created enough heat to 
launch a space shuttle, just by generating intense sex- 
ual energy. As Liza danced and created friction 
between her legs, Stephen’s cock became an accesso- 
ry to her dance, one she’d tease and taunt as she 
moved. Soon, the two of them were shooting wild 
spasms of come, exploding without having fucked. 
Then, when the last bit of orgasm rocked through 
them, they fucked like wild animals in heat. Stephen 
tossed Liza on the floor, spread her wide open and 
plunged in his still-hard cock, going deep on the very 
first thrust. She received him, opening totally and 
pushing herself up to greet his thrusts. The excite- 
ment of the hard, tantalized cock gliding into the 
creamy, warm cunt sent them both into another 
orgasmic frenzy. They came—loudly, with much com- 
motion. Then they separated and fell back on the 
floor with a sigh. 

“Of course I am good at what I do,” rejoined Liza. 

“Yes, that’s because you’re a bitch.” 
“I’d love to do the same to you someday. I’d love 

to watch you squirm and suffer underneath me, beg- 
ging me for more,” she taunted him. 

“You’re tempting me again, you bitch,” he said, 
the anger and frustration rising in his voice. 
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“You are astute, dear Stephen,” she replied as she 
lay on her bed. Her robe had fallen open, completely 
revealing her body. 

“I want you now,” he said huskily, moving toward 
her on the bed. 

“No,” she said cattily. 
“Are you trying to piss me off?” he growled. 
“Perhaps,” she hissed. 
She could feel his anger begin to rise from deep 

within him. She was enjoying manipulating him as 
much as he was enjoying being toyed with. He want- 
ed to attack her, hold her down and punish her for 
trying to unman him. He wanted nothing more than 
to pound himself into her hard and furiously, taking 
her cunt, her mouth, her asshole. He wanted to fuck 

her so hard that it was brutal. But Stephen held back, 
for taking her in the heat of anger was off limits. She 
was allowed to taunt him, but he would be disobey- 
ing if he responded, especially if he responded physi- 
cally. Knowing these limits made him burn all the 
more furiously, his anger growing rich and wild inside 
his mind and in between his thighs. Suddenly his 
anger broke through his restraint. 

“I don’t care about the rules anymore, you bitch. I 
am going to take you now,” he said. 

She thrilled with dangerous excitement. She want- 
ed him to take her with his anger billowing almost 
out of control. She wanted him to dominate her at 
last, and that domination would take force, perhaps 
even violence. The time had come, and Liza was 

ready, though she knew she was breaking a cardinal 
rule: Oliver was not there. And she was alone with 
Stephen and his wrath. 

Stephen could feel the darkness rising within him, 
and the possibility of finally taking her as he pleased 
was rapidly becoming a probability. It seemed as if 
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the two of them were moving through a dream that 
had been rehearsed over and over in their imagina- 
tions. He stood up from his place on the lounge. 
Pictures of humiliating her, fucking her, forcing her to 
grovel and moan under his body fiashed through his 
mind. 

“Stop!” A voice pierced through their fantasy 
world. 

Stephen kept moving toward Liza. 
“Stop!” the voice roared again. 
Suddenly reality caught Stephen, and he felt dis- 

comfort rise in his throat. 
“Get out, Stephen.” 
Stephen froze. 
Like a Cheshire cat, Liza lured him, beckoned him 

toward the bed. 
But his better judgement took over, and Stephen 

backed off. Then it became clear who had cracked 
the code of their fantasy and interrupted their animal 
instincts. Oliver stood in the corner of the room, and 

he moved forward to stand between the bed and 
Stephen. His dark eyes peered deeply into Stephen’s. 
Oliver’s expression was not angry or cruel. His eyes 
were calm and stoney. 

“Now is not the time.” 
Stephen realized that Oliver was right, and he 

forced his passions to cool. As soon as he completely 
came out of his fierce fantasy state, Stephen realized 
that he was standing only inches from Oliver’s face. 

As Liza watched them, she could almost feel her 
pussy dripping with come, so exciting did she find the 
scene before her. To her it was like watching war- 
riors, two armed men square off for battle; and she 
was the prize. She watched their pulsing bodies near- 
ly glow with predatory tension, and she realized that 
any moment the game could turn on her, making her 
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the focus of their anger. She let out her breath as she 
watched Stephen turn and silently leave the room. 

Oliver still stood with his back to the bed. He 
remained that way for too long, and Liza began to 
get nervous. Suddenly he turned. His voice was utter- 
ly cold and quiet. 

“Don’t ever do that again.” Though he spoke the 
words quietly, they seemed to pin Liza back to the 
sheets with their power. 

“What do you mean?” she said quickly. “It was 
wonderful... 

“It was dangerous,” he cut her off. “And incredi- 
bly stupid. You could’ve been hurt.” 

Liza was stunned. It was not like Oliver to lace his 
words with such vehement cold. She felt like a child 
being scolded and blistered by his lashing tongue. It 
could not have hurt more had he paddled her butt till 
it was raw, and there was something in his demeanor 
that hinted that he was not too far off from doing 
precisely that. 

“If you want to play with that man’s rage, if you 
want to entice him to rape you, I won’t try to stop 
it. But how dare you try anything while I’m not 
here.” 

He was very angry, but he was in total control of 
his rage, unlike Stephen. Oliver could step into any 
situation and command every action and every play- 
er. Liza was awed by his authority over her, and she 
was captivated by his self-control. She sat up in the 
bed, her silk robe falling away. She was waiting for 
his further command or punishment. But he said 
nothing; he did not respond to her desire. Instead, he 

continued to pierce her being with his icy stare. 
“Don’t leave this room today.” 
“But Oliver, I’ve things to do....” 
He was at the door and ready to depart when her 
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words gushed out to stop him. He turned and gave 
her a steely glare. 

“Don’t leave this room until I come and get you. 
Have I made myself clear?” 

“Yes, sir,” she replied, subdued. 
He walked out of the room, closing the door firm- 

ly behind him. Liza heard the key in her lock, and the 

sound clearly sealed her fate. 

The next morning there was still no envelope. There 
were no phone calls to reassure her. There had been 
nothing to link Hilary with Liza or Oliver except the 
collar, the dildo, the clothing, and her vivid memo- 

ries; yet with each day, those memories became more 
distant, further removed from “real life.” There was 
no predetermined date for her return, and she won- 
dered if she would be invited back at all. The thought 
of not ever returning filled Hilary with a kind of des- 
perate panic. Were they no longer interested in her? 
Or had she failed to perform in some intrinsic way? 
She considered every dire possibility, and her instinct 
told her finally that the adventure was not over. But 
the deep knowledge of this did not keep her from 
wondering and worrying whether she was performing 
as a compliant and proper submissive. She wanted 
nothing more than to please her master and, of 
course, her mistress. 

Liza’s feelings during her first twenty-four hours of 

imprisonment vacillated between rage and bewilder- 
ment. Oliver had never been so angry with her, and 
he’d never stayed mad for so long. She had expected 
him to return during the night, yet he had not come. 
She had no food until morning. The maid had come 
early and left her a tray without waking her. 

She had no way to appeal her fate and she knew 
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that Oliver would not come to her until he was ready. 
And that could be a long time. Liza began to panic, 
worrying about the party, the weekend. And she wor- 
ried about Hilary. It was bad enough that she could 
not communicate with her charge; it must be horrible 
for Hilary. 

It was Friday morning and again there were no 
envelopes; the phone remained conspicuously quiet. 
Hilary’s heart sank. She removed the collar she’d 
been wearing all night and the dildo she’d worn as 
well. She placed the items carefully in the little 
leather bag that she kept them in and went to work 
without them. 

There was no breakfast tray in Liza’s room Friday 
morning. She bolted from her bed and raced for the 
door. It was unlocked, and that fact startled her. She 
was uncertain about what to do. Did she dare leave 
and violate Oliver’s orders? Or was the open door a 
sign that she was free to leave? 

Unable to contain herself, Liza chose to see the 

unlocked door as a sign of her freedom. After all, it 
was Friday. Not any Friday, but the beginning of a 
long weekend that Liza had spent much time plan- 
ning for. She made her way down to the kitchen. 

“Laura, where’s Oliver?” she asked the maid as 
she entered the warm kitchen. The aroma of break- 
fast filled her nostrils. 

“T saw him in the garden about an hour ago.” 
“Thank you,” she replied, and she dashed out the 

door and down the steps, wearing nothing more than 
a white T-shirt. She ran through the grass, reveling in 
her freedom. She ran behind the stable and found 
Oliver tending some plants. He looked up and 
watched her tentatively approach him. 
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“I’m sorry,” she stammered, feeling as though she 
had interrupted a sacred moment. Apologizing 
seemed the only appropriate way she could begin 
speaking to him. . 

“IT doubt that,” he replied, and continued to tend 

the rosebushes. 
“No, I am. I truly am sorry. Forgive me.” 
“There is nothing to forgive.” 
“You want to watch me suffer, don’t you?” Her 

anger was rising, while he remained calm, with a 
bemused smile slowly crossing his lips. 

He stopped his gardening and looked at her 
thoughtfully. 

“I hope you’ve been through hell these last two 
days. If you haven’t learned your lesson, I'll lock you 
up for another two days.” He was completely serious, 
but he was no longer angry. 

She wanted to resume their relationship without 
the anger, and it was obvious that that wouldn’t hap- 
pen until she had been dangled before him, until he 
had taken all the satisfaction he wanted from watch- 
ing her writhe. 

“Yes, sir,” she said. 
He dropped his spade in the dirt and walked 

toward her until they stood face to face. He main- 
tained the same steely visage. She shivered as she 
ventured to look into his black eyes. 

“There is one thing that you need to understand 
from your silly escapades. You took a terrible risk 
in inciting Stephen to anger. He can be more cruel 
and frightening than even you can imagine. For his 
sake and for yours, it was foolish of you to manipu- 
late him the way you did without me here. If you 
try it again, I shall fire him, and I'll unleash such a 
punishment upon you, you will most certainly 

never try anything like it again. Do you under- 
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stand?” There seemed to be a spark of fire rising in 
his eyes. 

Tears began to well in Liza’s eyes as her gaze met 
his. Once again she felt like a sheepish child who was 
being castigated. She loved Oliver more than ever 
because, once again, he proved himself to be her 

master. She realized how much she truly needed him. 
She knew that he loved her to the core—even the 
side of her that disobeyed and was often wildly out of 
control. But she knew that Oliver was her safety net 
in the wonderful world of sexual adventures they 
were creating at the estate. Her sexuality was reck- 
less without his distance and restraint. Because 
Oliver loved her, he would never let her go too far; 
he would never let her fall too deeply into something 
if he feared that she might not come out unharmed. 
Her union with Oliver was a perfect match of light 
and dark, and while she was the creator that kept 
their relationship bold and new and vital, Oliver was 
the one that kept them safe. 

That thought was the source of her tears. A single 
droplet strayed down her cheek as she was reminded 
of their love, as she realized how serious he was and 
how acute his judgment was. She was suddenly over- 
whelmed by the passion of his protectiveness. He 
placed no limits on her desires—he requested only 
that he be present for their execution. She thought at 
once about Stephen, and she realized that perhaps 
she didn’t have the insight to judge him beyond the 
facets of his personality that she found charming. 
Perhaps it took someone with Oliver’s dark nature to 
understand another with darker passions. 

“[’m sorry, Oliver.” It was all she could manage to 
say. 

At last a smile crossed his lips, making his face 
instantly warm and beautiful. 
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“You have a full day ahead of you. Our guests 
begin arriving in two hours. I’d suggest that you start 
to get ready.” 

He watched her as she smiled and dashed back up 
toward the house. He chuckled as he watched her 
lovely body in motion, her beautiful ass exposed in 
the morning light. 

As Liza disappeared into the house, Oliver left the 
garden and entered the stable. He went up the stairs 
to the apartment where Stephen lived. He opened 
the door and said, “I must speak with you, Stephen.” 

Hilary sat at her teller’s window, preoccupied with 
her depression. At one o’clock the supervisor came 
to her and said, “You have a phone call. Why don’t 
you take your lunch now.” 

Hilary locked up quickly and grabbed the phone 
in an empty office. 

“Hilary,” the voice said in a cool, calm, yet com- 
manding tone. It was Liza. 

Hilary’s heart raced at once. Her body tingled 
immediately to the familiar feel of sexual energy flut- 
tering through her loins, up and down her spine. 

“EJ ...” she stammered. “Yes,” she finally said. 

“T’ve startled you.” 
“Yes. I didn’t expect you to call.” 
“Oliver wishes to see you. I need you at the estate 

at seven. Wear the attire I’ve provided you with. And 
of course you must wear the collar and the dildo.” 

“Understood.” 
Liza hung up, leaving Hilary so shaken that she 

had to sit down for a moment. 
She felt like a puppet, jerked around with strings 

by unseen hands. It never occurred to here that she 
would not comply with her mistress’ orders. The soft 
sounds. of Liza’s voice lured her again, to the possibil- 
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ity of melting into that delicious body at long last. 
And Oliver. It seemed strange that he had requested 
her presence. Her body began to pulse, and she real- 
ized that she would have to take the rest of the day 
off. She knew that she was going to be useless at 
work: Her mind was totally fixated on the adventures 
that awaited her that evening at the estate. Hilary left 
the office to tell her supervisor that she had to leave. 
There was an emergency, she claimed. 

She smiled to herself: a sexual emergency that 
required immediate attention. Her pussy and asshole 
tingled with anticipatory excitement and pleasure. 
She could physically feel her fantasies in motion, and 
as she headed home she could swear it was Liza’s 
mouth working deliciously on her cunt, sucking vig- 
orously on her swelled and aching clitoris. She came 
as she pulled out of her parking space at work and 
headed home. She could swear it was Liza’s mouth. 
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Ten 
Liza hung up the phone. Her last call had been made. 
Her guests were already arriving and it was time for 
her to go out and join them. She quickly dressed in 
red lace panties and a black robe. She didn’t bother 
with shoes, as she calmly walked out to the pool to 

meet her guests. They were all there, and she had at 
one time or another known each and every one of 
them intimately. She knew their bodies well—by 
choice or command she’d fucked them all, both 

women and men. There were ten gathered, plus 
Diana and Stephen, if he chose to join them, for he 
had been invited to join in the games that were 
planned for the weekend. Including herself, Oliver, 

and Hilary, there were fifteen—a perfect number for 

a weekend of delight. 
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“My dear, you look charming,” Diana gushed. 
“Not too pale from your forced bed rest, I see.” 

Liza was taken aback that Diana knew about her 
punishment, and she wondered if any of the others 
were aware of her shameful reprimand. She quickly 
walked away from the brazen bitch and went to greet 
the rest of her guests. 

Liza approached her friends and lovers with hugs 
and passionate kisses, and they in turn warmed her 
with smiles and affectionate pats on all the right 
places. Her infectious sensuality was intoxicating, 
and she was buoyed by their attentiveness. She was 
pleased to be the center of so much sexual attention, 
the centerpiece, the seductress of her own estate. She 
was the catalyst that had lured them all there, and 

she was clearly pleased with her accomplishments. 
“T understand you have a little tidbit we’re all 

going to get a chance to taste?” said a gorgeous, blue- 
eyed, blonde woman. 

Liza smiled. 
“It’s been a long time, Stella. ’'m so pleased that 

you could come.” 
“TI can’t forget two years ago. I had the most 

delightful sex I’ve ever had with you and Oliver. I 
expect this weekend will be no less, since I know it’s 
you running the show this time.” 

“Oliver is as much the master as he ever was.” 
“Oh,” smiled Stella, “but now he’s in love, and 

that makes all difference.” 
Liza smiled broadly within herself. She was 

pleased that everyone here recognized what she’d 
become in Oliver’s life. This knowledge satisfied her 
deeply. She was filled with the great excitement of 
the unknown, for her guests were going to experi- 
ence something they’d never known at the estate 
before. 
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“Liza, you’re looking lovely,” said Adam, a tall, 
dark-haired Adonis-type whose tanned body was 
delicious to look at, yet whose personality left 
much to be desired. His hand was already placed 
firmly on her bare ass as he spoke. “You are going 
to let me have my way with you tonight, aren’t 
you?’ 

“Oh, we have many things planned,” she said with 
a wink, and she pulled away from him. “Why don’t 
you enjoy the pool. Laura should be here with more 
drinks shortly.” 

A few of the guests were already swimming, as 
others lounged in the warm sun. It was a delectable 
afternoon, with tastes and smells and caresses that 
vibrated the ethers around them. There was a certain 
electricity in the air as a distant summer storm crack- 
led in the far-off horizon. 

Liza lay down next to Nancy on a chaise longue. 
Nancy had been at the estate two years ago. She was 
a particular favorite of Liza’s, not only as a sexual 
partner but as a friend. She had her own submissive 
relationship with her husband Joseph, a man whom 
Liza abhorred. He had a taste for inelegant cruelty, 
and Liza was grateful that he was unable to attend 
this weekend. She was pleased to have Nancy’s atten- 
tions all to herself. 

The sun backed down upon her bottom, as she lay 

in Nancy’s arms, allowing the other woman to caress 

and fondle her as she wished. It felt good to recline 
for a moment, to take some time to forget the anx- 

ious rumblings that had consumed her for the past 
week. It was a welcome intermission between acts, 
wherein she could clear her mind and think, a time to 
repair her injured consciousness and concentrate on 
thoughts of Hilary. 

“Liza.” 
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She opened her eyes, but the sun being too bright 

to clearly see him. Still she knew his voice. 

“Hello Stephen.” She rose to face him, rolling 

over on her side. He sat in a chair leaning toward her. 

He was the one piece in her intricate puzzle that had 

not yet fallen into place. For some reason his intru- 

sion irritated her, and his naked torso ignited fires 
throughout her body. 

“What are you doing here?” she asked curtly. 
“I’ve been invited.” 
Of course he really needed no invitation, but Liza 

felt at a loss for words, distracted by his body. He was 

exuding a kind of animal danger that always made 
her wet. 

“Well, I suppose you’re all ready for the week- 
end’s festivities?” she said. 

“I suppose I am. Are you?” he replied, cocking his 
head to the side. 

“A little short on planning time.” 
She sensed his darker side brewing just below the 

surface of his civility, and she felt it was as though he 
were picking up right where they had left off two 
days before. 

“What do you want?” she asked irritably, for now 
was not the time for their own little psychodrama. 

“A little peace of mind.” 
“Oh really?” 
Their voices were kept to a low whisper, but the 

urgent hissing that was passing between them was 
not going unnoticed. 

“You started something on Wednesday...” he said. 
“Well now is not the time to finish...” 
She resisted the urge to taunt him, though it 

seemed he was intent on taunting her. 
“Don’t tempt me, please,” she was more serious in 

her request, fearing that his seduction might work. 
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He smiled as though he were willing to let the ten- 
sion diffuse. 

“How about a swim?” he asked. 
She rose without a second thought, thinking a cool 

swim would be just the remedy to turn down the vol- 
ume on the raging fires within them. 

Hours passed, and Liza swam and sunbathed with 
the others. Slowly she began to feel completely 
restored. Even Stephen was loose and lively with the 
guests. Liza noticed that he was successfully charm- 
ing many of the women present. 

Liza gazed contentedly around the pool. She 
watched the beauty of the naked bodies that 
lounged and swam and occasionally stole little nib- 
bles here and there, unable to avoid the anticipa- 
tion of more to come. Of all the luscious bodies 
available to her, Stephen’s was the one she desired 
the most. She watched as Stella and he lightly 
engaging in a little game of foreplay, and she 
couldn’t resist the temptation to break up their 
Aine Ss 

“Stephen, dear,” she spoke abruptly. 
He looked up at her, his hand still stroking Stella’s 

thigh, as the woman returned the touch, stroking 
Stephen’s beautiful chest. 

“I need to talk to you.” 
“No you don’t.” He turned his attention back to 

Stella. 
“Stephen, it’s time to get the things ready for the 

dinner.” 
“When I’m ready.” 
He was far from his usual compliant self, for never 

had Stephen deliberately defied her wishes. Suddenly 
Liza found herself struggling to retain her position. 

“If you don’t mind, Stella, Stephen has other 

things to do. After all, he is under our employ.” 
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“You stay here,” Stephen whispered to Stella. “I'll 

be right back.” 
Stephen rose and led Liza to a spot away from the 

pool, under the shade of an enormous maple tree. 

“I don’t appreciate your playing little trump cards 

while I’m engrossed in other matters. Or is that just 

your jealousy showing?” 
“J don’t understand what you’re trying to do, but 

you do work here and you have a job you are being 
paid to do. Fucking is merely a side benefit.” 

“Oh, is that so? Sometimes I feel as though I’m 
really simply your paid fuck.” 

“How can you say that?” she nearly shouted. 
Their voices were growing too intense to go unheard. 
“T don’t know what this is all about, but Ill not have 
it!” 

“Don’t you try to manipulate me, you bitch!” He 
flared back. 

“I told you this is not the time,” her words were as 
icy as she could manage. She had never been so cold 
to him before, and her fury was matching his. 

“Oh, you are so wrong. Now is the time.” The fire 
was back, blazing as fiercely as it had in the bedroom. 
It was a fire that she had learned to fear. She turned 
to look for Oliver, but he was nowhere to be seen. 
Liza turned her back to go, but Stephen grabbed her 
wrist and held it tightly. “You aren’t going any- 
where.” He was growling. 

By that time all eyes were on them, their words 
and passion far too loud to go unheeded. It seemed 
that the day’s activities were beginning rather early 
and there was no one who would dare interrupt. 

“Oliver ...” she hissed into Stephen’s face. 
“Fuck Oliver.” 
Stephen turned to the group by the pool and saw 

they were watching with great interest. He continued 
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to detain Liza with his iron grip. The sneer and gleam 
that emanated from his eyes and mouth were colored 
with evil. - 

“Your hostess has just been reprieved from her 
forced punishment of two days lockup with only 
bread and water.” His nostrils flared with victory as 
he mocked her with every word he spoke. 

“Stop it!” she seethed through her teeth. “You’re 
overstepping your bounds.” 

“T don’t have any.” 
“I have Oliver to back me up. I can have you off 

this estate faster than you know.” 
Stephen merely scoffed at her assumption. His 

laugh was dark. “You’re going to finish what you’ve 
started with me. Right now.” 

“You don’t have the balls to finish!” she shouted 
at him. Meanwhile fear was taking over her body. 
She knew that there was no turning back now, and it 
was too late to plead with him or try and put him in 
his place. 

Her wrists were hurting, and suddenly, as though 

he had been planning this, a rope appeared, and he 
began to tie her wrists behind her back. She was 
down on the grass, on her knees in front of him 
before she could think to struggle. He held her by the 
hair, and with his other hand, he pulled out his cock 
which was hard and throbbing. He ruthlessly forced it 
in her mouth, down her throat as far as he could 
thrust it. He let it surge inside her mouth and throat 
until she was gagging, trying to pull away from him. 

He would not allow it, pulling her violently against 

his groin. He rode her hard for an unbearable 

amount of time, but he did not come, for he had just 

begun his assault. 
When he withdrew his cock, wet with her spit, he 

pushed her to the ground on her hands and knees. 
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Liza cringed and churned with desire simultaneously. 
She felt his strong grip holding her down, and then 
he brought his palm down hard on her ass and 
smacked her hard. She screamed at the pain. He 
brought his hand down again and again, slapping her 
hard on her creamy, pulsating flesh. Even within his 
cruelty, his passion was discernable, and despite her 
pain she was turned on. The wetness of her pussy was 
apparent as her juices dripped down her legs. 

Stephen tore away his clothing, and in a flash he 
was inside her hot cunt, slamming his cock against 

her, pumping his hips like a machine. As her cunt 
opened to receive his tool, her anus tightened, which 
is precisely what he wanted her body to do. He with- 
drew from her pussy, still holding her down. His cock 
was dripping with her juices, and with no more lubri- 
cation than her own sweet nectar, he plunged into 
her asshole. Liza shrieked with the stunning jolt. 
She’d been taken more times in the ass than she 
could count, but never by Stephen. She had never 
allowed him to take her in the ass, and now he was 
doing it without consent. He was slamming into her 
so hard and fast that she could not even begin to 
match his pleasure. He squeezed her tender ass hard 
and mean, and plowed into it over and over again as 
Liza’s guests watched, mesmerized. 

She could feel their eyes on her. She was the cen- 
ter of attention, and someplace deep within her 
being, a place beyond the pain, there was a hint of 
joy mingled with her cries of shame. 

In one great surge, Stephen began to build to his 
climax. He pulled Liza’s head up by clutching hand- 
fuls of hair, and she gasped. There before her sat 
Oliver, reclining in a lounge, watching with his cus- 
tomary detachment. Yet even in his distant stare, 
Liza was certain that she could see that he was taking 
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some pleasure in her defilement. His expression was 
a reminder to her that he was the one ultimately in 
control. 

Liza closed her eyes. Suddenly she felt humiliated 
and embarrassed, and as she experienced her shame, 

the pain in her anus became more acute. She could 
sense that Stephen was ready to climax, and she 
silently begged for him to finish quickly. When he 
was about to come, he did not thrust forward as Liza 
had expected, but, surprisingly he withdrew his 
enflamed member and spewed his thick white spunk 
all over her splayed ass. 

There was silence as her body fell to the ground. 
The cool grass comforted her tender flesh. She felt 
Stephen rise from behind her. He did not touch her, 
but simply stood and walked away. Liza looked up in 
time to catch a subtle exchange of glances pass 
between Oliver and Stephen. 

Oliver rose to his feet at last and approached his 
wife. He bent down and untied her. 

“Liza, get up and go to your room. I think our 
guests have had enough for this afternoon.” 

Liza lay back in the tub, attempting to relax. It was 
difficult because she was completely aroused, and she 
could not resist playing with her pussy and breasts as 
she lay there. However, she was too angry to take the 
pleasure she desired, and her orgasm eluded her, for 
now. 

Outside, the dinner was commencing without her. 
Oliver was playing the attentive host, and Liza could 
hear him laughing with his deep-throated voice. Her 
head fell back against the tub, and she closed her eyes 
and tried to forget about her recent assault. It made 
her angry to be reminded by Oliver that he was, in 
fact, the one in control of the weekend’s festivities. 
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“Liza, your guests are waiting for you.” His voice 
cut through her thoughts. 

“Oliver,” she replied in surprise. She sat up to 
look at him and felt her eyes fill with tears. She wait- 
ed for him to pick her up from the water and make 
love to her. She wanted nothing more than have him 
run his hands over her body, to soothe her, touch her, 

fuck her. She wanted him to stay with her. 
“I’ve not come to comfort you,” Oliver stated 

emotionlessly. 
“T need you,” she pleaded. 
“You got what you wanted, didn’t you?” 
“Oliver, please ... How am I going to face those 

people after this afternoon?” 
“That’s just your wounded pride speaking. 

Besides, it was a hell of a good show.” 
“Thanks,” she said flatly. 

Oliver looked at her and smiled. “I think you’d 
better repair yourself quickly and get on with the 
weekend. After all, you have to prepare that sweet 
young thing for me tomorrow.” His voice was a firm, 
gentle reminder of her duties. 

Liza reluctantly stood in the bath and stepped out. 
She knew it was time to move the weekend to its next 
scene. 
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Eleven 
Hilary stood at the door of the white house. Her cunt 
was on fire and had been that way ever since she had 
received the phone call. 

She had left work early and gone home to put on 
her sluttish costume. She carefully fixed the dildo in 
her ass and reveled in the deep sensation of pain that 
came before her inner channel relaxed around the 
object. She watched herself in the mirror, accom- 
plishing every move slowly so that she could feel all 
the sensations the dildo afforded her body. She want- 
ed to be thoroughly aroused in every region of her 
body so that when she finally arrived at her destina- 
tion, she would be ready. 

She sensed that this weekend was going to chal- 
lenge her far more than the other two had. When she 
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picked up the collar, she lovingly stroked the leather. 

She brought it to her nostrils and smelled the sweet- 

ness and the musky earth and animal smell of it. Her 

body was moved with earthy passion. She lost herself 

in a daydream, in which heavy hands probed, invad- 

ed, slapped, and kneaded her flesh until she was raw 

with desire. As she fastened the collar around her 

supple neck, she understood her utter captivity to her 

own desires. The collar was a perfect symbol of her 

submission, and as her loins burned, she wondered 

what daring acts her mistress and master would force 
her to do. 

The sun was low in the sky, and the porch of the 
white house was covered in shadows. The vine that 
crawled around the pillars seemed to suggest hands 
and arms winding their way about flesh. Hilary 
inhaled deeply, appreciating the smell of the cool, 
freshly cut grass. Her body churned on the dildo hid- 
den in her bottom, the cruel hardness of the object 
violating her last remaining virgin orifice. She knew 
without a doubt that her asshole would not for long 
remain untouched by more human instruments. 

The door opened at last, and she was let in by the 
maid, Laura. She followed as the buxom woman led 
her through the house. Even the decorous maid 
appeared sensual to Hilary’s heightened sensibility. 
She watched Laura’s ass appreciatively as it swayed 
seductively up the stairs. Laura did not stop at the 
room on the second floor that Hilary had occupied 
twice before. Instead, she led her through a short 

door, which they both had to stoop to make their way 
through. Beyond the door was a narrow and steep 
stairway to the attic. It seemed a perfect tenor for the 
weekend, as Hilary felt a certain Gothic thrill coarse 
through her body. It was stiflingly hot, and the dank 
air greeted her as they rose higher and higher within 
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the mysterious structure. More than once she nearly 
slipped on the narrow stairs and had to grab the wall 
for support. 

At the top of the staircase was an attic out of 
childhood fantasies. The dusty room was filled with 
trunks and wardrobes and old boxes stacked against 
the walls. There were dressers of a time gone by, an 
old sewing machine and dress form with yellow chif- 
fon still clinging to it, like a woman still clinging to 
her youth. Hilary smelled the ancient dust and the 
hint of mold as well as the polish that made the 
wooden wardrobes shine. Each step she took into the 
attic, she shed another portion of her former life. 

Liza and Oliver had offered her another world that 
was far more compelling, and Hilary was willing to 
lose herself in their fantasies and games of pleasure. 

As Laura led her toward the front of the house, 
Hilary saw a door hidden in the wall. The maid 
pulled a key from her apron and opened the door of 

the room where Hilary was to stay. There was a sin- 

gle iron bed that had been painted white with a 

patchwork quilt on top. There was a small wardrobe, 

and a straight-backed chair sat next to a full-length 

freestanding mirror. The small window over the bed 

let in a very little air, so that the room was quite hot 

and stifling. 
“Remove your clothes,” Laura instructed her. 

The request startled Hilary. It was an unexpected 

command coming from the maid/cook who had never 

participated in any of the recent activities. For the 

first time, Hilary looked at her, not as a servant, but 

as a woman. There was no hint of seduction on 

Laura’s face, and this clinical expression made it diffi- 

cult for Hilary to remove her clothes in front of her. 

She took off the belt first, and then she carefully 

pulled the top over her breasts and head. Suddenly 
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Hilary felt as though she wanted Laura to desire her. 
Slowly she pulled away the spandex pants and was 
left standing in front of the expressionless maid with 
nothing on but the dildo and collar. 

“Remove those too,” Laura instructed her. 
Hilary carefully undid the ribbons that strapped 

the dildo in place, and it came shooting out of her 
body. She dropped it into the bag that Laura held out 
for her. Hilary felt distressed that this woman was 
taking no interest in her exposure. She wanted Laura 
to fuck her. She wanted Laura to notice her. 

Hilary then dutifully removed the collar, and was 
disappointed when Laura, having collected her 
belongings, exited the room without a word or part- 
ing glance. 

It was too hot to be anything but nude, and Hilary 
felt her nakedness to be a blessing. The heat of her 
pussy was intense, and her fingers found the glisten- 
ing mound of flesh. She began to touch herself with 
relish. She had kept herself cleanly shaved since the 
first time Liza had ordered her to remove her pussy 
hair. She was more naked without pubic hair and she 
liked the way she felt more exposed and vulnerable. 
She also liked the way her pussy seemed to exhibit its 
heat more obviously without hair. 

With the dildo gone, there was a hollow feeling in 
her ass, an emptiness that Hilary yearned to have 
filled. She bent over in front of the mirror and 
looked at the little puckered hole. The mirror was a 
perfect instrument to examine her entire body. She 
wondered how her asshole would stretch to accom- 
modate the largeness of a man’s thrusting cock. She 
toyed with her asshole and fingered her cunt until 
she was beginning to move like a bitch in heat before 
the large glass. She thrust herself on her own arm and 
finger-fucked herself, shoving three fingers into her 
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burning twat, as her clit rubbed against her palm and 
her pussy-lips rubbed against her wrist. She was so 
hot, so taken by the scene of her hot self-loving ses- 
sion, that she was begging herself for more, until at 
last when the hard pleasure of sensation was nearly 
bursting in her body, she stopped herself short, using 
all her straining will power as she honored her 
promise to Liza, just at the verge of an intensely 
explosive, throbbing orgasm. 

Yet she knew this near-orgasm was only the very 
beginning. For what she sought, and to be win her 
mistress, she knew she needed to wait for the other 
bodies that would soon be around her. She needed 
hands and mouths, cocks and pussies to stimulate 
her, fill her, and bring her off deep, hard and long. 
She posed before the mirror, her lips parted in a 
seductive pant, drops of sweat beading on her body. 
She saw herself as an animal in heat. 

She began to consider the room that she was to stay 
in. She felt quite alone in her little room, with the small 
bed, the stifling heat and the dank, musty attic air. But 

most of all, Hilary felt alone with her suspense. 
Her body continued to pulse with sexual fever. 

Every fiber of her being wanted more. She needed 

more than her own touch could give her. At last, she 

lay down on the little bed and fell asleep. 
“She’s here, ma’am.” 
“Is she in her room?” 
“Yes, ma’am.” 
“Does she appear to be ready?” 
“Quite.” 
“Do you have her things? The collar and dildo and 

clothes?” 
“Ves,” 

“Do you understand what you are supposed to do, 

Laura?” 
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“Yes, ma’am.” 
“T will let you know when we require her in the 

morning.” 
“Good.” 
Liza dismissed the maid with a smile. She had a 

fondness for the woman. Whatever pleasure Laura 
took from the proceedings at the house were her own 
secret. She suspected that Laura had private passions 
that kept her busy in her room after hours, but that 
was her own business and she kept it to herself. For 
her position at the estate, Liza trusted Laura implicit- 
ly. She had a manner of detachment and discretion 
which aided her in carrying out her tasks with 
methodical precision. 

The guests had sailed the lake after dinner. It was a 
lazy evening, with light and shadow and wind playing 
nicely on their bodies. The guests looked forward to 
returning to the house for the sensual games that 
they had come to expect from a weekend at the 
estate. 

Liza waited in the house, making last-minute 
touches on certain details of the ambiance that she 
wanted her guests to experience. Her anticipation 
was laced with a vague but nagging feeling of humili- 
ation. This evening would be the first time she had 
appeared since the episode with Stephen. She knew 
that she could rise above it, for it was still her game; 
nothing could change that. She left the bedroom, 
holding her body erect, sexuality oozing from her 
regal persona. 

“It’s a midsummer’s night,” she said gleefully to 
her guests as they entered the house after their 
sojourn on the lake. “So we’ll spend the evening in 
the dark of night on the grounds of the estate. It will 
be a game of hide and seek. Whomever you find, 
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whatever you touch is yours. No one shall be permit- 
ted to enter the house until morning. We shall sleep 
as the sun comes up.” 

Liza’s guests looked at her with awed delight. It 
was no wonder that Oliver had selected her as his 
mate. Liza spoke her words with force and sensuality, 

and in doing so, she reestablished her poised position 
in their minds. 

As her guests left the house, they were clothed 
only in the simplest of coverings. The women wore 
thongs and gauze frocks, and the men wore only 
thongs. Of course everyone was aware of the fact 
that all their clothing would be gone by morning. 

This game was one of Liza’s favorites. It was a 

decadent game of tag, and she loved to watch the 

naked bodies romp. This type of play reminded her 

of Camelot, and she fancied herself the Guinevere of 

sexuality when she presided over such raw fun. She 

loved watching her guests run in and out of the gar- 

den and the groves that surrounded the estate. The 

women allowed themselves to be captured and 

enjoyed recounting how many hot cocks their willing 

bodies had accepted before the morning light ended 

the game. Men enjoyed men, and women, women, 

for it was a free-for-all and nothing was taboo. 

It had not been Liza’s thought to join the game 

that night, and of course Oliver would not because he 

never did. But she was certain that Oliver was not 

about to have her in his bed that evening, and she 

decided at last that she needed the distance that the 

game of fantasy afforded so that she could forget her 

troubles and wars of the day. 
So at last, she too shed her clothing as soon as her 

guests had dispersed into the evening shadows. 

Naked, she sped toward the grove of tall pine trees. 

The grass beneath her feet made her feel like a 
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sprite, wild and free in the damp evening dew. The 
forest floor was soft with earth and leaves that served 
as a cushion for her bare feet. She darted from tree 
to tree, trying to see by moon and starlight the forms 
of her guests. Anxious to find her first lover of the 
evening, she realized that she was ready to devour 
any flesh that found its way in her path. With all the 
punishments from Oliver, the passions with Stephen, 
and the anticipation of Hilary, Liza was the hottest 
cunt in the forest. She was wet, willing, and waiting to 
pounce upon her prey! 

In the dark room, Hilary lay awake. 
There was no light in the little attic room, save the 

light of the moon, which was adequate. Late in the 
night, a tray had arrived with simple food and a bot- 
tle of red wine to quench the hunger that was grow- 
ing in her body. 

“Laura, do you know when I will be summoned?” 
she asked. 

“No, I do not,” said the maid simply, taking the 
tray from the room. As she closed the door behind 
her, Hilary noted that she locked it. She was once 
again plunged into the loneliness of her wait. 

She lay back against the pillow on her bed and drift- 
ed off to sleep, feeling slightly drunk from the wine. 
She could’ve sworn she heard the distant sounds of 
laugher, but she knew that she had to be dreaming. 

She closed her eyes and drifted into a state where 
her unconscious could reel pictures in her mind. In 
her visions she saw an ancient courtly setting, where 
ladies and lords frolicked in the moonlight; a castle 
was in the background. She could hear the ladies gig- 
gle and the men laugh as they chased one another. 
She realized they were naked, and that there were 
bodies of all shapes and sizes. 
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The restrictive garments of the time—the ironlike 
corsets and the codpieces—were strewn across a 
beautiful green field and upon rocks at a nearby 
stream. The bodies ran and played in the field, chas- 
ing one another behind bushes. And the stream was 
alive with naked men and women. They were all 
playing in provocative ways. 

One man was on his hands and knees, covered 
with water from the waist down, sensually tonguing 
the belly button of a beautifully plump and juicy 
woman who soon opened her large legs and let his 
tongue into her twat. Hilary could see the woman’s 
fat pussy-lips gleam, could see the tongue travel the 
length of the cunt lips and then dart into a wet, wait- 

ing, extremely juicy hole. 
Another couple was in the reverse position. The 

man was holding the head of a maiden who was suck- 
ing his cock, and the woman’s body swayed to the 
sensual feel of the stream trickling by her as she 
devoured the large shaft that pumped in and out of 
her mouth. 

Not far from those four, a woman was hanging 

from a tree branch that protruded into the stream, 

and two men held her legs wide apart as a second 

woman dove her tongue deliciously into the very 

exposed pussy. Hilary could see the tongue move gin- 

gerly around the thin cunt lips. She watched as the 

woman who performed this cunnilingus began to 

take the top of the woman’s pussy into her mouth, 

gently suckling on the golden pubic hairs and the 

upper pussy flesh and clit. She inserted a finger and 

the woman groaned and seemed to hang precariously 

from the tree limb, her arms becoming weak from 

the pleasure of her cunt. Hilary thought she would 

drop, but then she could see the woman’s hands were 

bound, and part of her deep pleasure was the pain of 
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the ropes that held her wrists to the tree. The woman 
exuded loud, uninhibited, animal-like noises as her 
pussy received delicious, extravagant licks, all the 
while being held apart by the two men, who were 
clearly hard and hot from doing their job; their cocks 
stood out, just above the height of the water. 

Hilary’s cunt was responding to her dream, and 
she began gyrating without consciously realizing it; 
her body seemed to experience the pleasure of her 
sleeping fantasy. This nearly roused her, but then she 
was called back into the dream. 

Her vision traveled down the stream to a place 
where an elegant woman was just about to open her 
legs to a man who wore a ram’s head mask over his 
head and eyes. Hilary noticed that the horns of the 
mask were shaped very much like a man’s cock. Her 
dream then rewound to the moments prior. She saw 
that the masked man had chased the woman for 
many yards. The woman had run faster than the 
wind, giggling, but finally he caught her and tossed 
her on the soft grass. He brought himself down on 
her, kissing her neck, her tits, her lips, penetrating 

her mouth with his tongue. Then he bent between 
her smooth, creamy thighs and took what was now 
his, devouring her completely. The tongue plunged 
into the sweet hole as if dipping into a honey pot; it 
licked the long cunt shaft and nibbled the sweet cli- 
toris. He kissed at her pussy mound and then 
returned his tongue to her clitoris, sucking the tiny 
bud until the woman writhed in obvious pleasure and 
desire. 

Then he stopped, hoisted himself between her 
legs, and readied a huge, unbelievably fat cock at the 
opening of the woman’s cunt. Hilary got a close-up of 
the regal-looking woman and realized it was Liza 
who was getting fucked by a man with a ram’s mask. 
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He parted the thighs wide, and with his hand, 

brought the huge weapon to her wet opening. He 
plunged in and Liza flinched; he was so big, he nearly 
ripped her. Liza immersed herself in the pain and 
pleasure. She thrust her hips up to greet him, moving 
in unison with his big, hard, thrusting cock. She 
brought the man to a wild, wicked climax; he 
screamed like an animal as his come shot from the 
huge head of his prick. He pulled out and shot it on 
her smooth belly, then slid the still-hard cock all over 
her flesh, rubbing the joy juice into her skin. 

Next, his head was between her legs again, and 
this time he was fucking her with the ram’s head, 

inserting the cock-shaped animal horn into her twat. 
Her groin lifted and pressed into the horn, and in the 
dream, Hilary could see the horn move in and out, 
wet with Liza’s cunt juice. Suddenly, two young 

women appeared and sprinkled flowers around Liza, 

as her body twitched with untold passion, her cunt 

getting fucked by the animal horn, the motions just 

like a battering ram. The man made noise as he 

fucked, and the maidens bent down on either side of 

Liza and began to massage her titties and suck the 

nipples. Liza grew heavy with lust, and her body 

twitched with longing. The man took a finger to her 

clit and rubbed hard, as he battered her pussy with 

the horn. Suddenly, a noise rose from Liza’s belly and 

through her throat. She screamed a scream of passion 

and pain as the man with the ram’s horn fucked and 

fucked and fucked away at her pussy, rubbing her clit 

until the explosion could not be delayed. 
Liza came like a wild woman, the orgasm shooting 

out of her cunt and up her asshole and spine. Hilary 

could feel it rushing through her own groin. As the 

man of the dream kissed Liza’s spent pussy and 

licked up her golden dew, Hilary’s own finger was in 
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her own pussy. Even though she was forbidden to 
come when her mistress was not there to watch, 
Hilary’s unconscious mind and desires could not be 
contained. Her red hot cunt exploded with her 
dream. Finally, she slept. 

“You’re caught!” the voice whispered in her ear. 
Suddenly there were a pair of powerful arms around 
Liza, embracing her in a swift movement that had her 
on her back in seconds. 

She reveled in the feel of this man on top of her, 
and her legs wrapped around the small of his back 
immediately. As he lowered his stiffened cock into 
her cunt, she could sense the powerful thighs begin- 
ning to propel them towards a wild fuck. She loved 
the feel of his balls slapping her anus, increasing her 
pleasure greatly. She lifted her breasts so that his 
hands could play with her nipples. He put his mouth 
to them, and took her breasts in his strong hands, 
squeezing her with bites and pinches that sent her 
loins surging. He rode her hard, and she lifted her 
hips to meet him thrust for thrust, pressing her pelvis 
to his so that she could take him deeper and deeper 
still inside her flaming pussy. She grabbed his cock 
with her cunt and pulled it inside her. 

“Fuck me harder,” she begged him, biting his neck 
fiercely as she felt her orgasm growing deep within 
her abdomen. “Oh harder, fuck harder, please!” She 
gasped for air as her cry of orgasmic pleasure cut 
through the heavy air of the wood. His pleasure was 
a scream from deep within his gut; a loud bestial 
sound. Together they let the tensions of their bodies 
spill into the world of night that surrounded them. 

As she lay there for a moment, with his heaving 
body over her, Liza could hear the sounds of voices 

echoing in the dark. It was soothing music to her 
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ears, and it sumptuously satisfied her. He pulled him- 
self out of her as he lightly caressed her sweating 
flesh. Over and over again, his hands manipulated 
her body, touching every part of her so that her body 
rose and fell in one spasm after another, her passion 
mounting and declining into the earth where she lay, 
her legs wide open to receive his touch. 

And then rather suddenly, he stood and ran into 
the darkness of the trees. 

The leaves around her comforted her for a 
moment of quiet. Soon enough she would stand and 

run off to find herself another body to please and to 

give her pleasure. But for the time being she lay star- 

ing up into the dark. She sighed, relieved that the 

delicate equilibrium of her weekend was restoring 

itself. 
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Twelve 
While her room was still dark, Hilary heard the 

sound of birds, the soft music of morning as the sun 

beckoned her to rise from her bed and look out the 
little attic window. It was still not completely light 

out, but the sun was shining on the tops of the trees, 

and the grass on the far side of the lawn was starting 

to gleam with the morning dew. She felt the slight 

breeze of cool air and it teased her warm flesh. The 

wind seemed to stir the flame of her already raging 

desire, a desire that had been fueled by dangerous 

dreams. All night long, as she lay half-waking, the 

sound of voices drifted in through the small window. 

Hilary could only guess at what the sounds meant, 

she could only imagine what brought on the sexual 

screams throughout the evening. 
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Strawberries, juice, and tea cakes arrived after the 
sun had come out completely and the day was well 
on its way to starting. Laura was again completely 
silent, making her quick delivery of food and then 
leaving again locking the door behind her. 

Hilary watched herself in the mirror as she ate, for 
her reflection was her only companion in the room. 
She studied herself, admiring the curves and sensu- 
ous lines of her body. She gazed for a long time at her 
soft cunt, marveling at the gentle folds of flesh and 

the way it puckered invitingly. The heat inside her 
rose in full measure, and she felt sure that she could 

have multiple orgasms if she simply reached between 
her legs and gave her self a good fingering. But she 
wanted to wait; she wanted to savour the anticipa- 
tion. The dream of the night before was now buried 
in her subconscious mind. 

As morning dawned on the rest of the estate, the 
guests of Liza’s wild sexual games made their way to 
the house where they found beds waiting for them. 
They all fell quickly to sleep, having spent enormous 
amounts of energy the night before in an orgy that 
lasted for as many hours as there was darkness. 

Liza’s night had ended much earlier than that of 
the rest of her guests; after her fourth fucking 
encounter she found her way to bed and collapsed 
next to Oliver. 

Her guests would sleep long and rise later in the 
day. Upon waking, Liza considered Hilary for a 
moment, wondering if she was miserable alone and 
waiting in her attic room with a wide-open, hot, pink 
pussy. Liza remembered all too well how miserable 
that could be, forced to wait, with your cunt on fire 

with sex heat so intense your own hand—no matter 
how skilled—could never quench the flames. But 
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then Liza smiled, knowing how well Hilary would be 
primed for the pleasures that awaited her. 

She heard the key in the lock at last. It had to be 
Liza, Hilary thought; she could wait no longer for her 
mistress. Her heart began to race, as she could hardly 
wait to gaze into Liza’s green eyes. She had seen her 
in her dreams all night long. In her dreams she had 
kissed her mistress’ lips ravenously, caressing the 
woman’s tits and licking her cunt all night long. All 

the while Oliver’s dark, mysterious eyes watched 

them make love. 
Unfortunately, it was Laura who entered the 

room; Hilary’s vision was shattered. 
“You are to be readied now, miss,” she said. 

The woman handed her soap and a washcloth and 

towel. She poured water from the pitcher into the 

large basin that stood on a little vanity table, which 

suggested to Hilary that she was to sponge herself 

clean in Laura’s presence. Once again she felt the 

urge to seduce this unmovable woman. She proceed- 

ed to gently touch the cloth to her body, and because 

the water was cold, her nipples became instantly 

erect. She felt her clit flutter as she passed the wash 

cloth between her legs. She never took her eyes off 

Laura’s, and Laura returned the stare. But her eyes 

were emotionless. 
As Hilary dried herself with the towel, Laura left 

the room for a moment and returned with a small 

cart. On the top shelf was an enema bag. 

“This is not pleasant, miss,” was all Laura said. 

The woman was a master of precision and orderli- 

ness. She displayed no warmth, no trace of anything 

but her concentration on the thoroughness of her 

task. Hilary watched as Laura filled the the bag. 

“Lie down,” commanded the maid. 
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Hilary lay down on the bed while Laura inserted 
the large plastic nozzle in her tiny asshole. The maid 
had already prepared her rear for the penetration, so 
it was hardly a shock. Hilary could feel the fluid flow- 
ing into her cavity, and the sense of being filled gave 
her a great sense of pleasure despite the discomfort. 
She recognized this as simply another way of increas- 
ing her anticipation for what was to come. 

“You are to hold this for five minutes,” Laura said. 
Hilary endured each minute in compelling discom- 

fort, trying desperately not to spill any liquid too 
soon, while the maid sat in the chair and ticked off 
the minutes on her watch. When the time was up, 
Laura placed the chamber pot in the middle of the 
room, removing the rug to a corner where it would 
not be soiled in the event of a mishap. 

“You may relieve yourself,” Laura instructed. 

To her surprise, Hilary made her way to the recep- 
tacle without accident, and deposited the water and 
all it had gathered. She felt immensely relieved, and 
letting go of all the liquid gave her a great sense of 
pleasure and release. She had never had an enema 
before, but something told her that this would not be 
the last one she would receive. 

After cleaning herself, Hilary stood in the center 
of the room, wondering what was to come next. 
Laura retrieved a small amber bottle from a tray on 
the cart and began to rub Hilary’s body with a sweet- 
smelling oil. The maid smeared the oil on her, sliding 

fingers in between her ass cheeks, and then between 
her thighs and on up to her belly and her breasts. 
Hilary’s body was aroused, and she felt frustrated 
that the other woman was interested in only complet- 
ing her task. 

When she had finished, Laura fastened Hilary into 
a very tight bustier that was black and stiff with bon- 
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ing. It held her tightly about the ribs beneath her 

breasts so that her waist seemed tiny and her breasts 

and hips much larger. Her tits were pushed up and 

out so that, as Hilary peered into the mirror, she 

looked twice her normal size. Laura then held out a 

tiny thong panty that was also black, and once Hilary 

slipped it on, she turned to see that it was simply a 

black triangle of fabric that barely covered her pussy 

and left her ass completely exposed. Next Laura held 

out a new collar. It was similar to the one Hilary had 

worn before, but this one was made of the softest kid 

leather and it conformed easily to her neck. It was 

much thicker in width however, and as Laura fixed it 

around her, Hilary felt a thrill of submissive pleasure 

electrify her body. 
All these ministrations seemed designed to build 

and fan Hilary’s inner fires, and the collar made her 

fee] as though she were going to explode with pas- 

sion. Around the collar’s width were rings that could 

be used in thousands of ways to ensure her servitude 

and bondage; the rings clanked together and against 

the leather, creating a sound that sent a rapid jolt of 

anxiety and fear through her body. 

Lastly, Laura placed six-inch black stiletto heels in 

front of her. Hilary stepped into them, completing 

her outfit of submission. She looked in the mirror 

and admired how her ass was exposed, how her feet 

were captured by the shoes, and how her crotch was 

framed within the black silk of the thong. She 

admired the way her tits thrust forward, beckoning 

the attentions of anyone who saw them. 

“One more thing, miss.” Laura reached into the 

bag and withdrew the paddle that Hilary had come to 

know so well. “The master wants your ass well red- 

dened.” Laura pulled the chair away from the corner 

as she said, “Bend over it, miss.” 
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Hilary obeyed and bent over the wooden seat. 
“Farther forward please.” 
Hilary squirmed forward so that her breasts were 

centered on the seat. 
“Hold still.” 
The first smacks of the leather paddle were firm, 

but not unbearable. The blows covered all the softest 
fleshy parts of her rump. Once her ass had been thor- 
oughly covered not once, but twice, with Laura’s 
strong strokes, Hilary felt the alarming sting of an 
enflaming liquid that the maid applied to her bottom. 
Then Laura began to paddle her again, this time in 
earnest. She did not spare her strength, but pulled 
her arm back far and raised the paddle high and with 
full force, forcefully whacking at Hilary’s bottom. 

“Oh, god,” pleaded Hilary, “please stop. It hurts 
too much ... please ... please ...” 

Laura ignored her plea. 
The paddle came down hard, in rapid succession. 

Laura peppered Hilary’s bottom with enough whacks 
to make the pain nearly unbearable. Just when 
Hilary thought that she might start to scream, the 
maid ceased firing. Tingling pain traversed Hilary’s 
body, as Laura rested her arms and sighed at her job 
well done. 

And then, as soon as the torment was over, Hilary 
was covered once again with the liquid that burnt and 
enflamed her already-stinging flesh. 

“That will make the redness stay,” explained 
Laura, whose face was as red as Hilary’s bottom from 
the hard work. 

Hilary was nearly dizzy, and it took her a minute 
to regain her composure and breath. When she 
stood, she reeled and almost fell, the spike heels 
making it difficult to walk. Yet as she rose, she could 

feel the unmistakable twinge of turn-on between her 
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legs; dipping one finger along the inner lips of her 
pussy, she could feel the wetness covering the 
swelling sex flesh. 

“Look at your bottom,” Laura commanded. 
Hilary turned and gasped as she saw her ass wild 

and pink with swelling and marks. 
“That’s a proper ass to present to master Oliver.” 
Hilary felt a kind of silent glory that she had suc- 

ceeded in coming this far in her journey as a submis- 
sive. She felt honored. 

The snap of a leash fastening to her collar broke 
her reverie, and Laura jerked her chain, leading her 
from the room. Hilary realized that the drama was, at 
last, beginning. 
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Thirteen 
The guests were all gracious, and grateful, about the 

big fuck game played the night before. Of course, 

when they gathered that following day, it was an orgy 

of recognition, with everyone trying to figure out 

who fucked whom in the darkness the night before. 

They were smiling at one another knowingly, talking, 

touching, and acknowledging the great fun had by all. 

One of Liza’s fucks was a beautiful blonde named 

Stella, whose very hot and juicy cunt made a deli- 

cious receptacle for Liza’s fist the night before. Stella 

had howled like a dog as her cunt was filled by Liza’s 

fingers; she reciprocated by eating out the mistress of 

the house, in the front and the back, so that both 

Liza’s holes were filled with lips, tongue, and fingers. 

Perhaps the most deliciously striking moment in 
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their encounter was a French kiss that lasted far 
longer than most fucks. The two women, standing 
breast to breast, nipple to nipple, kissed for a long, 
luxurious time and felt each other’s bodies up and 
down before getting down to fucking and sucking. In 
a way, Liza was fucking Stella lovingly, as if compen- 
sating for her unfulfilled desires to have her sweet 
slave Hilary. 

Stella approached Liza with a smile the next day. 
“It was a fabulous night,” Stella said to Liza, as 

she pulled her aside and gave her a long kiss on the 
lips, flicking her tongue in Liza’s mouth seductively, 
recalling their kiss of the night before 

“There’s more where that came from, darling,” 

Liza replied, returning the kiss with relish. 
Adam came up from behind and put his hand on 

Liza’s ass while she continued to kiss Stella. 
“T had you last night behind the stable. You were 

magnificent,” he whispered in her ear. 

Liza stopped kissing Stella and said, “Was that 
you?” She remembered well being rammed with his 
big cock and feeling satisfied when it was over. 

All three of them laughed. 
There was a laziness that filled the warm room as 

the guests lounged, recounting their adventures and 
fantasies to one another. The women wore elegant silks 
and the fabric, like their banter, floated about them in 

the smoky air. There were whispered seductions, and 
speculations about what was to follow in the next scene 
of the drama. There was a subdued energy in the room. 
It was as though everyone present was saving their 
energy for the future, and this added to the quality of 
repressed anxiety and pleasure in the room. Suddenly 
the door opened and there she stood. 

All eyes were drawn to the woman who had 
entered the room. 
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Liza stood in the corner, waiting as anxiously as her 

guests for Hilary’s arrival. She remembered how it 

had felt to stand on the other side of that door. When 

at last the door opened, Liza turned to see the rare 

creature that she had created—the woman that might 

be capable of charming her husband’s friends, just as 

she had two years ago. 
She saw Hilary standing there, a woman provoca- 

tive because of the fact that she was bound and teth- 

ered by her body’s desires. Liza saw triumph standing 

before her, for she knew then that Hilary would not 

let her down. She had succeeded in creating a lover 

suitable for herself and her husband. 

Hilary looked at the guests in the room with some 

fear, but she continued to carry herself regally, with 

her head held high and her breasts pushed forward. 

She was ready to offer herself and her freedom. 

Hilary’s eyes met Liza’s, and her passions leapt to 

her throat, the fire consuming her body. She met 

Liza’s stare with a stance of strength and knowing 

that she would serve her mistress well—she would 

serve her very well indeed. And she would serve her 

master just as well. 

In the stable he dismounted from the pale gray stal- 

lion. 
“Rasy friend,” Oliver said to the magnificent ani- 

mal as it pawed the ground. “I shall return tonight.” 

He stroked the horse’s rump and flanks for a 

moment, and nuzzled the soft white nose. He felt 

bonded to the powerful animal, for they were of the 

same wild breed. 
Oliver stepped out of the stable and walked 

toward the house. He continued to carry the riding 

crop that he was accustomed to taking on his rides. 
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The whip dangled by his boots as he walked up the 
stoney path that led to the house. 

“Let us see your ass,” Liza commanded. 
Hilary turned. 
“Bend forward.” 
She did as she was ordered, placing her hands on 

her knees so that her ass was clearly in view to every- 
one in the room. The flesh of her buttocks was still 
fiery, and there were pink stripes still raised on her 
tender skin. 

“Get up.” 
Hilary rose and faced her mistress. Their eyes met, 

and it seemed there was an intense moment of silent 
communion between them. Then Liza’s eyes turned 
hard and her expression stern. 

Hilary was certain that it was at last the hour in 
which she would meet Oliver face to face. She could 
sense his presence near. Her mind crowded with 
thoughts of being fucked by him in front of all these 
strangers, and the vision made her cunt waken and 
flutter. 

“Hilary,” Liza said. “You have one hour to satisfy 
each guest in this house. Do not fail in your task.” 
The command given, Liza turned and left the room. 

Hilary was stunned, for this was not at all what she 
had imagined. She looked around at the strange 
faces. No one moved, and she realized that they were 
going to be animated by her presence. This thought 
bolstered her courage, and she looked about the 
room. Her sight landed on an elegant woman reclin- 
ing gracefully on a lounge. Her eyes, unlike the other 
women present, were not hard or malicious. This 

woman’s eyes were soft and seductive. Hilary decided 
to begin with her. 

She got down on her hands and knees and crawled 
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toward Stella, as a good submissive should. She 

pushed her ass high in the air and jutted her chest out 

so that all present could admire her body. She moved 

with eyes down toward Stella, whose flowing black 

silk robe lay partly open, revealing a firm breast. 

As she reached Stella, Hilary looked at her beauti- 

ful body clothed under the clinging fabric. She 

admired that outline of the woman’s sumptuous 

thighs and her blonde pussy. Hilary carefully moved 

the robe aside and lay her hands on Stella’s warm 

flesh. As she put her mouth to one of Stella’s nipples 

and sucked, she fingered the blonde pussy, which was 

already wet and hot. Stella’s head dropped back 

against the cushion as Hilary nibbled and sucked one 

nipple, then the other, continuing all the while to 

gently tease the plump folds of her swollen cunt and 

clit. Hilary moved her mouth down Stella’s body, 

kissing her belly and her thighs. At last she knelt 

before the woman and put her tongue to Stella’s sex. 

She began to eat her out with a hunger she had never 

known before. She sucked her clitoris and teased the 

ripe lips of Stella’s cunt. She shoved her tongue inside 

her and fucked her with her mouth. Hilary’s ass 

began to mimic the wild gyrations of Stella's hips, and 

she pushed her tongue in deeper and deeper into the 

woman’s cunt, and then withdrawing, she suckled and 

licked her clit. Hilary ferociously poured her energy 

into the other woman’s body, so that it was only min- 

utes before Stella was screaming with pleasure, buck- 

ing violently under her kisses. 

Hilary moved with a new kind of grace, her mouth 

moving from drinking the sweet juices of Stella’s 

cunt, to taking cocks that offered themselves to her 

as she crawled on hands and knees. With a hunger 

that would not be sated until she had tasted and 

fucked every cock and pussy in the room, she found 
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the first stiff cock that was in her path. Her tongue 
and lips teased the head as it grew full. She circled 
the shaft, relishing the taste. Then she took the prick 
in her mouth, swallowing it all the way to the balls 
and there she let the male rhythm take over, roughly 
fucking her mouth. Like Stella, the man attached to 
the cock was already aroused and came in a few min- 
utes. Hilary gladly drank every last drop of his spunk 
as it poured down her open throat. 

In automatic abandon, she moved to the next. She 
had no conception of time, place, or the identity of 

whoever she was fucking, sucking, eating, or licking. 
She went from one to another, sucking pussy, sucking 
cock, sucking tits. She tasted whatever was offered 
and took into her cunt or her mouth whoever wished 
to take her. She knew she must have had some guests 
several times over, and certainly she’d had them all. 

It was hard for her to know, for she had become 
delirious in the desire to serve her mistress well by 
serving her mistress’s guests very well. 

She was on her knees before a handsome cock, 
her tongue lapping the head with rapid fire. Hilary 
felt at times that she could continue on forever, never 
stopping, taking cock after cock, pussy after pussy 
until she dropped with exhaustion. As her own body 
screamed with need, and as she remained unsatisfied, 
she felt that she was in a constant state of preorgas- 
mic tension. She was enjoying the height of sensitivi- 
ty and energy that was making her body feel as 
though it were truly an entity unto itself, while her 
consciousness lingered elsewhere. She felt that at any 
instant she would be ready to spill over the edge into 
pleasing herself, but she waited. She was waiting for 
her master and mistress. 

The cock was pulsing in and out of her mouth, and 

she was melting into the heat of his rhythm. Like the 
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others, she was prepared to take his come in her 

mouth and swallow it greedily. The man groaned 

with passion and shot his load straight down her 

throat, and Hilary lapped up the excess that spewed 

out of the top of his enflamed member, wanting noth- 

ing but more, more, more. 

“Your ass is pale.” She heard his voice and she 

stopped instantly, keeping her eyes on the floor. She 

_ could see his black riding boots and nothing more. 

“Turn it to me,” he ordered. His voice was like dis- 

tant thunder, threatening to explode, but controlled 

at the same time. 
Without rising, Hilary turned herself to place her 

ass at her master’s service. 

“Higher, bitch,” he demanded. 

Naturally, she complied. 
And then suddenly, Hilary felt his riding crop. It 

hit her flesh hard, with a pain more searing in its 

intensity than any she had ever known. And that 

blow was followed by more strokes. She had never 

experienced anything quite so intense. When he had 

finished, Hilary’s heart was beating furiously and her 

breath was short. She was expecting more, but there 

was a respite, so she kept her head down and waited. 

She felt him circle her body, and he flicked her lightly 

with the whip one more time. She jerked in reflex, 

but she had not betrayed her mistress by crying out 

once. It had been a tremendously difficult task not to 

scream as the whip met her flesh, but she had held 

her peace. A tiny gasp escaped her mouth, and he 

heard it; this set him to planting another fierce stroke 

on her enflamed skin. He would not tolerate her cry- 

ing out in any form, no matter how mild. 

When he was finished, he strode around her 

kneeling figure one more time. 

“On your knees,” he commanded. 
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She pulled herself slowly to her knees. She was 
trembling, terrified by his mysterious force and the 

potency of his sexual energy. Slowly, she raised her 

eyes to his face. Oliver ... at last. 
His eyes cut her gaze like a razor. They seared her, 

yet she could not tear her gaze from his, and thus 
stayed at attention. Hilary knelt down in front of her 
master. 

Liza witnessed it all. She stood opposite the two, 
watching their movements. Their forceful, vibrant 
energies clashed as they locked into a private combat 
that no one else could share. It was an auspicious 
beginning, thought Liza. She saw how deliberately 
Oliver walked around the girl, how intent his focus 

was on her body. She could sense that he was grow- 
ing hard with lust; she saw the flame in his eyes, the 
muted fires of animal passion that ruthlessly burned 
in his expression of desire. 

Hilary was his. She was captivated—imprisoned 
by that lust which made her own desire soar as she 
clearly recognized her master, her dominant. 

As Liza stood unnoticed in the corner, she was 

suddenly filled with a jealous panic. Not being the 
object and center of attention was an unfamiliar 
place for her. Giving Hilary to Oliver was the most 
profound submissive action she had ever followed 
through with. To offer Oliver the woman whom Liza 
desired above all others, to give Hilary to Oliver to 
use as he pleased, was the most terrifying thing she’d 
ever undertaken. And then to be forced to stand in 
the shadows and watch their animal desire pour onto 
one another was indeed submissive. The worst feel- 
ing was the wave of nostalgia that came over Liza. It 
seemed more than two years ago that she had been 
kneeling at Oliver’s feet, her body and face ragged 
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from servicing his friends. She remembered the way 

Oliver had drawn her in, how he had devoured her. 

Liza knew that she had created a bond with Oliver 

when she gazed at him in that wild, savage state. It 

was the essence of their union, their marriage, and it 

was a flame they renewed again and again. 

Liza trembled with the fear that her position as his 

wife, lover, and slave was about to be usurped. Liza 

looked at Hilary’s body, with its youthful curves and 

lines. She looked at the beautiful definition of 

Hilary’s breasts and buttocks, and Liza realized that 

the younger woman had an animal hiding within her 

that was more fearsome than her own. Hilary had a 

quality of rawness, something that was not a part of 

Liza’s character. There was an essential difference 

between the two of them, and it was that difference 

that she feared would captivate Oliver and draw his 

attentions away from her. 
“Her task has not been completed,” Liza suddenly 

announced. Her voice was more harsh than she 

meant it to be. 
“And what is the task?” Oliver asked, turning to 

face his wife. 
“She was to satisfy ...” 
“No,” he interrupted Liza, “I want her to tell me.” 

His rudeness jolted Liza. 
“J did not know that I had not completed my task. 

Certainly I satisfied these people.” There was a hint 

of insolence in her words, and Liza hoped, in that 

moment, that it would not go unnoticed. 

“Is there someone in this room that she hasn’t 

taken?” Oliver looked around at the guests who 

lounged in various states of undress. They appeared 

to be content and relaxed. 

“Only me, I believe,” Diana cooed, as she wound 

her impressive form to the front of the group. She 
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was like a vulture that had held back just to see if 
Hilary had enough awareness to know whom she 
had—and whom she hadn’t—fucked. “I think this 
crowd has been far too easy on her. It seems to me 
she expects to be waited on, and even serviced.” She 
spit out her words with venomous delight, knowing 
they would not be lost on Oliver. 

For once Liza felt in league with Diana. She knew 
Diana had held purposely to the corner of the room, 
and she knew why. Diana shared Liza’s desire to cast 
any wrinkle on the perfection of Hilary. 

Oliver quickly glanced from Diana, to Liza, and 
then to Hilary. There was a moment’s pause as he 
chose his words carefully. 

“It seems there are two failures in this room. 
There will be two prices to pay.” His eyes were cold 
as he spoke. 

Hilary did not understand what he meant, but she 

trembled with fear at his proclamation. 
“We’ll see how well you bear up to your punish- 

ment,” he said, looking directly at Hilary. 
The young woman was awed at the amount of ter- 

ror she could bear, and even more surprised at how 
much pleasure the fear gave her. She also felt 
betrayed by Liza and Diana, and anger welled up 
within her despite her fear. 

Liza was considering Oliver’s words, knowing 
what he meant. They were precisely chosen words, 
calculated to hit their mark. Liza could never ignore 
such an an obvious statement, and his words shook 
her with such force that she, too, quaked with fear. 
Oliver was always authentic; he never hid his anger. 
Liza despaired as her control of the weekend slipped 
from her hands. She waited breathlessly for his next 
move. 

His eyes were fixed on Hilary. There was a kind of 
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controlled violence about him that frightened every- 

one in the room, especially Hilary. Suddenly he 

turned and walked away. The whip still dangled in his 

hand, and Hilary still knelt in her place. He roughly 

pushed the sofa, and with his foot he dragged a stool 

to the center of the room. He reached down, grabbed 

Hilary, and unceremoniously threw her down against 

the stool so that her head and tits were thrust harshly 

against the red leather. 
“Hand me a leather,” he demanded. 

Someone quickly handed him a long length of 

brown leather strapping. He deftly ran it under the 

stool, quickly securing Hilary’s back so that her awk- 

ward position on the stool would remain so until she 

was released. The stool forced her ass in the air, and 

there was no doubt in anyone’s mind what Oliver was 

preparing to do. He knelt behind her and pushed her 

legs wide apart. He greased her ass, taking a large 

dollop of lubricant from a jar on the table. He 

smoothed it all over her crack, rubbing softly, then 

more aggressively, against her tightly puckered ass- 

hole. He slowly began to press his thumb against the 

opening, lightly at first, and then fiercely, until her ass 

muscles began to twitch and clench, and finally open. 

He held the thumb in there, and Hilary could feel the 

fullness of his finger opening, opening, opening her 

... Instinctively, she began to press herself against his 

thumb, her body begging for more. 

“Do not move,” Oliver’s authoritative voice 

boomed. To punctuate his point, he suddenly shoved 

his thumb into her all the way and just as quickly 

pulled it out. Her ass muscles twitched for more, but 

he simply studied her butt with his eyes, noticing 

again the pink marks across her rump, then gazing 

with great interest at her anus. With two thumbs, he 

spread her ass flesh apart and exposed her opening 
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fully, until her once-puckered orifice was a gaping 
opening. He inhaled the scent of her, a natural odor 
mixed with the lubricant he had so efficiently oiled 
her with. With his two hands, he held apart the flesh 
and opened her as widely as he could; Hilary felt the 
flesh begin to pull apart, as if her crack was being 
torn ever so slightly. The excitement registered in her 
cunt, but she wasn’t prepared when Oliver suddenly 
jerked her ass cheeks apart even further. And then, 
without pause, he pulled out his hard cock and 

plunged it straight into her ass. 
She gasped, but she did not cry out. Hilary bore 

down as she had learned to do, and fell back upon his 
cock, wanting to take her master as deep as he could 
ram it into her. Oliver held her tightly at the thighs as 
he thrust forward. Hilary was certain that she was 
being split in two. 

Liza watched him fuck her, and she wished it was 
her punishment. In watching Hilary, Liza had come 
back around, and now she found herself pleading for 
Hilary to hold on so that they could at last be togeth- 
er. Liza silently pleaded with Hilary to stay quiet so 
that Oliver would deem her worthy—deem them 
both worthy. 

Diana watched Oliver fucking the young wench, 
despising what she could not have, regardless of the 
fact that she had been the catalyst of this drama. She 
realized that she was as much a tool of Oliver’s as 
anyone else, though she often wished to believe oth- 
erwise. 

Oliver’s groans rose above the room, a deafening 
tribute to the way he pounded into Hilary’s ass, his 
balls slapping up against her cunt. He took his time 
fucking her, for the sensation of taking her last orifice 
of virginity was too delicious to rush. His fervor rose 
and fell in thunderous waves, taking him to the edge, 
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but not over it. He thrust in and out of her, pressing 

his fullness into her tight receptacle until he could 

hold back no longer. Her asshole was opening and 

closing around his throbbing prick, and it was suck- 

ing the come from him. He chose to surrender to the 

explosion. With one forceful push, he pumped his 

come into her, holding her butt firmly against his 

groin so he could totally ram it to her. 

His head was back and his eyes closed and the 

ecstasy flowing through him; it poured down and cov- 

ered Hilary. His pleasure extended to everyone in the 

room as he pumped her twice, three, four more 

times, letting every bit of himself drain into her body. 

Everyone around responded vicariously, feeling the 

sex juice that flowed from Oliver's cock to Hilary’s 

asshole. They were swept into the sexual charge that 

electrified the room 
Hilary had given up all pretense of pain; waves of 

pleasure had mounted in her as they had never done 

before. She was at a peak of climax so intense that 

she had never known anything like it before. 

But then he was done, and he pulled out of her 

and pushed her away from him like a piece of used 

flesh. He wiped his cock with his handkerchief and 

left the room. The door closed behind him with a def- 

inite finality. 
Hilary was left with a burning desire, her pussy- 

lips swollen and her clitoris hard and seeking relief. 

Her asshole felt strangely empty—but at least she 

had fulfilled Oliver. At least, she hoped she had. 
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CHAPTER XIV 





Fourteen 
He stood in the stable, listening as the Appaloosa 

stamped and whinnied, crying to be released to run 

in the meadows of the estate, stamping for his master 

to come and ride him into the wind of the impending 

storm as it thundered across the sky. 

There was an eerie glow cast above the cumulus of 

clouds—a combination of the setting sun and the per- 

vading darkness—and a light breeze stirred the dust 

and leaves with a warm wind that hinted of things to 

come. 
It was as if nature had created an atmosphere just 

for him, to suit his pleasure and his mood. He smiled, 

feeling as though he were even controlling her—the 

great Mother Nature. 

He was quick to jump up on the broad, bare back 
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of the horse and ride out of the stable and into the 
wind. His black hair flowed with a fury, in rhythm 
with the tail and mane of the beast. It was like a 
scene from a Gothic novel—man and beast riding off 
into the storm, a sense of darkness, passion, and 
drama in the air. Oliver loved the feeling of animal 
power beneath his loins, and he urged the horse to 
greater speeds. 

He was thinking about the evening. 

Liza waited in her room, reeling out of control, while 
Hilary waited in hers, relinquished. 

The guests waited about the house and pool, spec- 
ulating about what was to come next. 

Stephen peered up to Liza’s window, and he saw 
her staring down at him. She had never looked more 
beautiful. In her present quandary, Stephen knew she 
was thriving. She was loving the excitement and 
drama, loving the unexpected twists and turns that 
the day was taking. 

Diana waited. She waited for her own moment of 
triumph to be witnessed by all. 

A wild thunder rattled the windows of the house. 
Lightning incessantly flashed across the stable room. 
They had all gathered here for the next scene in this 
lavish passion play. 

Liza arrived at the stable in black leather. By her own 
choice, she flaunted her. body. She was wary with a 
fear of what lay within the night’s offering. Her body 
was tightly corseted in a garment made of thin strips 
of soft leather, woven so that her flesh peeked 
through. It pushed her bodice high and accentuated 
her beautifully rounded breasts. Her dark nipples 
stood out like two delicious cherries. The corset came 
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to a point in front, like an arrow, pointing out her 

clean, sweet pussy beneath. In the back, the leather 

stopped just short of her crack. She wore no stock- 

ings, only black patent spikes that pushed her ass in 

the air and made her body more willowy and grace- 

fully regal. Her eyes were made up in the darkest 

greens and purple, her colored lids extending to her 

well made up brow. Her cheeks were darkly flushed 

and her lips painted with a fiery red color. She was 

wildly crowned with a reddish glow from her hair 

that made her appear like a wild phantom in the 

shadows of the dark stable. She knew no matter what 

the punishment, no matter how he punished her 

body, she would be queen of the night. 

Oliver was tying up his mount when she opened 

the stable door. He glimpsed her in the shadows 

moving toward the tack room, looking more cat than 

woman. His eyes acknowledged her rare beauty. 

Inside the tack room, she moved in the wildly 

flashing light, directly toward Hilary, who sat obedi- 

ently in the corner. Hilary wore a red leather corset 

much like Liza’s and nothing else but red spiked 

heels. Laura had been ordered to bring her there at 

nightfall. When she approached her slave, she 

yanked hard on the leash that was attached to 

Hilary’s collar. Liza swiftly fastened her to a tether 

that dangled from the ceiling beside one of the two 

massive pillars bisecting the room. She pushed Hilary 

against the cold stone column and grabbed her wrists, 

fastening them behind her so that her breasts jutted 

forward. 
The girl had proven worthy, though not as mistress 

of the house. There could only be one mistress, and 

Liza would not be usurped. 

As Liza admired the handsome figure of Hilary 

tethered and helpless, an insecure feeling came over 
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her. Could Hilary possibly take her place as mistress 

of the house? She suspected that there were still 
more surprising events to come before the night was 

over, and she was feeling wary of the unknown. Liza 

still felt passion for Hilary, and in her heart awaited 

the moment when she herself could claim her female 
prize. But human nature being what it is, Liza suc- 
cumbed to thoughts of insecurity. “They are just 
fears,” she kept telling herself. “They are not reality.” 

It took only moments to secure the slave, and when 
Liza was done, she backed into the opposite pillar and 
called for Stephen to secure her as well. It was a neces- 
sary act to illustrate her own submission. The stone 
was cold against her ass, and Liza relished the sensa- 
tion. Her full chest was thrust forward like Hilary’s, 
and Liza’s breath heaved in and out with anticipation 
and wonder. She felt Stephen’s rough hands tighten 
the rope, and she detected a hint of victory in his eyes. 
But what Stephen would never understand is that Liza 
really was the master of her own fate, that despite her 
occasional insecurities, she was a powerful woman 
who made choices at every turn. 

“That won't be necessary, Stephen,” he said, his 
words shattering the ritualized silence in the room. 
“Untie her.” 

Stephen did as he was ordered. 
Oliver reached out, and in one swift movement, 

ripped a cat-o’-nine-tails from the wall. Holding it by 
its leather handle, he held it out to his wife. 

“Dance,” he ordered. 
Liza stared at him, eyes wide with surprise. She 

smiled inwardly at his masterful stroke of genius. He 
had a way of using everything and everyone to his 
advantage, and dancing was something that most 
befitted Liza’s talent and position. 

She took the “cat,” its talons dancing in the pale 
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darkness. The lightning and thunder had diminished, 

and the stable was lit by candles. Using the whip as 

her partner, she spread it across her thighs and 

between her legs, dragging it slowly through the 

crack of her bare pussy. She let its many tails entwine 

her body like serpents. And then, with a swift 

change, she brought the whip down across her own 

buttocks so that the sting made her move with a 

more heated frenzy. She undulated back and forth, 

the cat whipping about her frame as she moved. Her 

arms were like tentacles extending, allowing the 

leather to jerk back with a swiftness that meant cer- 

tain pain when it made contact against her flesh. The 

pain made her more bold, more alluring. She was 

experienced at turning pain to her advantage, and 

tonight would be no exception. The harder she 

brought the whip down upon her flesh, the hotter her 

pussy became, and the higher her passion soared. 

The slaps were like music, and she moved to the 

syncopated beat of whip touching flesh. It was as if 

she’d orchestrated it perfectly when a.pelting rain 

outside began to add to the music of her dance. She 

looked like a vision from a dream—half woman, half 

cat. It was.a primal moment and Liza lost herself in it 

as she lost control of her body. She began to drown in 

the pleasures she was giving to herself, her guests, 

her slave, and her husband. She was getting closer to 

coming—her finale—and no one dared look away. 

Her head fell back anticipating the pleasure, and her 

body began to feel the wild swells of orgasm. She 

could hear her own moaning filling the stable.... 

With a sudden directness, a long talon of leather 

seized Liza about the waist. The horsewhip in 

Oliver’s hand reached out and insured his dominion 

over her. His message was clearly understood by all: 

Time to take the focus off Liza and see to Hilary. 
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“Tie her to the pillar,” Oliver directed. 
And then Oliver turned to Diana, his head 

motioning toward Hilary. “You were the injured 
party this afternoon,” he said. “The bitch is yours to 
take since she refused to take you.” 

The night was like a wild vision taken directly from 
many of Hilary’s past fantasies. The erotic dance of 
her mistress, the cat winding around her body; Oliver 
tearing the fulfillment away from her, forcing the 
drama in another direction. It was a scene far 
removed from the quiet sensuality of Hilary’s first 
encounter in the morning room, the day that she had 
sealed her fate to become part of this drama. 

Hilary realized that she had entered a world 
where she had no control, and this realization gave 

her indescribable pleasure. 
And then it was Diana’s turn to approach her. 

Hilary watched with dread as the fierce woman 
picked up the abandoned cat-o’-nine-tails from the 
hay-strewn floor of the stable. She let it drag beside 
her as she waltzed her way toward the slave. Every 
step she took mocked Hilary’s submission. Diana was 
corseted in leather, her plain black bustier barely 
supporting her voluptuous breasts. Her heels were 
high like Liza’s, but she wore leather boots that rose 
up long legs to her crotch. The boots glistened in the 
dim candlelight of the stable. 

She stroked Hilary’s chin with her finger, her long 
nails clawing at her neck. “It’s time that you paid,” 
she said, smiling in such a way that Hilary cringed 
despite herself. 

Diana took her time. She slowly ran her eyes and 
her hands and the end of the cat over Hilary’s pulsat- 
ing body. She looked wild and feral, as though any 
moment she would maul the young woman, devour 
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her, take her brutally. Diana was ready to make 

Hilary pay for her dreadful oversight that afternoon. 
But Diana turned. She had other debts to square 

before she dove into the delectable flesh of the new 

submissive. She focused her frightening presence on 

the mistress of the estate. Liza was breathing hard, 

her eyes closed, her head back, lost in her own world. 

“Miss Liza,” Diana said sarcastically, squaring her 

hips in front of the woman. “You will watch. Is that 

clear?” 
Hilary watched as Liza looked to Oliver where he 

sat casually in the corner of the tack room. He 

seemed unconcerned with Liza’s plight. She looked 

to him for mercy, but he was indifferent. 

Diana slapped Liza’s face hard. Hilary winced as 

her mistress did. 
“Have I made myself clear?” 
Liza’s nostrils flared. Hilary sensed Liza’s desire to 

strike back, and her fury at the binding that prevent- 

ed her from taking control. 

“Yes, you have,” she finally replied. 

Diana gloated, apparently satisfied with Liza’s 

defiant tone. Diana gazed at Liza thoughtfully. “I’d 

truly forgotten how lovely it is to have you under my 

control. It brings back the most delicious memories.” 

Liza looked away, but Diana grabbed her face and 

forced their eyes to meet. Diana let loose a scream- 

ing laugh and then let Liza’s face go, turning her full 

attention to Hilary. 
“Now, my little one,” she said, unfastening the 

bonds behind the sweet submissive, “let’s see you 

dance.” She shoved Hilary to the center of the stable 

floor, and Hilary nearly fell. She froze with fear. 

“You’d better dance, or this is going to be an 

extremely painful night for you.” Diana cracked the 

cat-o’-nine-tails to give meaning to her threat. The 
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eight strands of leather hit Hilary’s back and the 
front of her thighs. The strands curled around her, 
cutting into her flesh. She jumped from the jolt of 
pain. It was hard to think of dancing when her main 
focus was on dodging another blow. Unlike the blows 
administered by Mistress Liza, these did not give 
Hilary pleasure. 

“Dance,” Diana ordered. And with strokes of less- 

er force, Diana wielded the cat against the woman’s 
body again. Pink stripes were beginning to appear on 
Hilary’s flesh where the whip had landed, but these 
blows did not give her the same sensation of shock 
and pain as the first did. Hilary was surprised to find 
that they were stimulating and they aroused the sex 
heat in her immediately. Still, she was unable to 
dance; fear and self-consciousness were preventing 

her. It would be impossible for Hilary to imitate her 
mistress. 

She was nearly in tears, and she tried to hold them 

back. Suddenly she wanted nothing more than to let 
them flow; she wanted to release her fear and frustra- 

tion. 
“I can do nothing more with her,” Diana 

announced. She turned to Oliver, whose dispassion- 
ate pose was unaltered by the recent unfolding of 
events. 

“Do you wish to walk away unfulfilled? Do you 
wish to disappoint your mistress?” he asked Hilary, 
sounding like a calm, yet authoritative schoolmaster. 

He stood and yanked her close to him, pulling her 
chin up so that they stood face to face. “Do you wish 
to give her up for a moment’s weakness?” 

Hilary stood in silence, not knowing what to do or 
say. 

“Tell us now, so that we can proceed. Of course we 
are at your beck and call.” His words mocked her. 
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Hilary shivered with unrequited passion and 

desire. Her heart leapt to realize that she was worthy 

enough to merit a second chance. She wanted noth- 

ing more than to belong to both him and Liza. She 

knew that she had to complete the night’s rituals, no 

matter how frightened she was. 

“I apologize to you and to my mistress, Liza. I 

apologize to Diana for not fulfilling my task. I put 

myself in your hands and beg for another chance.” 

Oliver stared at her. She was a true submissive, 

but she had a fire burning inside. She was a lot like 

Liza in that way. 
“Sometimes, my dear, one must do what one fears 

most in order to have what is most desired.” He 

picked up the cat from the stable floor and wrapped 

the long tails around Hilary’s neck, letting the ends 

dangle down the back of her body. He pulled the 

strands tight to emphasize his point. And then he 

removed the whip and handed it to Diana. 

“You may begin from the beginning, Diana.” 

Diana smiled at him, delighted that she could 

again begin to administer her delicious torments to 

such a succulent piece of young and willing flesh. 

Oliver returned to his place in the corner of the tack 

room. 
“Use your tongue on me,” Diana commanded. 

“Start with your lips.” 

It seemed a fair consolation to Hilary, and she 

could comply with the order. Glimpsing Liza in the 

corner restored Hilary’s strength, and she felt grate- 

ful for the opportunity to resume. Hilary’s lips met 

Diana’s in a kiss. She licked them until they parted to 

receive her tongue. And then Hilary kissed Diana’s 

neck. She worked slowly and sensually, beginning to 

take pleasure in the woman’s soft, pliant flesh. She 

played with her, giving in to the lust that was fueled 
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by rage. Hilary let her lips slowly caress Diana’s 
cleavage, and then with her hands she released the 
redhead’s large breasts from the corset and began 
furiously to suck and bite her nipples. She relished 
the feel of the delicate buds on the tip of her tongue, 
and the feel of the warm soft flesh about the nipple 
yielded to her mouth. She felt all the eyes of the 
audience upon her, and this exhibitionism turned her 

on, pressed her to be more deliberate and wild with 
her tongue. Diana moaned, obviously enjoying the 
wonderful sensations given her by Hilary’s deft 
tongue, lips, and teeth. Slowly, Hilary worked her 
way toward Diana’s pussy. She saw the moist red hair, 
and her own cunt pulsed with longing. 

“My ass first,” Diana said in a low voice, and she 
turned to offer Hilary her pink, tightly puckered 
anus. Diana bent over a bale of hay, and said in a 

hoarse voice, “Take it all.” She reached around, 
grabbed her ass cheeks, and spread her crack wide 
open, exposing her ass and cunt to Hilary’s searching 
mouth. 

Hilary knelt to obey. She slowly tongued Diana’s 
crack; then she rimmed her asshole, and slyly insert- 
ed her tongue into its opening. She moved down to 
the succulent pussy and her tongue found the folds of 
hot, wet, and ready flesh. Hilary moved her tongue 
back to Diana’s asshole, and she flicked it around the 
edges of the tightly puckered hole. Diana’s hips 
began to gyrate with pleasure, as Hilary continued to 
rim her expertly. Hilary was on fire; she was taking 
great pleasure in eating this fierce woman. She revis- 
ited Diana’s pussy and began to suck hungrily on her 
clit. Knowing that Liza and Oliver were watching 
made Hilary’s desire all the more potent, and that led 
her to even more passionate kisses on Diana’s cunt. 

Diana rolled over to display her cunt fully to 
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Hilary’s attention. She wanted her passions met hard 

and fast. Her hands kept her cunt exposed and acces- 

sible. Liza and Oliver watched as Hilary’s mouth 

devoured the pouty, pink pussy, eating Diana out as if 

she were a full-course meal. 

“Suck me hard!” Diana breathed. And as she said 

this, she began to spank Hilary’s ass as Hilary writhed 

over her, fucking her with her tongue. The harder her 

hand fell on Hilary’s flesh, the deeper the young 

woman pushed her tongue into Diana’s cunt. Their 

bodies were moving in heated unison. The scent of 

steamed, wet pussies filled the air. 

It was punishment for Liza to watch. It was 

anguish to see the woman she desired servicing the 

bitch she hated. It was torture to see Hilary enjoying 

her task. Hilary’s body writhed seductively in front of 

Liza, and the older woman was helpless to reach out 

and take what was rightfully hers. She felt humiliated 

and bested by Diana in Oliver’s presence. She want- 

ed to scream. 
Hilary sucked Diana hard and Diana continued to 

smack her ass. They were riding out a rhythm that 

could not be stopped. Hilary was overcome, her body 

moving forward to greet the whip and Diana’s gleam- 

ing, dripping-wet pussy. Diana pushed her hips hard 

into Hilary’s face, bucking strongly against her 

tongue, smashing her cunt into Hilary’s hungry 

mouth. She thrust again and again in a steady beat 

until her orgasm was drawn out of her body, and she 

collapsed back in breathless release. 

Without missing a beat, Oliver rose and crossed 

the room to where Hilary sat back on her knees, her 

face red with exertion. Liza watched the three of 

them in the center of the room, and tears fell reck- 

lessly down her face. She watched as Oliver helped 

Hilary stand. She watched as, holding tightly to 
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Hilary, he leaned down and gave Diana a long pas- 
sionate kiss. And then she watched as Oliver took 
Hilary from the stable without so much as a glance in 
her direction. Although the unfolding events were no 
surprise to the well-trained lady of the house, the 
images brought a heaviness to her heart. On one 
level, it was her husband she craved attention from; 
yet on another, perhaps more serene level, it was the 

woman he was about to fuck that Liza wanted. 

200 



CHAPTER XV 





Fifteen 
Hilary was still on fire. She had once more been close 

to falling over the edge into an abyss of pleasure and 

had been denied. She was pulled along in great haste 

by Oliver. She felt as if the whole night had been part 

of a long waking dream, and she could not decide yet 

if it was a nightmare or sweet fantasy. 

His strides were long and swift, making it difficult 

for her to keep up with him. Suddenly, he stopped 

and pushed her roughly to the ground at his feet. He 

stood over her, just looking at her for a moment, and 

then he opened his riding breeches to reveal his 

handsome cock; it was engorged with passion. He 

pulled her up roughly to his groin by her shoulders 

and forced himself into her mouth. She barely had 

time to open for him when his cock pressed inward. 
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She was so startled by the suddenness of his move- 
ment, she didn’t gulp for air or gag. She simply took 
him—all of him. He plowed himself in and out, back 
and forth, pushing deep into her throat until he 
screamed out into the night, letting his hot come flow 
directly down her willing throat. His yell of pleasure 
rose into the air like a wild animal cry that seemed to 
rattle the trees and move the clouds. It was like the 
howl of a thing not quite human. 

The lustful sound of Oliver’s orgasmic expression 
cut through the other cries of pleasure that were 
coming from the bodies that fucked, sucked, and 
writhed on the floor of the stable. It seemed as if 
everyone stopped in their passionate fucking to 
acknowledge the sex scream of the master of the 
estate; that same cry cut Liza to the bone. She heard 
his scream as it penetrated the night, and she knew 
that Oliver wanted her to be aware of his satisfaction. 
And then, as quickly as it had become silent, the orgy 
in the stable resumed its hot, happy, joyous pace. 
Liza was further tortured by having to witness her 
guest’s pleasure without being allowed to partake at 
all. She felt miserably alone. 

She didn’t want to think. She only wanted to sleep 
and to hide from the reality of the day’s wild happen- 
ings. She wanted to escape into the safer realms of 
night and forget her humiliation. 

Suddenly Liza felt Diana’s breath right on her 
face; she was practically touching her, she stood so 
close. 

“T hope you enjoyed yourself this evening, Liza 
dear,” she said with mocking elegance. “I certainly 
did.” 

With that, the vengeful, voluptuous bitch stepped 
back and spread her cunt lips wide apart, exposing 
her still-gleaming, wet pussy, and began to mastur- 
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bate herself in front of Liza, whose own hands were 

not aliowed contact with even her own body on this 

night. 
Liza watched as Diana manipulated her juicy twat, 

finger-fucking herself, rubbing around her asshole, 

and ultimately, bringing her middle finger to the hot, 

hard clit bud and furiously massaging the sweet pink 

meat until an orgasm was inevitable. 

Liza watched, spellbound, her own cunt welling 

with heat despite her disdain for Diana. Her poor, 

wet, swollen cunt was so ferociously turned on, she 

would have liked to feel even Diana’s vile mouth 

hungrily suck out some of her boiling sex syrup. 

Even though it was against the rules, Liza could 

not help rocking back and forth and manipulating the 

weight of her crotch so as to create friction on her 

clit, hoping she could rock herself into an orgasm. 

Her face became tense, as she focused all her energy 

on her pussy; her eyes were on Diana all the while. 

Then, just as she felt she might get off, Diana’s 

face grew tight with passion. Her body emitted a 

dense, musky perfume, and the muscles of her cunt 

began to twitch as her finger worked diligently on her 

clit, which was about to explode like a rocket leaving 

a launch pad. 
Just as the juice of her self-expression came pour- 

ing forth, Diana smiled at her audience of one. And 

Liza, nearly exhausted from her unfulfilled desires, 

could only stare, feeling powerless. 

Diana, now complete, dipped that same finger into 

the well of her desires and brought the wetness to 

Liza’s lips. She rubbed her cunt juice along the lower 

lip and slipped the finger into the poor woman’s 

mouth. 
“You might as well lick it,” Diana said, a wicked 

grin on her face. “It’s all you'll be getting tonight.” 
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With her cunt on fire and her heart sinking with 
sadness, Liza did as she was told and sucked the juice 
fully from Diana’s fingers, adding to her frustration 
and humiliation. 

Then she left for the sanctum of her own bed. 

At last darkness enveloped her. It was cold and lone- 
ly in her room and her body ached, but that seemed 
to be the least of her concerns. 

Finally, toward dawn, he entered the room, silent 
as always. ; 

She waited for a word, but he said nothing. Her 
courage grew and then waned, but her rage was con- 
stant. Fear and jealousy welled up within her. 

She watched him sit down wearily in the chair and 
tug at his riding boots. 

“Come help me get these off, Liza,” he said at last. 
His voice was nonchalant, as though nothing had 

transpired except a midnight ride on his horse. 
She didn’t move, and after a moment he looked 

up. She looked as well, her gaze trying to burn him. 
“You’ve humiliated me in front of my friends,” she 

exploded at last. “How could you do that to me?” 
She leapt off the bed and flew at him, the full force of 
her fury brewing to the surface. 

“If you don’t want me anymore, tell me right now 
and I will leave immediately.” 

He stared at her with wonder, looking as though 
he were about to laugh. 

“J hate you,” she screamed. “I thought you loved 
me. I hate you ... how could you ...” She glared at 
him, tears beginning to run down her cheeks. 

She turned away from him and faced the windows, 
ashamed of her outburst and what she’d already said. 
She looked out at the lawn of the estate and suddenly 
felt as though she were in a foreign land. 
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“You don’t care, do you?” she said, not risking the 

shame of seeing his laughing eyes again. She was 

tired, and her anger had left her suddenly weary. 

There was a long gap of silence during which Liza 

sagged to the floor as though she were pressed there 

by an unbelievable burden. 

“Elizabeth,” he said at last. 

“Don’t call me that. Don’t ...” 

“B]izabeth,” he said again, his voice rising above 

hers. “Come here,” he said and grabbed her wrists, 

pulling her firmly to the bed. 

“No, No!” she shouted, shaking herself free from 

his grasp. 
They stared at each other for a long time, locked 

in a silent battle. His face betrayed no emotion. 

And then rather suddenly, he burst into laughter. It 

was a full sound that rang throughout the bed- 

room. His laugh was not mocking or cruel, but full 

of joy. Liza stared at him in disbelief. Her rage and 

torment were washed away in the sound of his 

laugh. 
He pulled her to the bed, tearing away the cur- 

tains that clothed the heavy canopy of their inner 

sanctum. He sat her down beside him, his hand gen- 

tly resting on her thigh. 

“Blizabeth my dear, what about this weekend 

didn’t you like?” 
It was a rhetorical question, and he proceeded. 

“You loved the drama, the tears, and the raging. You 

loved being assaulted by Stephen. You loved to 

dance beautifully before an audience. You reveled in 

your humiliation.” 

He paused and looked at her a long while and 

then said again, “Now tell me, what didn’t you like 

about this weekend?” 

She couldn’t answer. She sat and cried silently. 
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“You're right, my darling,” she said at last. “I did. 

I loved it all.” 
“Of course.” 
He smiled and pulled Liza to him. His mouth cov- 

ered hers in a deep kiss, his tongue playing lightly 
with hers. He laid her back on the bed, the soft down 
of the pillows and comforters taking them in. His 
hands gently roved her body, and her hands began to 
hungrily strip away his clothing. At last, he was 
naked and their bodies were touching. Their love- 
making began slowly and deliberately. 

She opened herself wide as he brought the head of 
his hard cock to the opening of her awaiting cunt, 
and he pressed himself home on the first thrust. He 
sucked and bit her nipples as he battered her 
deliciously with his lust, and she writhed beneath, 

pressing her hips against his groin, so as to receive it 
all, so as to leave nothing untasted. They fucked in 
the sensual rhythm that was all their own—the one 
that would never and could never belong to anyone 
but these two, who moved together in passion as one. 

Any questions that Liza had about his feelings for 
her were dispelled instantly. She dug her fingers into 
his loins and pulled him in deeper. He responded 
with a force that made their bodies come together in 
a relentless fever. He seemed to thrust in and out of 
her for hours, holding back his passion juice. Liza 
finally burst, her wetness coming down all over her 
husband’s hard cock. Even then, he just kept fucking 
her until she came again and again and ... 

It was hours into the night before they rested. 
Never had Liza been more satisfied. 

Before he fell asleep, he whispered. “Elizabeth, 
you alone know me.” 

The guests milled about the grounds in the morning 
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hours, enjoying the lovely day. Neither their host, 
hostess or their delightful new addition appeared 
during the morning. Yet everyone knew that they had 
been present at a gathering that would be discussed 
for years to come. They all felt satisfied. 

Hilary lay in her small room, alone. She was ulti- 
mately confused by the tiring day and night that pre- 
ceded the morning sun. 

She was wide awake as soon as the light broke 
through the window of the attic. The feelings of the pre- 
vious evening still haunted her. She wondered if the 
events she’d experienced were dreams; they were events 
that seemed to be more dreamlike than real, though she 

was almost certain they had actually happened. 
She lay on the bed and wondered if she had just 

been used as a pawn, an intricate player in Liza’s 
training. There were many moments in the previous 
evening when Liza seemed as surprised by the turn 
of events as Hilary was herself. 

Oliver was the only one who ruled the estate, and 
what a ruler he was. He fucked with an electricity 
that seemed to charge every room. Thoughts of 
Oliver, his big cock and commanding ways, made her 
body come alive instantly. She wanted him. She want- 
ed him to take her again and again. She wondered if 
she secretly desired to take Liza’s place in his bed, or 
did she want to share it? Was either of those fantasies 
an option? Had she passed the test? 

Hilary stayed there, confused thoughts and feel- 
ings buzzing through her head, while her sexuality 
warmed up like a microwave oven. As strange as it 
all seemed, as strange as it all was, Hilary wanted 

more—she wanted it all. 

The guests lounged by the pool eating and drinking, 
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enjoying the afternoon sun. Finally, Oliver and Liza 
made themselves present. Elegant and graceful, they 
stood together on the terrace, well aware of the fact 
that they made a handsome pair. They were the per- 
fect match of light and dark, submissive and domi- 
nant. Liza was confident of the fact that she was mis- 
tress to his mastery. 

Her gaze fell upon Diana, the woman who had 

trained her so well. She smiled to herself, realizing 
that she could accept Diana as a willing player in 
their complicated little game. She knew ultimately 
that Diana’s passion and heat only made the game 
that much more exciting. Knowing this gave Liza a 
sense of power, and she felt victorious over Diana for 
the first time since she had known her. 

Diana saw Liza looking at her and she approached 
the stunning couple. “I’ve trained you well,” she said. 

Liza smiled with delight. For even as much as she 
detested Diana, she secretly wanted her approval. 

Liza attended to her other guests graciously, and 
then she returned to the house, allowing Oliver to 
finish with the formal good-byes. There was one 
more thing to attend to before the drama was at its 
final scene. 
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Sixteen 
The stairs creaked as he mounted them. He could 
smell the scent of rosewood in the thick air, and he 
felt the pressure of a single-minded thought that was 
manifesting itself in his crotch. He was going to take 
her, no matter what. 

He withdrew the key from his pocket and inserted 
it into the old lock. He swung open the door and 

found himself face to face with Hilary. She looked 

frightened. That pleased him. 
Without pausing for a moment, Stephen reached 

forward, and was about to grab her hair when he was 

halted by Oliver’s voice. 
“She is not yours to take. Put the collar on her and 

bring her down.” 
Stephen didn’t turn to face his master. He let go of 
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Hilary and silently obeyed the command. He knew 
that if he breached his contract, he would be expelled 
from the estate immediately; he wasn’t about to ruin 
a good thing. Not just for a taste of pussy; not just for 
a fuck with the new submissive. 

“Yes, sir,” he said. 

Oliver retreated silently. No one ever questioned 
or disobeyed the master of the house—no one who 
wanted to stay and play. 

She paused at the bedroom door as Stephen swung it 
open for her. All the waiting, all the games and all 
the submissions were a prelude to what was beyond 
the door. She was exhilarated to find herself at last at 
the end of her long wait. He ushered her through the 
door and then quietly left, so that she could discover 
what fulfillment truly meant. 

The room was dark, and in the cozy chamber it 
seemed as if time were suspended. A single candle 
burned, giving off a soft glow; it cast heavy shadows 
on the walls. The room seemed magic. Hilary could 
see a male figure moving toward her. It was Oliver. 

“Come sit, my dear,” he said, motioning to a chair. 
“You look lovely.” 

She sat, humbled by the tenderness in his voice 
and the quiet in the room. 

“Do you understand what you are giving yourself 
to, Hilary?” he asked her. “Do you understand that 
you are caught in a complicated web of pleasure and 
pain, and that here there will always be someone to 
challenge your limits? On this path that you’ve cho- 
sen there will always be assaults on the strength and 
character of your endurance. I want you to under- 
stand that this path has no limitations, and that no 

one can stop your progress except you.” He spoke 
with a soft yet searing intensity. 
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“I do,” she replied 
He laughed a little. “No. You don’t understand at 

all. But it is enough for you to know that you wish to 
proceed in our world. Every day that you stay here, 
more will be expected of you. Do you understand 
that?” 

“T think so,” she replied hesitantly. 
“When you cease to enjoy yourself, it is time for 

you to leave. Do you understand?” 
“Yes,” she said with certainty. 
“Good,” he replied. 
He looked into her eyes for a long moment. She 

felt consumed by him, as if he were taking her. It 
seemed that he knew her in ways that she didn’t even 
know herself, and she realized that was why she was 

here. She was here to understand herself more 

deeply. Oliver held a key that he would someday turn 

over to her, so she could unlock her own doors and 

understand the mysteries. — 
He went to an armoire that stood against the wall 

and pulled from it a mass of rope and leather. He 

tossed the tangled mass to a corner of the room. 

Hilary suddenly noticed the shadow of Liza moving 

out of the darkness. 
“Take her,” he commanded, and he withdrew to 

the shadows as his wife took over the moment and 

claimed Hilary. 
Liza wore a leather corset and boots that climbed 

all the way up her perfect thighs. Her hair was like a 

lion’s mane, and her eyes were painted a smouldering 

dark color. Hilary braced herself for the moment she 

had been waiting for so impatiently. 

With ropes and leathers in hand, Liza grasped 

Hilary’s arms and pulled her to the bed. She pushed 

Hilary down on the mattress and swiftly tied her 

wrists to the bedpost and her ankles to the footboard. 
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Hilary’s legs were spread so very wide that her pink, 
swelling cunt lips were visible, and the scent of sex 
wafted up from between her legs. She watched, her 
eyelids half closed with desire, as Liza reached to a 
table and strapped on a heavy leather belt which sup- 
ported a big, heavy dildo. Liza’s body was suddenly 
transformed from a soft feminine form to an aggres- 
sive masculine body. 

The dildo was made of a flesh-colored rubber, 
with a skin-soft outer layer and a thick, erect inner 
tube. It was big and hard, and Hilary’s cunt filled with 

juice when she saw her mistress cover her bare, 
cleanshaven pussy with the ten-inch male protrusion. 
The dildo had an apparatus that, when strapped, 
served as a clit-rubber as well as a cunt-fucker. The 
harder she’d thrust, the more her clit would get 
slammed by the fat, hard piece of rubber. The warm 
anticipation made both pussies hot and wet. Hilary 
lifted her hips, begging for the first satisfying thrust 
from her mistress. 

Liza stood before her for a moment longer. She 
came closer and closer to Hilary, and her eyes fixed 
on the young woman with the same deep intensity 
that the slave had seen in Oliver. Then Liza moved in 
to claim Hilary’s body. 

Liza slid her trim body between Hilary’s wide- 
open legs. She studied the succulent cunt before 
her—the pouty, pink lips, even more swollen with 
lust, the fat folds that lazily covered the sweet pink 
opening. With a thumb and forefinger she parted 
Hilary’s cunt fully and looked into the sweet opening. 
Bending her head, she sniffed the female scent and 
blew a soft sigh into the opening, tingling her captive 
with a gentle female breath while preparing her for a 
big, hard cock. Still holding Hilary’s hole apart, Liza 
used a middle finger to gently prod the opening fur- 
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ther. She slipped the finger in her mouth and wet it 
first, then slipped it into Hilary’s cunt. It was hot and 
wet inside, and just the soft touch of Liza’s finger 

made Hilary press up for more. Adding one more 

finger, Liza filled the gaping opening briefly with two 

fingers, rubbing them in and out, back and forth, to 

create a delicious friction. Next, the fingers were 

withdrawn and the hand became a fist. Liza knuckle- 

fucked the swelling cunt opening until she could 

work the whole fist inward, giving Hilary just a taste 

of what was to come. 
Resonant groans escaped from Hilary. She could 

not control them, and her hips writhed back and 

forth in unison with Liza’s fist. For the first time in 

her life, Hilary was getting fist-fucked. She could feel 

the balled-up fingers pressing against her female 

organs and was conscious of Liza’s wrist stretching 

her cunt opening wider. It hurt, but it was so pleasur- 

able; it felt like she was being ripped open, but she 

wanted more. She virtually impaled herself on her 

mistress’ fist. Liza moved slowly, deliberately; 

Hilary’s hips moved frantically, begging for more. 

Liza’s hand was wet with pussy juice. Her own 

cunt was sweating and dripping from the passion that 

stirred between the two women. Liza rubbed the fake 

cock against Hilary’s leg, pressing the rubber against 

her own swelling clit. She was ready to fuck her won- 

derful, obedient submissive. Again, there would have 

to be pleasure and pain at once. 

“Tighten your cunt muscles,” Liza commanded. 

Hilary obeyed, squeezing her wet opening so that the 

muscles closed tight like an anus. “Keep it tight,” 

Liza said. 
She took some lubricant and rubbed it on her 

dildo, which, atop her swelling clit bud, felt like it was 

getting heavier and more erect. She also oiled the rim 
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of Hilary’s clenched cunt. She mounted her and 
pressed the cock to the opening. “Stay tight,” she 
said. “Fight it until I tell you to surrender.” 

A thrill rose in Hilary’s cunt, flowing through her 
anus and up to her tits. Once again, she was being 
denied what she wanted so much. She obeyed, keep- 
ing her cunt closed as her mistress nudged the huge 
cockhead into her opening. She fought it with clench- 
ing cunt muscles, but she fought her own impulse to 
open and receive even harder. She wanted to take all 
of it, fully, deeply, deliciously. 

Liza’s clit was getting a free ride from the tension 
created by Hilary’s closed muscles. She began to 
push, to shove, to pound the false cock into her 

woman. Hilary continued to keep herself closed until 
Liza finally forced her way in with one big, powerful 
thrust. 

“Open, now,” Liza demanded, feeling the big cock 

slide into the waiting cunt. “Open wide, take me.” 
Hilary released her cunt muscles, and the dildo 

immediately slammed home, filling her dripping-wet, 
horny hole with the fullness she so desired. Liza 
fucked her like a man would fuck his woman. And 
she shoved that big dildo up as far as it would go. 
Using her hip power, she pulled it all the way out and 
shoved it back in. 

Hilary was wild with passion, her body on fire. She 
was whimpering, begging, gyrating beyond control, try- 
ing to get more than the ten inches inside her; trying to 
get Liza inside her. The straps pulled painfully on her 
arms and legs as she tried to move her essentially 
immovable body to greet Liza’s thrusts. Liza was also 
swept away on a pleasure wave, her cunt twitching 
behind the dildo, her clit rubbing wildly into the back 
of the rubber. She felt like the cock was real, like she 
was fucking Hilary with her very own, real cock. 
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Liza felt totally powerful and knew, in that 
moment, what a great power men feel when they 
shove their hard cocks into waiting cunts. Her pussy- 
cock felt like it would explode; she pressed deeper 
into Hilary and leaned hard against her body. She 
loved the feel of a woman writhing beneath her. And 
Hilary loved the feel of a woman writhing atop her. 
This ten-inch cock was the largest and fattest Hilary 
had ever known; it tore at her cunt as it pierced her. 
It was only fitting that her mistress would be capable 
of violating her so thoroughly. 

The two women moaned in unison. Liza pushed 
deeper and deeper, harder and harder, and a light- 
headed feeling took over. Her cunt was all atingle. As 
she fucked her sweet submissive, she brought her 
breasts down on Hilary’s. Their titties touched flesh 
to flesh; their nipples kissed. 

Liza began to kiss Hilary on the mouth, to suck on 
the sweet tongue hungrily and fully devour her lover 
with macho, aggressive French kisses. She ran her 
mouth around her lover’s parted lips, kissing her with 
passion as Hilary responded in kind, giving her mis- 
tress her own tongue while sucking Liza’s as well. 

The two were very aware of their rubbing titties, 
each with nipples so erect that they were like little 
rocks; the pleasure shot right down to their gyrating 
pussies, both on the edge of exploding yet reserving 
the ultimate release for a moment in the future— until 
Hilary could stand it no more. The sweet, submissive, 
obedient Hilary, denied Liza’s touch for so long, 
begged for her mistress to bring her to orgasm, and to 
join her in the wet explosion. Hilary’s cunt was on the 
verge of a wild spurt of wetness; her breath quickened, 
and her cunt muscles twitched and clenched and were 
ready to explode. Liza, sensing this nearness, suddenly 
pulled out of Hilary’s fluttering pussy. 
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“No, no, please,” Hilary begged, her now-empty 
- cunt gaping, clenching at the air. “Please, please, take 
me and let me give you my juice. Please take my 
juice from me.” The tingle in her clit was alive. Just 
one touch, one kiss would do it. 

Her wrists and legs were suddenly untied. She was 
quickly turned around and her weakened knees were 
hoisted until she was in a kneeling position. Before 
she even knew what was happening, his large, male 
hands were hungrily, deliberately spreading her ass- 
hole wide apart, and a fat tongue was rimming her, 
licking her, wetting her in a delicious way. The 
tongue pressed inward and pulled out of her ass; it 
pushed in and pulled out, until Hilary was beyond 
any recognition of what part of her body the pleasure 
was actually coming from. 

Oliver had stood and watched the two cunts have 
their wild fuck. He waited, as always, till the most 
suspenseful moment to step in and play. The ultimate 
was about to happen: Hilary, Liza, and Oliver would 
become as one. 

Liza yanked the dildo strap from her waist and 
pulled the rubber cock from her burning, swelling 
cunt. She quickly arranged her body so that her pussy 
was right on the lips of her sweet sex slave. She posi- 
tioned her head just under Hilary’s raised hips. She 
waited until she could tell Oliver was ready. 

He had tongued Hilary’s asshole so deliciously 
that it was totally wet. He put lubricant on his hard, 
swollen cock and positioned it at the still-tight 
entrance. Just as he pressed home, filling her asshole 

up with his big, hard, real cock, Liza’s mouth rose to 
greet Hilary’s raised cunt. She licked the lips slowly 
and spread the pussy-hole open with her fingers, 
slowly finger-fucking the young woman with two, 
then three long fingers. Then, with the thumb and 

220 



The Applicant 

forefinger of each hand, she pulled on Hilary’s fat 

cunt lips, tugged them apart and downward, and | 

brought the sweet, hot, hard love bud to her lips. She 

kissed, she slurped, she sucked, just as Oliver fully 

penetrated Hilary’s anus with his cock. 
Hilary nearly lost her breath, but dove her mouth 

into Liza’s waiting, wanting, hungry pussy; she ate 

her mistress out, licking the woman’s cunt hole clean 

with her hot tongue. But she was crazed with the heat 

of passion. Oliver was fucking her so hard, filling her 

so deeply, and Liza was sucking her so intensely, that 

Hilary was all on fire. Liza was sucking out the cunt 

juice; Oliver was fucking it out from the other end. 

Her asshole was tearing, and yet it was filled with 

pleasure; her clit was all tingly and sensitive, yet afire 

with ecstasy. She shoved her cunt into Liza’s mouth 

and pressed her ass into Oliver’s groin. 

Sensing the wildfire running through her slave, 

Liza pushed her pussy into Hilary’s mouth and 

rubbed it against the sweet lips, pushing it against the 

teeth, slamming it into her female lover. Hilary was 

wild, and licked at Liza like an animal, with no rhyme 

or reason, but in a way that lifted the love bud into 

an even higher state, close to exploding. 

Liza kept at Hilary’s clit, sucking it wildly while 

pulling apart the skin, making it totally exposed, until 

Hilary began to really buck, to go wild, to spill her- 

self into her mistress’ mouth. Liza rubbed herself 

more furiously, face-fucking her slave while her hus- 

band’s hard cock slammed into his favorite 

place—the nice, tight ass. Oliver’s passion began to 

boil beyond control, and he suddenly jerked the 

smooth ass cheeks as far apart as possible as he 

plowed into Hilary to the hilt. She flinched, and her 

cunt went even deeper into Liza’s mouth. Her 

orgasm was right there and Liza got it, sucking it out 
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with a flickering tongue and a vibrating motion of her 
mouth. 

Oliver screamed that wild, animal cry as he 

poured his hot jism into Hilary’s anal opening; and 
Hilary screamed out as Liza sucked out the last of 
her dripping juices. As Hilary cried out her pleasure, 
Liza forced her whole clit and upper pussy-lips into 
the young woman’s mouth. Her ass still stuffed with 
Oliver’s huge cock, and her pussy atingle with orgas- 
mic contractions, Hilary focused her last bit of energy 
onto Liza’s beautiful pussy, changing her frenzied 
pace to a slower, measured, sucking motion. Now it 

was Liza who groaned and moaned and begged to be 
sucked off. And she was, deliciously, by the mouth 
she had come to desire more than any other. She was 
relaxed as her cunt erupted into a sweet orgasm. 
Hilary sucked her until every last cunt contraction 
was complete. Then she licked the sweet juice from 
Liza’s delicious pussy. Oliver, composed now after 
the explosion that was sucked from him by Hilary’s 
excitingly tight ass, watched while his wife groaned 
and quivered with joy as her cunt spat out the pent- 
up orgasm. 

Then Oliver, smiling down on both women, 

removed himself from Hilary and from the room. 
Without a word, he was gone. Liza didn’t know 

where he was off to; she didn’t care. She was left 
alone with Hilary. There were no tests, no training, 
no demands. Just the two of them, together. The two 

women were finally collecting their prizes—one 
another! 

The two women rested, lying arm in arm with legs 
entwined, and they slept for a sweet while in the 
afternoon. When they awoke, they lay there for a 
time, enjoying each other’s warmth. 

Finally, Hilary luxuriously stretched her long legs 
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and rose from the bed. She crossed the room and 
stood by the window, staring out at the late-after- 
noon shadows that stretched across the lawn. Liza 
admired her from the bed. The incredible beauty of 
her slave was reigniting the fires in her body. 

“Dance for me,” Liza requested. 
This time Hilary did not give in to fear or feel 

embarrassed. She twirled and swirled and danced 
sensually for Liza’s eyes only, gyrating her hips, sexily 
lifting her legs to expose her pussy. She was touching 
her nipples, squeezing and jiggling her titties. She lost 
herself in an array of impromptu motions, each move 
offering her mistress-lover a better, deeper, closer 

view of her sexual anatomy. Hilary danced around 
Liza, teasingly pushing her tits into Liza’s face. Then, 
in a burst of improvisational sexual theater and a true 
show of released inhibition, she bent over, spreading 

her ass cheeks wide and showing her tight, pink, 

slightly-irritated asshole to her mistress. She stood 

close to Liza, so the view was good. And Liza looked 

in awe at the place her husband so adored fucking, a 

place her husband had filled with so many different 

things—cock, dildo, finger, tongue. Hilary swished 

her hips flirtatiously, offering the shrine of Oliver’s 

affections to her lover. She didn’t even understand 

why she was doing it, or what moved her. And she 

stopped only when she was summoned to the bed. 

Liza’s pussy was starting to boil again. Her mouth, 

her tits, her cunt, and her own ass filled with longing. 

She was intrigued by the prospect of understanding 

Oliver’s lust for Hilary and wanted to know his anal 

attraction intimately. She wanted to be Oliver and rip 

into Hilary’s asshole; first, she would play. 

“Bend over my lap, darling,” Liza said. 

Hilary obeyed gleefully. She playfully straddled 
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Liza, laying her ass across the woman’s lap in such a 
way that their two hairless pussies were touching. 

“Let me see what Oliver loves here,” Liza said, 
gently spreading open Hilary’s ass. It was still red and 
sore from being fucked by the master. As was the 
custom when fucked by Oliver, Hilary had not 

cleaned herself. Although Oliver always liked to 
begin with a clean, sweet-smelling asshole, what 

Oliver left behind was a good omen, and the com- 

bined aroma of jism and ass left a strong animal scent 
that recalled the lust that had visited there. 

Liza pushed a finger toward the asshole and past 
the rim; Hilary flinched and then relaxed. Liza’s fin- 
ger went deeper, the passage oiled by Oliver’s come. 
She pressed the finger in deep, till she could go no 
further, till her knuckle nearly disappeared. Then she 
moved the finger back and forth and finger-fucked 
Hilary until the woman was past the pain. Liza 
shoved two fingers in next. Although Hilary could 
feel the soreness, it became a delicious stretching 
feeling that surrounded the building fullness. Her 
cunt was beginning to swell, the heat in her sex meat 
totally obliterating the feeling of rawness. 

Just as Hilary began to move rhythmically along 
with Liza’s fingers, Liza grabbed hold of one of the 
leather straps that had bound her slave before. She 
slapped Hilary hard, then softly, then softly and hard 
again, until Hilary writhed wildly. She changed the 
pattern so Hilary never knew what kind of slap to 
expect. She made delicious pink marks across 
Hilary’s butt flesh. Then she told her sweet submis- 
sive to kneel on all fours. Hilary did, and again took 
the receptive position that Oliver had trained her for. 
She awaited her lover’s next move with anticipation. 

Liza got behind Hilary and, without hesitation, 
ate out her asshole, cleaning it of Oliver’s come and 
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Oliver’s presence. She began by spreading the pink 
opening just wide enough that the sore part could 
be stretched and the opening could be pleasured 
with her hot, wet, probing tongue. She sucked on 
the puckered anus, and licked and sniffed at the 
warm scent of what her husband had left behind 
and what he had brought to the surface; she rubbed 

her face in it. She wanted every part of it, every 

morsel. The odor collected on her cheeks, her nose; 

she rubbed into it to get more. She was growing 

still more lustful and hungry and plunged her 

tongue in deep. Hilary moaned, groaned, and 

pressed her ass up for more as Liza dug deeper, 

now using her teeth to nibble and bite her way into 

the opening. Hilary felt herself spreading gently. 

The soreness lifted and was replaced by a different 

pain. Liza was gnawing at Hilary’s ass, as if trying 

to bite out a bigger hole. The teeth scratched the 

surface; they chewed at the puckered rim and dove 

into the inner sanctum. 
“Ah, Liza, yes, eat me like that,” Hilary was 

groaning, almost out of breath, wild with a renewed 

passion. “Oh Liza, please, take it, yes, take it all. Rip 

me open like ... Oliver.” 
There, she’d said it. She wanted her mistress to 

fuck her the way her master did. And her mistress 

wanted the same. 
Liza strapped the dildo on again, pressing it tight 

against her own swollen cunt lips and erect clitoris. 

She straddled Hilary from behind. Grabbing hold of 

the dildo and guiding it with her hand, she dipped the 

rubber hard-on into Hilary’s wet cunt, to tease and 

taunt; to make Hilary beg. 

“Tell me what you want,” Liza whispered breath- 

lessly in Hilary’s ear, punctuating it by rimming the 

lobe and then plunging her tongue into the ear canal. 
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“Tell me how you want to be fucked by Oliver. Talk 
to me like I’m Oliver.” 

_ And for a moment in time, Liza became her hus- 
band. There was no telling wife from husband, for 
each was as powerful. Each had a cock and could 
fuck ass with it. 

“Fuck me, like you did before,” Hilary panted. 
“My asshole is yours, Oliver. You are the master of 

my ass.” 
“That’s right,” Liza said, becoming Oliver as she 

did. “This is mine and mine alone. I can take it any 
time. I can take it now, you bitch. I’m going to take it. 
Open up. Open this asshole good and wide.” 

Liza put a slab of lubricant on her cock and 
plunged the dildo into the sweet ass before her. She 
plunged hard and went deep on the first thrust. She 
plunged right past the soreness that Oliver had left 
behind. The tears welled in Hilary’s eyes as the ten- 
inch cock filled her asshole. It was bigger than Oliver, 
and it stretched her wider and further than anything 
she’d ever felt. Yet for every twinge of pain her ass 
endured, her pussy swelled and sent a message to her 
pleasure center—to keep going, to take more. 

Liza fucked hard and deep and fast, and she 
ripped Hilary as she did. It hurt. Liza knew it must, 
but she couldn’t stop; she had to take it all. She had 
to come in Hilary’s ass. 

Hilary wanted Liza to explode, too. She pressed 
her ass up to greet Liza’s thrusts; she wanted that ten- 
inch cock deep inside. She wanted to explode while 
Liza ripped into her. 

“Touch your clit and make it come,” Liza panted. 
“Make that pussy come with me ... come on, get it 
ready.” 

Liza’s own clit was on fire. Rubbing furiously 
against the rubber on the pussy side of the dildo, she 
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knew she was going to get off soon; she felt her cunt 
exploding like a cock in her girl lover’s asshole. She 
felt herself exploding the way Oliver had. Fully 
immersed inside his favorite place, he was powerful 

as he fucked. He was powerful as he came. He was 
powerful as he took a woman in the ass like an ani- 
mal and then howled like a wolf. 

“IT am fucking you with my cock,” Liza was saying, 
panting, shaking. “I am fucking your submissive ass 
with my big cock. I am hurting you and giving you 
pleasure all at once. I’m fucking you, fucking you, 
fuck ... ing ... you.” — 

With one powerful push of the hips, Liza plowed 
her cock in to the hilt and rubbed, rubbed, rubbed 

against it until her clit exploded and her orgasm 
began. Slowly at first, it picked up speed and got big- 
ger and bigger until her whole body felt the effects of 
her contracting womb; she came in Hilary’s asshole. 

At the same moment, Hilary’s momentum picked 
up speed and she was playing furiously with her own 
pussy. Her clit, now hard and ready once again, began 
to rock with orgasmic pleasure. The orgasm began 

slowly for her also, as if one false move and she’d lose 

it; then it became huge and uncontrollable. Liza was 
ramming her with the huge cock, and on the final 

thrust Hilary got in touch with the depth of her 
pain—and the ecstasy of her pleasure. Her groin filled 
with warmth while her ass felt too full—as if it would 

burst, as if she couldn’t take any more. But she didn’t 

flinch. She just took it all until the orgasmic rush 

became almost unbearable. It felt as if her whole body 

were coming and being ripped open at the same time. 

Hilary cried out in a wail like an animal in pain, 

feeling a great release as she did. “Yes,” she 

screamed in an untamed, uncontrolled, uninhibited 

howl. “Yessssssss.” 
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EPILOGUE 
Hilary opened the front door of the estate house. A 
young woman stood nervously waiting. 

“Alizarin?” 
“Yes,” the young woman replied. 
“Come in,” Hilary instructed her. 
Hilary led her to the morning room where Liza, 

her lover and mistress, awaited the newcomer. 

The two looked Alizarin up and down, then 

glanced knowingly at one another. It was training 

time again. 
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MASQUERADE’S 
EROTIC LIBRARY 

ACRUMBLING FACADE Akbar del Piombo 3043-1 $4.95 
The return of that incorrigible rogue, Henry Pike, last seen deflowering 

maidens and ruining proper ladies in Paula. Pike continues his pursuit of 

sex, fair or otherwise, in the most elegant homes of the most irreproachable 
aristocrats. Their incessant orgies, flagrant gropings, and most public indis- 

cretions are sure to stimulate and shock even the most jaded appetites! 

PAULA Akbar del Piombo 3036-9 $4.95 
A brilliant, witty novel of unabashed sexual excess! “How bad do you want 

me?” she asked again, her voice husky, breathy. I shrank back, for my desire 
for her was swelling to unspeakable proportions. “Turn around,” she said, 

and I obeyed, willing then to do as she asked. 

BLUE VELVET Hilary Manning 3046-6 $4.95 
“The stable seemed deserted. Then I heard a moaning sound. From some- 
where in front of me. A woman moaning. I shuddered, my heart beating 

with excitement. I knew that moan. I was old enough to know the meaning 
of that sound. One of the maids with Lynch, no doubt. I would see it. I 

would watch them in secret. My blood pounded at the idea of a secret 
watching. Yes, they were there. Dear God, yes. Lynch the stableboy, but not 

with a maid. My God, it was ...” 

BLUE TANGO Hilary Manning 3037-7 $4.95 
Ripe and tempting Julie is haunted by the sounds of extraordinary passion 

beyond her bedroom wall. Alone at night she fantasizes about taking part in 

the amorous dramas of her hosts, Claire and Edward. When she finds a way 

to watch the nightly debauch as well as listen, her insatiable curiosity turns 

to full-blown lust and her fantasy becomes flesh. 

WAYWARD Peter Jason 3004-0 $4.95 
A mysterious countess hires a bus and tour guide for an unusual vacation. 

Traveling through Europe’s most notorious cities and resorts, the bus picks 

up the countess’ friends, lovers, and acquaintances from every walk of life. 

Fhe common thread among these strangers is their libertine philosophy and 

pursuit of unbridled sensual pleasure. Each guest brings unique sexual tastes 

and talents to the group, climaxing in countless orgies, outrageous acts, and 

endless deviation! 

THE CATALYST Sara Adamson 3015-6 $4.95 
The forbidden world of SM is explored in this story of initiation and discovery. 

After viewing a controversial, explicitly kinky film full of images of bondage 

and submission, several audience members find themselves deeply moved by 

the erotic suggestions they’ve seen on the screen. A lesbian couple spank and 

make up after a heated argument. Two gay men pick up a leatherman to help 

them re-enact their favorite scenes from the film. A suburban married couple 

break out the rope and engage in a drama of surrender and control. These are 

just a few of the first-time experiments set off by The Catalyst! 



DARLING * INNOCENCE Harriet Daimler 3047-4 $4.95 
Two great erotic novels by Harriet Daimler. In Darling, a virgin is raped by 
a mugger. He awakens a raging sexual beast within her. Driven by her urge 
for revenge, she searches New York for him, in a furious sexual hunt that 

leads to rape and murder. In Innocence, a young invalid, knowing she will 

soon die, determines to experience sex through her voluptuous nurse. 
Extraordinary erotic imagination! 

PAUL LITTLE 

THE DISCIPLINE OF ODETTE 3033-4 $4.95 
Odette’s family was harsh, but not even whippings and public humiliation 
could keep her from Jacques, her lover. She was sure marriage to him would 
rescue her from her family’s “corrections.” To her horror, she discovers that 
Jacques, too, has been raised on discipline. 

ALL THE WAY 3023-7 ~ $4.95 
Two excruciating novels from Paul Little in one hot volume! Going All the 

Way features an unhappy man, Jean-Paul, who tries to purge himself of the 
memory of his lover with a series of quirky and uninhibited women. Pushover 
tells the story of a serial spanker and his celebrated exploits in California. 

SLAVES OF CAMEROON 3026-1 $4.95 
This sordid tale, set during the German occupation of Cameroon, is about the 

women who were used by German officers for salacious profit. These women 
were forced to become whores for the German army in this African colony. The 
most perverse forms of erotic gratification are depicted in this unsavory tale! 

THE PRISONER 3011-3 $4.95 
Merciless Judge Black has built a secret fortress below a women’ penitentiary, 
where he sentences the delinquent prisoners to hours of exhibition and torment 
while his friends watch from their luxurious box seats. Judge Black’s House of 
Corrections is equipped with every kind of device and tool, exquisitely crafted 
with one purpose in mind: to administer his own brand of rough justice! 

CAPTIVE MAIDENS 3014-8 $4.95 
Three beautiful young women, whose only sin is to be poor, find themselves 
powerless against the wealthy, debauched landowners of 1824 England. 
Their masters force them to do their bidding beneath the bite of the whip. 
For resisting, they are sentenced to imprisonment in a sexual slave colony 
where they are corrupted into eager participation in every imaginable per- 
version. Blazing with punishing passion! 

SLAVE ISLAND 3006-7 $4.95 
The passenger ship Anastasia is lured to an uncharted island in the Pacific. Those 
on board soon learn this is no ordinary paradise. For Lord Henry Philbrock, a 
sadistic genius, has built a hidden compound where captives are forced into slav- 
ery. They are trained to accommodate the most bizarre sexual cravings of the rich, 
the famous, the pampered and the perverted. Beyond all civilized boundaries! 

THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A FLEA Ill 94-7 $4.95 
That incorrigible voyeur, the Flea, returns for yet another tale of outrageous 
acts and indecent behavior. This time Flea returns to Provence to spy on the 
younger generation, now just coming into their own ripe, juicy maturity. 
With the same wry wit and eye for lurid detail, the Flea’s secret observations 
won‘ fail to titillate yet again! 
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END OF INNOCENCE 77-7 $4.95 
The early days of Women’s Emancipation are the setting for this story of 
some very independent ladies. These girls were willing to go to any lengths 
to fight for their sexual freedom, and willing to endure any punishment in 
their desire for total liberation. You’ve come a long way, baby! 

CELESTE 75-0 $4.95 
It’s definitely all in the family for this female duo of sexual dynamos. While trav- 
eling through Europe, these two try everything and everyone on their homy hol- 
iday. Neither is afraid of trying anything new or different, including each other! 

RED DOG SALOON 68-8 $4.95 
Quantrill’s Raiders pillaged Kansas during the Civil War. Bella Denburg 
took a vow to avenge one of their victims, her cousin Genevieve, who was 
kidnapped and raped. Bella intended to get herself accepted as a camp fol- 
lower of Quantrill, find the men responsible, and kill them. Her pursuit led 

her through whorehouses, rapes, and tar-and-featherings until at last, unsus- 
pecting, she held each of the guilty ones between her legs. Lust and revenge! 

EASTERN EROTICA 

DEVA DASI 29-7 $4.95 
Dedicated to the cult of the Dasis, the sacred women of India who dedicated 

their lives to the fulfillment of the senses, this book reveals the secret sexual 

rites of Shiva. It follows the apprenticeship of a young mistress of the 
Dancing God, showing sexual practices unknown, undiscovered by the 
West. The secrets of the craft of sex that will set you on Fire! Erotic beyond 
Western imagination! 

HOUSES OF JOY 51-3 $4.95 
A masterpiece of China’s splendid erotic literature. This book is based on 
the Ching P’ing Mei, banned many times. Despite its frequent suppression, 
it has somehow managed to survive—read it and see why! 

KAMA HOURI 39-4 $4.95 
Ann Pemberton, daughter of the British regimental commander in India, 
runs away with her servant. Forced to live in a harem, Ann accepts her sexu- 
al submission and offers herself to any warrior who wishes to mount her. 
The natives kindle a fire within her and Ann, sexually ablaze, became a leg- 

end as the white sex-bitch of the Raj! 

ROBERT DESMOND 

PROFESSIONAL CHARMER 3003-2 $4.95 
A dissolute gigolo lives a parasitical life of luxury by providing his sexual ser- 

vices to the rich and bored. Traveling in the most exclusive social circles, this 

gun-for-hire will gratify the lewdest and most vulgar cravings for nothing more 

than a fine meal or a shred of stylish clothing. Each and every exploit he must 

perform is described in lurid detail, in this story of a prostitute’s progress! 

THE SWEETEST FRUIT 95-5 $4.95 

A twisted tale of revenge and seduction! Connie Lashfield is determined to seduce 

and destroy pious Father Chadcroft to show her former lover, Ben Trawler, that 

she no longer requires his sexual services. She corrupts the priest into forsaking all 

that he holds sacred, destroys his peaceful parish, and slyly manipulates him with 

her smouldering looks and hypnotic sexual aura. But little does she know that he’s 

followed her lecherous lead—and taken a saucy lover of his own! 



JOCELYN JOYCE 

THREE WOMEN 3025-3 $4.95 
A web of sexual power and dependence ties three beautiful women to each 

other and the men who love them. Dr. Helen Webber finds that her natural 

authority thrills and excites her high-powered lover Aaron. His daughter Jan 

is involved in a scorching affair with a married man whose society wife eases 

her loneliness by slumming at the local watering hole with the regulars. A 

torrid, tempestuous triangle! 

THE WILD HEART 3007-5 $4.95 
A luxurious hotel in the French Alps is setting for this artful web of sex, 

desire, and love. A newlywed wife sees sex as a conjugal duty, while her hun- 

gry husband tries to awaken her. A ripe Parisian entertains the wealthy 

guests for the love of money. A swinging couple introduce some new ideas 

into the marriage of two guests. A delicious variation on the old Inn-and- 

out! 

DEMON HEAT 79-3 $4.95 
An ancient vampire stalks the unsuspecting in the form of a beautiful 

woman. Unlike the legendary Dracula, this fiend doesn’t drink blood; she 

craves a different kind of potion. When her insatiable appetite has drained 

every last drop of juice from her victims, she leaves them spent and hunger- 

ing for more—even if it means being sucked to death! 

HAREM SONG 73-4 $4.95 
Young Amber flees her cruel uncle and provincial English village in search 

of a better life, but finds she is no match for the streets of London. Amber 

becomes a classy call girl and is eventually sold into a lusty Sultan’s 

harem—a vocation for which she possesses more than average talent! 

JADE EAST 60-2 $4.95 
Laura, passive and passionate, follows her domineering husband Emilio to 

Hong Kong. He gives her to Wu Li, a Chinese connoisseur of sexual perver- 

sions, who passes her on to Madeleine, a flamboyant lesbian. Madeleine’s 

friends make Laura the centerpiece in Hong Kong’s underground orgies. As 

she is being taken by three men while the guests watch, Laura sees Emilio 

with a beautiful, dark-haired girl: He is about to start another on her down- 

ward path. A journey into sexual slavery! 

RAWHIDE LUST 55-6 $4.95 
Diana Beaumont, the young wife of a U.S. Marshal, is kidnapped as an act 

of vengeance against her husband. Jack Beaumont sets out on a long journey 

to get his wife back, but finally catches up with her trail only to learn that 

she’s been sold into Mexico. A story of the Old West, when the only law was 

made by the gun, and a woman’s virtue was often worth no more than the 
price of a few steers! 

THE JAZZ AGE 48-3 $4.95 
This is an erotic novel of life in the Roaring Twenties. A Wall Street attorney 

becomes suspicious of his mistress while his wife has an interlude with a les- 
bian lover. The Jazz Age is a romp of erotic realism in the heyday of the 
flapper and the speakeasy. 



LUSCIDIA WALLACE 

THE ICE MAIDEN 3001-6 $4.95 
Edward Canton has ruthlessly seized everything he wants in life, with one 

exception: Rebecca Esterbrook. Frustrated by his inability to seduce her 
with money, he kidnaps her and whisks her away to his remote island com- 
pound, where she learns to shed her inhibitions and accept caresses from 
both men and women. Fully aroused for the first time in her life, she 
becomes his writhing, red-hot love slave! 

KATY’S AWAKENING 74-2 $4.95 
Poor Katy thinks she’s been rescued by a kindly young couple after a terrible 
car wreck. Little does she suspect that she’s been ensnared by a ring of swingers 
whose tastes run to domination and wild sex parties. Katy becomes the newest 

initiate into this private club, and learns the rules from every player! 

ALIZARIN LAKE 

THE INSTRUMENTS OF THE PASSION = 3010-5 $4.95 
All that remains is the diary of a young initiate, detailing the twisted rituals of a 
mysterious cult institution known only as “Rossiter.” Behind these sinister walls, 

a beautiful young woman performs an unending drama of pain and humiliation. 
What is the impulse that justifies her, night after night, to consent to this strange 
ceremony? And to what lengths will her aberrant passion drive her? 

CLARA 80-7 $4.95 
The mysterious death of a beautiful, aristocratic woman leads her old boyfriend 
on a harrowing journey of discovery. His search uncovers a woman on a quest for 
deeper and more unusual sensations, each more shocking than the one before! 

TUTORED IN LUST 78-5 $4.95 
This tale of the initiation and instruction of a carnal college co-ed and 
her fellow students unlocks the sex secrets of the classroom. Books take 

a back seat to secret societies and their bizarre ceremonies, in this story 

of students with an unquenchable thirst for knowledge! 

DIARY OF AN ANGEL 71-8 $4.95 
A long-forgotten diary tells the story of angelic Victoria, lured into a secret 
life of unimaginable depravity. “I am like a fly caught in a spider’s web, a 
helpless and voiceless victim of ... every whim.” This intelligent and shock- 

ing novel is destined to become an underground classic. 

FESTIVAL OF VENUS 37-8 $4.95 
Brigeen Mooney fled her home in the west of Ireland to avoid being forced 

into a nunnery. But her refuge in Dublin turned out to be dedicated to a dif- 

ferent religion. The young women she met there belonged to the Old 

Religion, devoted to sex and sacrifices. They were competing to become 

sexual priestesses on the Isle of Man. The sexual ceremonies of pagan gods! 

CHINA BLUE 

KUNG FU NUNS 3031-8 $4.95 
“When I could stand the pleasure no longer, she lifted me bodily out of the 

chair and sat me down on top of the table. She then lifted her skirt. The sight 

of her almost perfect legs clad in white stockings and a petite garter belt fur- 

ther mesmerized me. I lean particularly towards white garter belts.” 



SECRETS OF THE CITY 03-3 $4.95 
Her beautiful daughters, fifteen-year-old Eurasian twins, have been abducted 
by Thai pirates and sold into white slavery. China Blue, the infamous Madame 

of Saigon, a black belt enchantress in the martial arts of love, is out for 

revenge. Her search brings her to Manhattan, where she intends to call upon 

her secret sexual arts to kill her enemies at the height of ecstasy. A sex war! 

MARY LOVE 

NAUGHTIER AT NIGHT 3030-X $4.95 
“He wanted to seize her. He couldn’t help gulpmg when she turned, ever so 

slowly, her long hair flowing softly down her back. Her buttocks under the 

tight suede material were absolutely succulent—carved and molded. He 

wanted to squeeze them. He wanted to massage them. They tantalized him! 

What attracted him most was her lovely face—her deep blue eyes, her nose, 

but especially her smile, with perfect white teeth. What on earth had he 

done to deserve a morsel of a girl like this?” 

VICE PARK PLACE 3008-3 $4.95 
Rich, lonely divorcée Penelope Luckner drinks alone every night, fending 

off the advances of sexual suitors that she secretly craves. Alone, she dreams 

of a lover who can melt her frigid fagade. Then she meets Robbie, a much 

younger man with a virgin’s aching appetites, and together they embark on 

an affair that breaks all their fantasies wide open! 

MASTERING MARY SUE 3005-9 $4.95 
Mary Sue is a rich nymphomaniac whose husband is determined to pervert 

her, declare her mentally incompetent, and gain control of her fortune. He 

brings her to a castle in Europe, where a sadistic psychiatrist and his well- 

trained servants amuse themselves. To Mary Sue’s delight, they have stum- 

bied on an unimaginably depraved sex cult, where panting men and women 

suffer beneath cruel instructors and every kind of corruption is practiced! 

WANDA 3002-4 $4.95 
Wanda just can’t help it. Ever since she moved to Greenwich Village, she’s been 

overwhelmed by the desire to be totally, utterly naked! By day, she finds herself 

inspired by a pornographic novel whose main character’s insatiable appetites 

seem to match her own. At night she parades her quivering, nubile flesh in a 

nonstop sex show for her neighbors. An electrifying exhibitionist gone wild! 

ANGELA 76-9 $4.95 
A lonely bartender in a Parisian café thinks he’s run every con in the book, until 

a mysterious stray comes in from the cold and changes his mind. Angela’s game 

is “look but don’t touch,” and she drives everyone crazy with desire, dancing 

and writhing for their viewing pleasure but never allowing a single caress. Soon 
her sensual spell is cast, and she’s the only one who can break it! 

LOUISE BELHAVEL 

FORBIDDEN DELIGHTS 81-5 $4.95 
Clara and Iris make their sexual debut in this Chronicle of the Forbidden. 

Sexual taboos are what turn this pair on, as they travel the globe in search of 

the next erotic threshold. The effect they have on their fellow world travel- 
ers is definitely contagious! 



TITIAN BERESFORD 

CINDERELLA 3024-5 $4.95 
A magical exploration of the full erotic potential of this famous fairy tale. 
Titian Beresford triumphs again with castle dungeons and tightly corseted 
ladies-in-waiting, naughty viscounts and impossibly cruel masturba- 
trixes—nearly every conceivable method of erotic torture is explored and 
described in lush, vivid detail. A fetishist’s dream and a masochist’s delight! 

JUDITH BOSTON 87-4 $4.95 
Young Edward would have been lucky to get the stodgy old companion he 
thought his parents had hired for him. Instead, an exqusite woman arrives at his 
door, and from the top of her tightly-wound bun to the tips of her impossibly 
high heels, Judith Boston is in complete control. Edward finds his compulsively 
lewd behavior never goes unpunished by the unflinchingly severe Judith Boston! 

NINA FOXTON 71-8 $4.95 
A young aristocrat finds herself bored by the run-of-the-mill amusements 
for ladies of good breeding. Instead of taking tea with gentlemen, outra- 
geous Nina invents a device to “milk” them of their most private essences. 
No one Sane “No” to Nina! 

EROTIC P PLAYRGIRL RC ROMANCE 

DREAM CRUISE Gwenyth James 3045-8 $4.95 
Angelia has it all—a brilliant career and a beautiful face to match. But she 
longs to kick up her high heels and have some fun, so she takes an island vaca- 
tion and vows to leave her sexual inhibitions at the office. From the moment 
her plane takes off, Angelia finds herself in one hot and steamy encounter 
after another, and her wes holiday doesn't end on Monday morning! 

ROSEBUD _ 

PROVINCETOWN SUMMER Lindsay Welsh 3040-7 $4.95 
Pure lesbian libido explodes in this book of short stories written by and about 
the sisters of Sappho. This completely original collection is devoted exclusively 
to white-hot desire between women. Set in the sleepy seaside of Provincetown, 
the title story exposes the feverish subculture that thrives behind closed doors! 

__ RHINOCEROS 2s 
LOVE IN WARTIME Liesel Kulig 3044-X $6.95 
One of the most shocking, powerful books of our time. Written by a well-known 
author who demanded anonymity, Love in Wartime is the story of a forbidden 
affair between a French Resistance fighter and a German officer. Brutal, some- 
times disturbing, yet passionate and deeply moving, Love in Wartime is des- 
tined to be one of the most dangerous erotic novels ever written. 

THE SECRET RECORD Michael Perkins 3039-3 $6.95 
Masquerade is proud to present the first paperback edition of this landmark 
book on erotic literature. Michael Perkins, a renowned author and critic of 

sexually explicit fiction, surveys the field with authority and unique insight. 
Updated and revised to include the latest trends, tastes, and developments 
in this much-misunderstood genre, The Secret Record is the last word on this 
most controversial of subjects. 
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