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The Seller


  The curls, the innocence like child’s play, the giggle and whine left on air to intoxicate and confuse. I remain under her spell, though she was with me only a short time—that is, after all, the way the system works. Girls like this one come and go quickly in my world. I only wonder sometimes what happens to them once they’re out of my hair, off my hands, dispensed with. I wonder about Evie almost everyday, from the first time I saw her, and all the days thereafter when I watched her transform…


  	She wasn’t exactly pretty, but her unique features and the way she used them always gave her the illusion of blissful inexperience and effervescent charm. Her breasts are small, her eyes wide as saucers and her lips, full, pouty and sensuous. She breathes eroticism with every breath, and yet was ignorant of that fact when I was initially introduced to her. 


  	We met without really meeting, with Evie completely unaware that I was watching her, that I had her dossier in my hands, reading the list of her crimes as I observed her girlish machinations on the other side of the one-way mirror. She was crawling on the floor with her round ass encased in blue jeans wiggling as if she knew I could see. But, of course, she couldn’t know and her game was completely guileless. She was playing marbles with the kitten in the holding cell. The cat batted the glass baubles from one side of the room to the other, and Evie laughed with delight and scooted around on her hands and knees as if she were kitty’s best friend. 


  	“Incorrigible,” were the words stamped in her file, the words the matron beside me spoke in her grim monotone. 


  	“Hardly seems possible,” I said, continuing to observe this sweet blonde’s playful antics with the mischievous cat. I could not keep my cock from jumping gleefully in my pants. 


  	I should amend my description of her, saying that while her curls are a brassy, golden blonde, the color is strictly manufactured from a bottle, her roots are as dark as her soul, her brows the same and her pubic hair, which I was only later to see, is a sweet muff of black silk. 


  	“She needs a discipline we don’t have in this institution,” the woman beside me further added, as she observed the girl critically.


  	Of course, this was always the case. Juvenile detention facilities give us our best prospects for training. There is something to be said for girls who look for thrills in bad behavior, flaunt their unmanageable attitudes like the latest fashion statement, and get labeled by the system, Incorrigible. Discipline isn’t exactly what they’ll get as they graduate from the legal system into ours. ‘Training’ is a much more useful term. Discipline suggests that we’ll breed out their inherent allure, ‘training’, that we’ll align it properly to serve our goals. Evie couldn’t have been more right for our approach to rehabilitation.


  	“You’ve employed the usual corporal punishment?” I asked.


  	“Of course,” the woman fidgeted uncomfortably. “But I think she likes it.”


  	“Oh?”


  	“It would seem so, but then, it’s impossible to know what’s in that brat’s head.”


  	“The alternatives for her?” 


  	“She turned eighteen a few months ago, and as usual we upped the disciplinary measures in hopes that she would finally respond. She was even released into the custody of a strict guardian, but she was picked up three days ago with two other girls, robbing a market for a six-pack of beer, chewing gum and potato chips. She flew out of the place, laughing like the devil, laughing into the surveillance camera as if she was mocking us all.”


  	“Do you have tapes?”


  	“The surveillance tapes?”


  	“No. Ones of her disciplinary sessions.”


  	“Of course. They are on file.”


  	“I’d like to see them.”


  	“Certainly.” 	


  	I actually thought my request was a bit ghoulish, or even offensive, as if I was a luring dirty old man, but the matron expected it of me. It has not escaped me that, beneath the austere and self-important officialdom of the detention facility, there is an erotic undercurrent fueled by the hungry groins of sexually repressed administrators. It would be impossible to look at the scrumptious bodies of these post-adolescent inmates and not be tempted to fantasize. They sit on the cusp between childhood and womanhood, nymphs, unassuming yet totally engrossing. Perhaps they remind us of what we’ve lost, what we failed to appreciate when we were their age, what these girls will never truly understand until it’s lost to them too. 


  	The manner of discipline has become more stringent and more daring as the years have gone by—all in the name of righteousness, of course. The administrators will say that it is a different world than the one we grew up in, where respect for authority was a given, not something easily tossed off and mocked as it seems to be now. Even on the fringes of Western culture, where this facility is located, the old respect has dwindled. That’s what the old men preach. I suspect that while they defend their method of corporal punishment, at the same time, they relish every stroke of the cane or strap that lands on the recalcitrant’s youthful ass. They have an advantage over more modern societies that long ago gave up the practice of punishing their youth so rigorously.  


  	To view Evie’s tapes, I was shown into a small room with a projector in the back, just four seats in the tiny theatre. I only needed the one. I ran the show, popping in the videotape, then taking my seat and sitting back to witness Evie’s castigation. The tape was grainy, but in color, playing like a European porno flick. This makes me wonder if some of the very realistic B&D porn seen in Western markets is merely prison tapes like these, smuggled out of , heisted from detention archives and sold for a quick profit. 


  	I watched the scene play before me, as Evie walks into a room that is nearly bare of furnishings and stands before a matron and the headmaster, biting her lip, her fingernails cutting into her palms as she nervously fidgets. I note how she opens her palms for a moment before she closes them into fists again. Her nails, polished burgundy, are chipped and bitten at the tips of her plump hands. She’s dressed in blue jeans and a blue denim work shirt, which is loosely tucked into her pants and half open down the front. She tosses her head back, the curls landing scatteredly on her shoulders and then flopping into her face again, from where she stares forward into the eyes of her accusers. She wants to look bored, but I see much more in the insouciant glance. She trembles. 


  	The sound quality, being poor, provides me with little decent dialogue—another attribute of bad porn flicks. That’s hardly a concern since my imagination can easily fill in the blanks. It’s not the words I’m after anyway, but the quality of the girl, her potential value to me—which I speculate now could be on the high-dollar end of the scale. 


  	Evie listens to the pair of judges for several minutes as they harangue her for her most recently committed crime. Her face twitches, her eyes dart tensely around the barren walls, and she bites her lips together again. She doesn’t say a word. I can hear enough to know they’ve asked her for some explanation for the silly stick-up. She can’t give them one, or she simply refuses to. Why bother? Her fate is sealed and she knows it. She knows what she faces and though she’s obviously scared, I detect more, in the way of dark passion exuding from her now. 


  	Responding to orders from the matron, she opens the fly of her jeans and pushes the sides of the skin-tight denim down her hips. She’s pantiless, which instantly puts my cock at attention. From beneath her shirt, her ass and sex mound peek as she moves. 


  	The matron calls out something in her native tongue and with her back to the pair, Evie looks over her shoulder. Unbuttoning her blouse at the same time, she finally lets it drop to her feet. My first time with her naked is like gulping water on a hot thirsty day. I can’t get enough, and yet she overflows on me so that I nearly choke. 


  	“My, God, she’s beautiful,” I gasp aloud, to no one but myself. Her upper body is thin, almost willowy, her small breasts peaked with brown aureoles, in their centers brown button nipples. Moving downward, her slim waist widens at the hips and her ass becomes two vibrating mounds of abundant flesh. Her legs are shapely, smooth but strong and muscled. She strides quickly to the side of the room and grabs a silver rail that runs the length of the wall. She’s familiar with the procedure and wastes no time. 


  	With my eyes glued to her form, I could feel what lies rumbling underneath the surface. No one could deny the eroticism, which batters back and forth about the room, like a winged bat looking for some place to flee. She takes the position with her ass jutting lewdly into the room, while she bows her head between her stretched-out arms. Her feet remain coyly locked together, her legs together, her twin cheeks forming a sensuous heart. 


  	The matron, bound by no code of ethics that I’ve ever witnessed, reaches under the girl’s naked torso, grabs a tit and yanks down. Evie shrieks softly under her breath, then tries to absorb the pain, as the woman beside her twists a nipple, refusing to let up. 


  	With the first strike of the cane ripping through the air, the matron lets go her hold with a decided jerk, and watches with a grim look of satisfaction as the cane cuts into the girl’s behind. A red gash immediately appears, before the second strike has time to hit its mark. I see the white-knuckled reply of the trembling teenager. I see her flinch as she anticipates each subsequent blow, and then how she winces almost imperceptibly afterwards. She has the rhythm down as the strikes approach the dozen mark, and she knows that the headmaster will not stop there. He’ll give her twenty if he gives her one, and may well stretch this punishment to thirty. 


  	Evie’s ass welts easily. With cut after cut, the skin begins to glow red. Her shaking does not diminish, but in my mind becomes curiously sensuous. She sways as if a breeze inspires her. She settles her feet a little as the cuts interrupt her perfect form. At one point it looks as if her knees will buckle. Resuming her stance each time she falters, her feet are no longer tucked tightly together, and little by little part enough, giving her body’s secrets away—or at least the hint of them. Her pussy begins to show from underneath, and the more her red ass quivers with pain, the more I imagine those two hillocks parting to expose the entire anal cleft. 


  	I can see that my fellows are on the same page with me. The punishment over, their attentions to little Evie are hardly finished. The esteemed headmaster speaks to her in a gibberish I cannot understand, but I imagine he gives her orders. She answers, “Ja,” a dozen times. While the inquisition continues, he runs the cane over her ass, deliberately tracing the brutal lines he’s made on her flesh. He runs it though the crack of her ass, upward, the cane bending as it seems to stick in the center. He jerks it there, eliciting a gasp from the girl. Satisfied with her discomfort, he withdraws the cane and then, beginning at her knees, he begins to tap the implement rapidly between her legs, moving upward, gaining force with the swift back and forth until the poor insides of her legs must feel like fire. She stamps her feet, which makes him withdraw, and haul off with a cut as deep and nasty as any he laid on her so far. Once she settles back, he thrusts the cane high between her legs toward her sex lips, which I can only imagine it lodges between. Shaking the cane as if he’s actually fucking her, the response is unmistakable. Her whimpers betray her; her body jerks and quivers uncontrollably for several seconds. 


  	The headmaster, snickering grimly, withdraws the cane from between her legs and moves around to the girl’s side, opposite the drooling matron whose hand has for some time been entangled in Evie’s curls. Reaching in from underneath, cane still in hand, he strikes upwards, batting at her tits. She dances again, howling as she gets her first stab at real pain. “Oo, ow, ouch, yeeeauch!” she repeats in a continuous battle. 


  	The headmaster rattles off something in his strange dialect and the girl tries to settle herself, but man won’t let her rest. 


  	Another command, and she pulls out of her bent over posture, standing with her back to the wall, grabbing for the bar above her. Evie’s beauty is no more apparent to me that at this moment. Though her deep blue eyes have been stung with tears, they have noticeably darkened, lighting with a sexual aspect that leaves me quaking. She seems in the midst of an ongoing orgasm. But how could that be so? The headmaster, having changed to a smaller cane, is beating the perky breasts from side to side, leaving a second set of welts that will take some days to recover from. The girl shrieks not freely, but she remains steadfastly against the wall, holding on. The baton dances off her tits until they are a satisfactory red, then it makes devilish marks along her thighs and belly, cutting into the crevice of where her legs meet her hips. He head bangs back and forth as she cries, her curls splashing against the wall then dropping to her side when the blows subside and her body calms.


  	It is the end of her beating—at last. But the rapture contained in every tiny movement of her body remains unabated. She’s awash with sexual heat oozing from every pore. With eyes closed, as if she’s in a dream, she licks her lips unconsciously—in preparation, I think. I can see her thick mouth opening, widening, ready to take cock, to let it be thrust down her throat. I can see her lifted in the air with a pair of burly hands, and a muscled body holding her against the wall as she’s fucked with hard invasive strokes. Her small adolescent body is like a toy, fresh, nubile, and though it bears the marks of a ruthless beating, it remains unflawed in substance. The welts will heal quickly. She’s young and will be ready for more on a moment’s notice. 


  	The matron leads the naked girl from the room and the video turns to white.


  “I’m sure we can use the girl, Evie,” I told the headmaster. 


  	“I’m glad,” the austere fellow replied. He’s too thin, balding, his face permanently flushed red. He wears a pair of round frameless spectacles over his eyes. “I only hope that you can rehabilitate her. God knows we’ve tried, and sadly failed.” He spoke in a cultured English. I imagine he studied in  at one time. 


  	“The society she enters with me is a private one,” I reminded him. “We have our own expectations of the girls we accept.”


  	“And you can discipline her in ways we cannot, I hear.”


  	The man was new to me. Though we’ve taken at least a dozen girls like Evie from the detention center, I’ve rarely done business with the same headmaster twice. The job garners little respect, and despite the side benefits of the job, no man seems to want to remain within the squalid conditions. The state has few funds to put into the institution. Sometimes, I believe our contributions to the facility are what keep it running—or maybe these monies are squandered, too. Obviously, I don’t stay around to see them administered. If they go into the pockets of the headmasters, then so be it. Maybe it’s enough to send them to a better position. 


  	After I made my decision on Evie, I had little time to contemplate any of these matters further. The detention center was ready to be done with her. In fact, they were so ready, I wondered what might have happened after Evie’s punishment—after the scene in the videotape was over. I’ve always been told that no real sexual intercourse takes place while the girls are incarcerated, but I’m not sure I can believe the source of this information. Of course, the girls themselves tell me, quite sincerely, and I have to believe them, that they aren’t touched—overtly. They swear to the fact so strongly that I’ve decided these headmasters—imagining themselves to be upstanding fellows—can’t bear what they really feel inside the walls of the detention center. Their own perverted fantasies chase them out. 


  I was told that the videotape I saw was taken just three days before my appearance, and that Evie had been locked in a solitary confinement since, left naked the entire time. This was her further penance. Peeking through the tiny observation portal, I saw her naked again, and then finally when they had her dressed and she was playing with the kitten in the holding cell—as if none of the last few days had even happened. Her spirit was bright and fresh and full of life, despite what was surely a brutal experience. This was as good a sign as any that Evie would fit into the future I had planned for her. Being adaptable makes the sudden shift much easier to manage. Some girls never do adjust to their place in the underworld. That is too bad, since they are destined to remain there, regardless of their personal feelings. Feelings can’t matter in my business. My heart can’t bleed for nubile innocents. I can’t call them ‘poor, sad souls,’ because they become the captive property of my clients—thrust into a world they didn’t ask for. They make their bed and lie in it. They run afoul of decency early on and refuse to reform. I’m just another rung in the ladder of justice served. I suspect if I didn’t take them off the hands of the detention center administrators, that they’d end up prostituting themselves on the streets, eventually stripped of their self worth, old and haggard before their time. I can assure anyone who questions my methods, that the dear and lovely Evie will be as fresh-faced and delightful ten years from now as she was the day I saw her innocently waving her fanny at my face. 


  I was given the other videotapes taken of Evie during her punishment and interrogation sessions. Though I don’t need to see them to make my determination, I find these useful in promoting her assets to the clientele I serve, although this one’s assets spoke loudly without graphic illustration. I did opt out of the complete inspection of her they offered me. Though they tried to hide it, I detected a bit of disappointment on the faces of the matron and headmaster when I declined. I’m sure they hoped to have one last session with the young tart. I would leave them longing for her, just as she’d had left me longing and would continue to leave a trail of men and women who would never get enough of her. I count myself as one of the many. 


  	Especially when it came to the inspection, I didn’t want a crowd ogling the moment. I wanted my first real face-to-face moments with Evie to be in private—a matter between us. If for only a few hours, I wanted this delicious being completely to myself, following my agenda to the finish. It would be all I’d have of her as she passed through the system on her way to the sure captivity that would, over the years, mold her into a phenomenal being of sexual prowess, physical endurance and gracious charm. 


  	As I clamped her hands behind her in steel cuffs, the little nymph screamed at me, “You fuckin’ bastard!” her accent thick as the heavy late summer air. She kicked me, too, to which I gruffly laughed, the brusquely upended her with a rude thud to the floor, adroitly cuffing her ankles as well. Plucking the stunned creature from the floor, I threw her over my shoulder and strode from the building. A small crowd of onlookers, the headmaster and the matron among them, stood eyes wide in disbelief as I deposited her in the back of my van, padlocked the vehicle’s back door and then took my seat behind the wheel. Exhilaration flowed through me like a wild river crashing over its banks. My heart thumped madly, my cock was nearly fully erect. I rubbed my hands against the bulge in my pants, took a deep breath, then gathering myself for the task at hand, drove away. 


  Not since my first abduction had I been so thrilled with any capture as I was with Evie’s. My energy renewed, my spirit was refreshed, I swelled with wanton desire, reveling in the despicable thought my rampaging lust immediately brought to mind. Not since my first abduction… Oh, but nothing can quite compare to that first time… 


  	I reflected back to that time, as the van worked its way through the twisting mountain roads, so deeply rutted and narrow, they were nearly impassable—one of the major drawbacks of my chosen profession. My first capture was more risky in some respects, but I had none of the problems that plagued me now. Even more of a problem than the roads was being detained along the way. Getting stopped by any of the authorities was a hassle I had to handle—they, too, seemed to change month to month. I’d get a cooperative official in my back pocket only to discover that they left the employ of the state weeks before my current trip. Getting stopped just delayed things. Of course, my papers were in order, but the guards and magistrates were always a little too interested in what I had in the back of the van. “Yes, she was mine to take, all this was legal”… on and on, I’d be arguing in a tongue I didn’t speak well. If I were luckier, I’d try communicating in English, listening to officials who had only a beginner’s grasp at the language. Getting my point across always took more time than I had to spare. 


  	My first abduction was nothing like this legal one… I’d been schooled by my advisers in how to choose appropriate young women. “You want them pretty, always pretty, sexy, and with few strings to tie them to the legal world—orphans are better, girls who’ve already shown their stripes as lusty, vivacious and risk-taking. Beware of the ones who moon and brood, even if they are breathlessly beautiful. They need some spunk to make it through the system.” 


  	I did my research on Ingrid… left home at sixteen, had educated herself while working as a waitress in a beer hall. She was Eastern European, too, but was at the time in  living with a distant cousin. It’s amazing what one can glean about a stranger by simply paying attention to casual conversation. It helped that she had a sound grasp of English—most of my customers expect that, I was told. Like Evie, her hair was dyed blonde and her dark roots showed purposely. But she kept it short, bobbed straight at the sides like a flapper. I knew by the shape of her body that she was exactly what I was looking for, and my resulting research only pointed to a perfect catch. 


  	I made the abduction early in the morning—rather than late at night. The streets were empty, and at that hour, she was on her way to the beer hall, where she scrubbed the floors and kitchen for extra cash every day at dawn before the crowds gathered. She walked swiftly, but I was faster in pursuit, ducking my head down inside my overcoat on a chill autumn day. My ears should have been freezing, but my heart was pounding hotly enough to warm me to the tips of my extended body parts. I came up beside her, Ingrid’s head tucked as deep into her coat as mine was—we didn’t have to see each other. Our warm breaths made clouds around us and for a short time, we walked stride for stride. Then at an opening between buildings, I pushed her heavily with my shoulder and into an alley, stuffing her mouth with a wad of rags before she could squeal. I quickly dragged her into a vacant building I’d scouted earlier. Everything went according to my plans. It was useless at that point to tell her anything, but naïve and green around the ears, I announced to her with a hefty dose of self-importance, “Don’t worry, you’ll be taken care of—in my way.” I pushed her to the ground and held her there with my boot to her chest, scowling haughtily. Triumph was within my grasp. She didn’t fight back. “Sometimes they don’t, but watch out,” I was warned. “They’ll fight back on their terms. Watch out for clawing fingernails.”


  	It was fortunate that I remembered the advice at that moment. A second later, the girl managed to dislodge herself from my foothold, and almost—not quite, but almost—kicked me in the groin. That would have flattened me, I’m sure. Pissed, I tackled her back to submission, roped her arms behind her and her ankles, then thrusting her over the hood of an abandoned car—one of the tiny foreign jobs you have squeeze into to drive—I bared her behind—the slut was naked underneath the skirt—and whipped her ass good. She might as well learn the first lesson. 


  	My anger, exhilaration and the leather belt from around my waist turned her ass into a nasty shade of red. Once she was crying and clearly despondent, all the sass whipped from her body, I stopped. This was the first captive ass I’d had the chance to maul, and for a good ten minutes, I played with her round red rump. “You can do what you want with your first, but don’t spoil the goods.” This referred to spoiling a virgin—and I couldn’t be sure with Ingrid. You can always assume that these tarts have been getting banged for years by the time they are eighteen and ready for our market, but I had no firsthand knowledge of that fact. I would take my liberties with her… I had it all decided in advance should I actually score. Equipped with a jar of greasy cold cream I began to massage her rear cleft, moving my hands deep to find the rosebud asshole that would open for my cock. I gave her time to focus, to get used to the idea, and though the girl tensed like a bowstring, she didn’t fight me. I watched her tears, I felt her heart beating through every muscle in her body, and was in awe of the assistance she gave me. The firm bud relaxed as my fingers massaged their way inside, and as I withdrew my erection and pressed it to the doorway, she seemed to welcome my presence. I know now that was only shock kicking in. She hated me—would hate me forever for what I did to her—her compliance was only shock taking over before she awoke to reality. 


  	At the time, however, victory surged through my veins, running rampant through my body as I poured my lust into her divine asshole. The muscle tightened, gripping and tugging like a hand-job, massaging the pent-up juices from my system. I am sure that she was banging me as much as I was banging her at the end, the brusque moves were not completely my own. She’d spit in my face later, hammer me with her fists and eventually get that groin kick in for good measure, but not until she’d been soundly, even happily, screwed in the ass. I came with a grunt and an extended groan, hanging on to her hips my crotch pressed to her round behind. I jerked several times getting the last of my jism deep in her entrails. At the moment, we weren’t enemies, just horny strangers. 


  	“The first abduction is always the one you’ll remember,” they told me. 


  	They were right. I can still recall every detail as if it happened just hours ago. Stalking, kidnapping, ass raping the beauty. She comes to mind, the scenes come to mind, and my dick responds like I’m seconds away from having her again.


  	I know I’ll remember Evie the same way. 


  ***


  After our hasty flight out of the mountains, I took Evie to my personal holding cell, a squalid bedroom in an old hotel. This was one I found the first time I used the detention center for a pickup. I’d been advised to make the girl’s first hours humble ones. Better to start on them quickly, make them adjust to the rigors of their new world. For myself, I find this advice only makes my longing that much more acute, it colors those hours with an erotic energy I get nowhere else. 


  	After tying a naked Evie to the four corners of the bed, I took a break. She struggled the entire time, which I expected. What I hadn’t expected was her tenacity. She kept calling me bastard and asshole, as if that was the only English she knew. I’d been told she spoke German, and the several Slavic dialects from the region where she lived and fluent English, but in those first hours, I heard just cussing and swearing—I assume in every language she knew. I recognized most of it. I wasn’t worried about her ranting, the hotelkeeper was paid too generously to complain to me, and there were no other guests on his fourth floor. “I reserve it especially for you,” he graciously smiled at me with a twinkle in his brown eyes. He noticed her fighting at my side while I tried to hold on, “She’s a pretty one and a handful,” he added, as if hopeful I’d invite him up to help.


  	“We’ll come to an arrangement,” I replied, as I pulled my wares up three flights of stairs. 


  	Regardless of my host’s generous allowances, I finally gagged my prize. If all she could do was cuss, I’d had enough.


  	The arrangement made, she was finally subdued, quietly staring at me, obviously out of breath, her big blue eyes wide and focused on every move I made. 


  	“I understand you’re fluent in English, so you’ll understand what I say,” I began my monologue. “You may be pissed, you will certainly hate me, but you will eventually come to accept what’s happened to you.” I paced slowly, thoughtfully, in front her, then stopped and leaned my ass back against the edge of a table. After lighting a cigarette, puffing smoke into the air,  I went on, “You’ve been labeled incorrigible by the detention center, which means that I’ve been given the opportunity to take my shot at reforming you—which is exactly what I intend to do.” I thought I saw a question in her eyes. “You don’t understand ‘incorrigible?’” I raised my eyebrows looking for a response. “Willful, hopeless, incurable? Those words mean anything to you?” I was sure she grasped my meaning. “And you’re wondering who I am?” I snickered and took another drag. She looked back longingly—too bad, with her mouth gagged, I couldn’t offer to share my smoke. “A nightmare, you’ll know me as the nightmare that stole you from the civilized world and deposited you into a new one, a parallel one, existing within and beside the one you know, between the cracks, like it’s not even there unless you’re really looking. I’m a facilitator to the realm of dreams come true… and,” I might have shrugged a bit embarrassed, “to be sure, I’m a depraved, unscrupulous provocateur.” No, she wouldn’t understand all my big words, but that wasn’t the point. I wanted her to understand the message behind my haughtiness. I wanted her to feel the darkness in my bones, the feeling of mirth I had looking at her lying naked and spread-eagle, helpless before me. How much I wanted to ravage her completely. In the end, she’d probably find me inadequate, a bit pathetic, a man of constant hope and scant achievement. Some would critically describe my existence in this machine of depravity in which I serve with the same words—but I fare better under my own scrutiny. I understand my motives, what drives me. The constant conquest, the devilish tease, the mocking of beautiful women, deflowering of the innocent, even the denial of my own physical needs serves me and my lust in a way no other occupation or diversion can. 


  	I continued with my lecture, “Certainly, dear Evie, if you behave yourself, learn your place, you’re the kind of girl who will enjoy herself in this realm in-between. You may doubt that now. Now, you’re probably just scared to death. But I won’t hurt you, no one will, at least not permanently. You’ll bear the kind of marks you’ve endured at the detention center, and more. I won’t lie to you about that. But you’ll understand what it means—soon. You’ll feel the freedom like a blanket of wool on a cold winter day. Cozy in and enjoy.” I stood over her, flicking the ashes from my cigarette on to her belly. She flinched for no reason, though I suppose the reaction was natural. I chuckled beneath my breath and turned away, telling her, “About the inspection? Or do you remember the conversation at the detention center before we left?” I raised my eyebrows, as if I expected her to answer. “No, I suppose you wouldn’t remember, you were trying to kick you way out of the abduction, and you made it nasty in the process. You can kick your way to hell and back, but it’s not going to do any good. And before the inspection, let’s get one thing straight. Give up any hope for self-determination, your power to choose, your plan or fancy ideas about your future. Your future is in my hands now, and in the desires of those who follow me. You’re a tiny, dispensable cog in a great big wheel that you can’t even fathom. Fighting me, or any of the ones who come after is futile.” I got hard, my face grim as my words. I reached into my inspection kit, a black bag of some size in the fashion of a doctor’s bag, pulling out a fresh pair of latex gloves. While she eyed me with darting blue eyes, I snapped the latex over my fingers and smiled from deep inside my core. 


  	“It’s sad that all this has to go,” I mentioned as I made myself ready, drawing a small tub of warm water, soaking several hot washcloths, and taking two razors from my bag, a straight edge and a conventional doubled-edged. Luckily, she’d already trimmed away most of her pubic hair, but she’d left enough for me enjoy the grand unveiling. Placing several towels under her hips, I raised her sex enough to get a good view. “You jerk, you get cut,” I reminded her gravely, as I slapped a hot wet towel over her pussy and pressed it into her flesh. She instantly recoiled, but as the heat subsided, she relaxed. 


  	I replaced the cloth with shaving cream, smoothing over her smooth thighs and cunt, working it in the crevices. I used the straight-edge on the larger patches, and the standard razor on those hard to get places, around the labia and inside deeper. Scratching my way around her entire groin, I got most of the hair on the first pass. Wiping it clean of hair and cream, I returned for a second pass to clean up any leftovers that would diminish the look. In the end, her cunt was as smooth as a newborn’s, labial lips perfectly plump, denuded, pristine, virginal. Ticking her inner pussy lips, I had her squirming with unwanted zeal. She tried holding back, but it was nearly impossible not to feel the erotic jolt. She kept staring at me, her eyes changing hues, changing aspects—sometimes hateful, spiteful, contemptuous, other times soft and alluring, and often questioning and fearful. She was exactly where I expected her to be at this point in our brief relationship. 


  	Because, behind my depravity, I can be a very nice guy, I dampened another towel with warm water when I finished shaving her and let it soothe the skin. 


  	While she was basking in that brief reprieve, I removed the gloves and paused to light another cigarette, taking a few drags to soothe my own excitement. This chick and I had more business to attend to; I didn’t need to get ahead of myself. A few more drags, I actually felt sorry for her as she watched the smoke trail upwards to the ceiling and disperse. My clients won’t put up with nicotine addicts, or addicts of any sorts, for that matter. They have to be clean, I’ve always been told. So she would have to do without and suffer watching me.


  	When the cigarette butt was an inch long and glowing before our eyes, I leaned over, flicking ashes on her cunt, bringing the end close to her skin. As she watched with a look of horror growing on her face, I squashed the burning butt into the soft, blank slate of her pubic mound just above the labial cleft. As her skin sizzled, she gasped behind her gag, flinched and then finally relaxed as I withdrew the unlit remains. 


  	“Hey, now, that wasn’t as bad as you thought it would be, was it now?” I scoffed at her pained expression, brushing the ashes from her mound. There was no more than a small round red splotch remaining; it wouldn’t last but a few days. But it was extremely satisfying for me—and strictly within the guidelines. “Make them believe they are nothing in your eyes.” How many times I’ve had that drummed into my head, I can’t count. And still it’s a useful strategy.  


  	Rubbing cream into her pussy, I played with the opening a while, until I was sure of her response, until my fingers were wet with her juices and I knew she was aroused in spite of herself. She was no longer looking at me. Her eyes burned with tears gathering in their corners, beads reflecting iridescent light. She was petrified of me, but more so embarrassed that her body replied so easily and against her will. I had to harden my heart with her. Most girls I can relish every second of the degradation. But Evie was special. There was something in her I wanted desperately for myself, though I knew I couldn’t have it. For the first time in my career, I thought of giving up my trade, absconding with this vixen to the far corners of the world and there, stranded on some deserted beach, make her mine forever.  This wasn’t a serious excursion into the inane, just a fleeting fancy that would come and go several times while I had Evie in my care. Inane, of course it was inane. I would only want the tart if she wanted me, which she never would. Knowing that the fantasy was an exercise in futility, I shook it off every time it entered my mind. But the fact that my psyche toyed with the idea in the first place was a sign of this one’s exceptional appeal. I was warned to be careful, trained to be careful, “There will always be the girl you want to keep, the one that, for whatever reason, tests your resolve and you love it. Fantasy is fine, but don’t let yourself get taken by the charm and beauty. While you have them, they are mavericks, running wild, and they can’t be trusted.”


  	Snapping on the second pair of latex gloves, I moved in between her open thighs for the grand inspection of her inner territory—this my favorite hour. I’d pulled away the damp towels from under her hips and replaced them with a pillow and more toweling, forcing her crotch a good foot higher than her head. The hotelkeeper had kindly left the rings I’d screwed in the ceiling some time ago, when I brought my first detention center captive to this hotel. Affording me an easy way to hoist her legs up out of the way, the bolts were quickly thread through with ropes attached to her ankles. With her ankles untied from the lower footboard, I raised them high, spreading them even wider than the footboard allowed. 


  	With her firmly in place, I began work, starting with her nipples, tugging, squeezing, stretching them, checking for resiliency. Her knotty raisin nipples took a good deal of pressure and pain before she replied audibly. I worked them both until I was sure they were sore, while noting the expression on her face mutate several times during the ordeal. She was unused to such vigorous play, I determined, but not undone by the degree of pain. Moving downward, I probed at her belly, using the skills I been trained in that would signal an internal problem, which required the intervention of a doctor. I looked for signs of disease, pregnancy or female problems. Nothing caught my attention. I probed deeper into her virginal pussy mound, pushing my fingers as far inside as they would go. I adjusted my angle, holding my fingers together like I was picking up lint from the floor, making a cock that forced its way inside. Adding lubricant, I had her opened quite wide, but not enough to fist her. That was not my intent, and I knew that. But this was Evie and I don’t think I could have stopped myself, if my hand had suddenly slipped inside. I had her gasping, tensing and afraid at my determination, enough bad signs to make me quit. But I was hardly finished with the inspection. 


  	With the desk light trained on her pussy, I used a cold, metal speculum to open her vagina and peer inside, to take a sample of her juices and the vulnerable flesh inside. At this point, it was not hard to see that her hymen was not intact. I didn’t expect that, but I was hoping. Virgins were the choicest flesh with bigger price tags and a lot of special attention. Frankly, I think my clients are better off with a girl that’s been broken in. I’ve seen the anticipation of a virgin disappoint more than once. 


  	Done with her vagina, she was relieved to have speculum removed. But then she balked more freely when I took up a second speculum to insert in her ass. Even before I’d begun, she shook her head back and forth almost angrily, groaning, even shouting a muffled protest from behind her gag. 


  	“Get used to it, girl,” I advised her. “Your body is not your own anymore. You fight me, you’ll lose. Relax, you’ll find it’s not all that bad.”	


  	My rebuke hardly dented her angry resolve, but I had a job to do regardless. No new meat, even one as pretty as Evie, would change my plans. Ass clenching tight as bricks, I reached in and pried the cleft apart enough to grease her anus. She started swaying back and forth as if she was in a swing. Damn her! I didn’t want to have to punish her, but she gave me little choice. Departing from my usual procedure, I grabbed a paddle from my bag and let her smart ass have it hard and hot until she was squirming so frantically that I could hardly catch the flesh with the broad wooden end. 


  	“You give me any grief, I’ll do it again,” I warned her. 


  	She seemed to calm, but it was a bitch getting the speculum into her hole. I had to shove, which I hate, which made her hate it even more. Of course, I won the battle, and the girl finally relented. That’s all she needed to do, but some just have to be stupid. Feeling a big of rightful vengeance make me bold, I kept cranking the thing open, stretching her anus wide. I’m sure she thought she’d break. “Go easy on yourself, Evie. You struggle now, you’re going to find things a lot harder down the road.”


  	I made my cursory inspection, then withdrew the speculum, starting in where I’d begun with her vagina. I made the same sort of fist and inserted myself into her rectum as far as my hand could go. I didn’t expect to triumph here either, but I gave it an extra try. It would have been worth it to be successful, to pop inside and feel the squeeze of her muscle around my hand, know what wild things she would be thinking then, unbidden but undisguised. Finally, withdrawing my hand, I discarded the gloves and roughed her ass with the paddle again. All the while, my cock was twitching, reminding me how long it had been since I’d had the pleasure of a woman’s ass. It wouldn’t hurt. It wouldn’t be outside the guidelines of my job to take her in the ass. But would I thrive on my denial more? Would the remembrance of her be sweeter if I left her for the others? At that moment, I decided to defer my decision. 


  	Instead of raping her with my cock, I stuffed an inflatable dildo into her rectum and pumped her up like a balloon. Externally, there was no sign of the fat piece inside her, except for the strain on her face. At that, my cock jerked a happy reply, this time demanding to be noticed more explicitly. She’d worn down my defenses and all self-control. Withdrawing my member from my pants, I jacked it off a few times, eventually moving to the bed between her swinging legs, spewing cum all over her belly and pubic mound as I got off. 


  	“Don’t look so shocked,” I said in answer to another wide-eyed expression. “See what you do to a man. You’re a natural, Evie, the seventh wonder of the modern world.”


  	I was sincere with the compliment, but she was hardly impressed by my exclamation, especially since her ass was obviously uncomfortable. Deciding not to let down in the wake of my own spent body, I left her for awhile, showered and shaved in the bathroom, making her get used to being used. 


  	When I finally got around to deflating and extracting the anal plug, I noticed a hint of gratitude in her expression. Though it only lingered for a short time, before her face turned grim again, I took it in and let it warm me the way a sincere compliment would. 


  	I let her feet down and massaged her legs, then left them untied. She needed a rest, and so did I. 


  	“You gonna be nice, or a brat?” I asked as I made a move to remove the gag. 


  	She peered up at me pleadingly.


  	“Good, I’d rather not have to gag you forever,” I said removing the wet wad. Her mouth stretched awkwardly, then closed, happily so, I imagine. 


  	Needing something to do, I started another cigarette, took a few puffs, then mercifully let her take a drag. She almost smiled, almost. 


  	“You understand what I’ve told you?” I asked, sitting back in the only chair in the room. 


  	“Some,” she answered, her first reasonable message to me. 


  	“My job is to retrieve you and detain you until the others in my world have a place for you.”


  	“What’s going to happen to me.” As promised her English was polished. I wondered where that skill came from, but it wasn’t my style to get chatty with these girls. That would develop my conscience, and I didn’t need the hassle of feeling guilty when I turned them over for their next stint in the system. I lived with the illusion that I was helping them pay their debt to society for their crimes, and helping them lead a better than average life—even if it was a captive one. Better than any prison they were headed for, I rationalized. 


  	“You stay with me, until I get word that there is a buyer for you. Then, you’ll be transferred to another facility, where you’ll be trained. It could go two ways, you could be trained specifically for a particular assignment, or you could be trained in general without a specific contract in mind. Either way, you’ll learn the ropes.”


  	If I was lucky, she was getting half of what I was saying. Although, maybe Evie got even more. 


  	“It’s not all that bad…” I started. 


  	“Why is this happening,” she jumped in, her voice about to crack, her eyes scanning the ceiling like she was looking for angel to descend for the rescue, like she didn’t believe where she was. She then looked back at me. 


  	“Because you were a bad girl, Evie, robbing markets, running around like a hellion, taunting authority. I saw the surveillance tapes; they don’t lie.” 


  	“It was just a joke,” she shook her head sadly. “And I get this?”


  	Tears streamed down her cheeks. 


  	“You had your chance at redemption. And when you didn’t behave yourself, the juvenile home saw a way to make a few bucks. You’re off their hands and into mine. Simple as that.”


  	“Another?” she said, looking longingly at the trail of smoke and ash spewing from between my fingers. 


  	“Naw, I’m not supposed to let you smoke. Don’t worry, the cravings will fade in time. I should know; I’ve quit a hundred times.” I laughed at my joke, but she wasn’t laughing with me.  


  	Her sadness was getting inside me, time to give her a beating, my training guidelines were telling me, but I was just too tired for that. And I couldn’t muster the will.  


  	“Hey, kid, you’re only seeing a tiny fragment of what lies ahead. Don’t worry. It’s really not as bad as you think.”


  	“You suppose I could go pee?” she asked.


  	“Sure. Long as you take to a collar and leash and crawl to the toilet.”


  	She couldn’t believe what she heard, any more than I could believe I was telling her this. I had to. I had to drive her downward. It was my job. Yeah, I struggled, but I couldn’t afford to let one especially sexy, pretty nymph ruin my track record, jeopardize my job. 


  	“Over my dead body,” she finally spat out the words she wanted, obviously borrowing the expletive from Western television. She wanted to spit in my face, but I wasn’t close enough for her to get the chance. Instead, she made up her mind to wait me out. Didn’t have to say so, I could tell by her dogged look. I let her stew, smoked my cigarettes, thumbed through some official documents, made the seizure and body inspection report, which I needed to fax within twenty-four hours. Then, I thumbed through a dime novel I’d picked up in the airport. The plot was lame and the characters wooden. Every now and again I glanced over to see the expression on her face and wonder where her mind was. No hints from her; she was perfectly stoic. 


  	Finally, there was the plaintive cry again. “I really have to pee, please.” She threw the whole of her delightful body into the plea, her chest heaving, her ass grinding uncomfortably into the bed. 


  	“Sure,” I eagerly answered, laying the book down on the table. I fished through my bag for the necessary items to grant her request. She stared me down rather nastily as I put the collar around her neck, but she didn’t shake me off. The leash clicked into place, and I held her head close, while undoing the bonds at her hands. Reluctantly, she took to the floor and crawled as I ordered her, into the bathroom. 


  	“Do you have to be here?” she asked, as she reached the toilet and sat back on her ankles.


  	“Sure do,” I replied with a resigned grin. “Count yourself lucky you’re getting to use the toilet. I could make you pee in a can.


  	She closed her eyes, apparently trying to rid herself of some picture, then finally climbed up on the toilet and did her business. 


  	“Nothing new for me to see here,” I said as I watched. “You’ve been naked for me for nearly twelve hours now,” I consulted my watch.


  	“How many more?” she wanted to know. 


  	“Long as it takes, could be a few days. Now that you’ve take care of this, I’ll have to tie you again so I can go out.”


  	“What if the place burns down?” she asked, immediately horrified that I’d leave her alone.


  	“Then I’d have to find another girl,” I said blithely, as she crawled back to the bed and I carefully tied off each of her limbs, leaving her a little slack this time so that she could move. “Want a blanket?” I asked, as I was about to leave.


  	“No, I’m hot enough.”


  	“Suit yourself,” I said, gathering my wallet, papers and a few bills. I was on my way out.


  Something about the girl made me think of Ancha, another from the detention center that I seized the year before. She was a slight thing, dark, not exceptionally pretty, nice big tits and a wide mouth, a spitter and a fighter to boot. I really had to thrash that little bitch to calm her down and I never did put her in her place. Every minute was a challenge, invigorating, but a challenge. I nearly swore off the detention center at that point, thought I’d go back to capturing them off the street, but I knew that was dangerous. I didn’t want some thugs capturing me in return. It wasn’t so much Ancha herself but the tape of her that I remembered as I was walking to the postal office from where I’d send the fax on Evie. 


  	They’d actually strung her up to the rafters at the detention center—something I knew was against the rules, but that one deserved it and couldn’t be controlled otherwise. They suspended her little body in the air, cuffed heavily at the wrists so that she could withstand the stress, then anchored her feet apart and to the side. This headmaster at the time was the most ruthless I’ve witnessed since I’ve been doing business there. His imagination had no bounds and he had no qualms about stretching—in this case quite literally—the wayward girl’s limits. Ancha wouldn’t stop fighting for anything. Caning, a heavy flogger, a riding whip all did damage to the pretty rounds of her ass, her back and then her tits and belly. She seemed to want for more, her head thrashing back and forth, her hair tangled in her eyes, her body rent with pain, a strange climactic surge of sensation building in her and then bursting. The tape is now a classic training film, shown to a new recruit or trainer. The accompanying text suggests that this is the ecstasy to be sought after, as it satisfies both the victim and the implementer. Oddly, I think of things differently. I think beyond the purgatory we put these girls through. I think how fine it would be to have one of them adore me as much as I  adore them. I think about it most with Evie. 


  I faxed the documentation required of me through to the proper channels, then met Bruno at the appointed place. He waited just as I did for further instructions.


  	“You like this one?” he asked me right off, as we were sitting with tall beer steins between us.


  	“Like them all,” I answered with a laugh. I had no intention of giving away my real feelings. 


  	“So, I get to fuck her first?”


  	“What?”


  	“It’s in my contract.”


  	“Oh? Again?”


  	“You don’t believe me?” 


  	He’s not a bad guy in normal settings, but he’s a brute with women. Big, muscular, a thick neck—wears turtleneck sweaters even in the heat of summer, and expects he can screw any of the beauties before the transfer is complete. He always says it’s in his contract, and when I check, I’m always given the go ahead to let him have his way. If I didn’t know better, I’d think that my superiors find this just another part of the degrading ritual. But I do know better. I know that Bruno has some leverage I can’t even guess at. If he wants Evie, he’ll have her, either now or later. I’d have little choice but to give her up. I’ve done this before and not worried about the outcome. I pick up the shattered pieces that are left once he’s finished with them. But knowing it’s Evie this time, my heart strings were tugged so that I almost denied him his privilege. Yeah, my heartstrings, I have to admit. That’s how much she’d gotten under my skin.


  	“I suppose you want the key to the room?”


  	“She there?” he asked. 	


  	“Of course. Where else would she be?”


  	His big grin gave me chills. Yeah, me, sadist that I am, and this bubba’s grin turned my stomach sour. It can’t be that what he does to them—straight ass or pussy fuck most of the time—is particularly brutal. Probably far less painful than what I’d already given the girl. It’s Evie that has me worried. 


  	“Then I need the key.”


  	“How about I take you?” I suggested in a moment of inspiration. 


  	“You want to watch?” he appraised me curiously. 


  	“Maybe.”


  	“Whatever you want. It’s up to you.”


  	No, it was up to him. He was calling the shots, and I didn’t like it, but I didn’t object. It would do no good. 


  	We polished off a couple more beers and headed to the hotel, while my hand covered the key in my pocket. It seemed to burn into my flesh, as if it were telling me to stall him off, or refuse him entrance. Make up some excuse. She’s sick, hurting. Anything to keep him away from her. 


  	Why now? I kept asking myself. Why her? I had no explanation. I’d been with girls more beautiful than Evie, but none that got inside me the way this one did. In so short a time. It wasn’t rational, I finally decided when we reached the hotel. She couldn’t matter so much that she’d jeopardize my position, my good name, my good standing in the ranks. But I would watch them. I couldn’t stop myself. Bruno would take her exactly as I could have had her, and refused. 


  	I was actually grateful that he wanted her ass and not her pussy—less personal, I think. I would have wanted her pussy if I wanted anything. 


  She cringed the moment she laid eyes on his face, and looked at me as if I would rescue her from the evil that poured out on her. It made me silly inside thinking that she had anything more than contempt for me, but I enjoyed the feelings nonetheless. 


  	I loosened her bonds so that she could turn over and raise her ass for him. I could read the fear in her eyes as she took note of the huge dick the man pulled from his pants. The head was small, but from there he widened as big as my inflated dildo, maybe bigger. Good thing I primed the pump earlier. 


  	“He’ll be quick,” I found myself muttering under my breath so that only she could hear. 


  	That was no consolation and she didn’t stop cringing. 


  	Thankfully Bruno was as quick as usual. He knelt between her spread thighs and briefly massaged the anal opening, tossing me a surly lust-laced grin. Then spreading her cheeks with his big firm hands, he thrust himself forward in one swift lunge. 


  	“Gawwwwwwwwwwwdd,” she gasped heavily. 


  	He rode her no more than ten or twelve strokes, before he leaned back and growled, coming. Her mouth bit down on a wad of sheets—I wished I’d had something better, firmer to put in her mouth, but she suffered without that. 


  	“A little too skinny for my taste,” he said as he withdrew, dripping the last of his come on her ass. “But she’s got a tight bum.”


  	“I suspect so. Young ones do.”


  That night, I untied her one hand, and pushed Evie to one side of the bed, cuffing the free wrist so I was safe from any revenge she might have in mind for me. I waited until she’d fallen asleep and then crawled in beside her. This was normal procedure when I had so little bed space. I have made girls sleep on the floor so that I could have the entire bed—that is recommended. Sleeping with Evie would be different. Not only did my mind race with fantasies I should never have had, but in the middle of the night, I felt her nuzzle back into me. 


  	I emerged from a drifting fog of dreams to hear her speak. “Will you hold me?”


  	Of course, I would hold her. I didn’t say so, but I gingerly placed my arm around her and snuggled in to her warm backside. I remained mindful of possible coups she might unleash, but that was not on her mind. I held her close until morning, finding myself kissing her back like a mother might tenderly kiss her child. This affection was all new to me, unwanted, wanted—I couldn’t decide. But I knew it was a detriment to my purposes. I came up cold and official, ignoring everything I felt. 


  	For a time, she viewed me with interest, and that gave me chills.


  	“Why do you do it?” she asked. 


  	“Pays well,” I said, lighting a cigarette.


  	“That’s all?”


  	“That’s all I’ll tell you.”


  	She was vulnerable. I was vulnerable. I almost lost it then. I could have spilled my guts if I hadn’t put a lid on the war inside me. 


  	She was disappointed, but then laid back on the bed expanding the silence so big around us that I knew neither of us would try to breach it again with anything remotely human. 


  	That night, Bruno and I put her on a train in custody of the intermediary who’d come to get her. From there, she’d feel her captivity like steel bonds tighten around her. It was the last time I saw her in the flesh. Though everyday, I see her in my mind’s eye and feel her in my body calling to me. 


  




  
The Buyer


  1 October – the new girl arrived. Slim, bony, the kind of eyes you have to watch for—intelligent, shifting, hypnotic. I’ll give her to Jacob for the training term. She’ll be a challenge, and we’ll see now if he’s up to the task. There are already bruises on her arms. I must talk to the Captain about those thugs who transport my wares to me.   


  He folds the journal at its spine, opens the bottom desk draw and carefully places the leather-bound book on top of the others. He shuts the draw, turns the lock and deposits the key behind a loose stone in the wall behind him. The chair beneath him creaks as he rises, not from the strain of his weight—he hardly weighs more than the fence posts that surround his ranch. It creaks because its old; the leather is cracked and the joints are dry. 


  	He is an elegant graceful man, rising nearly six feet-two in his cowboy boots. His face is rugged, weathered from the life he lives, but tan and handsome for a man of his years. While he sports the features of a straight and narrow politician, beneath his dignity lies the soul of an immoral man. His scruples concern small matters of form and precision, what is required to run his peculiar ranch, efficiently, economically. It looks like any Western ranch of the time, but a bit more tidy and precise. Fences, paddocks, barns gleam. The landscape rolls for miles in all directions, fanning out from an odd and antique ranch house built of mortar, stone, and rough-hewn timbers sometime around the turn of the 20th century. A century later, the fort-like structure still stands as austere and formidable as it was the day the last stone, the last shingle, the last window was set in place. 


  	The air contains the chill of winter prematurely, swirling leaves from miles away in dusty pools circle in the wind. He stalks the main floor of his house, appraising everything he sees, the polished surfaces of mahogany in which he sees his face, the freshly vacuumed carpets, the orderly array of couches, chairs and tables, sit to his liking. Nothing is out of place, and he smiles inwardly. 


  	“And what are you preparing for dinner tonight?” he asks his cook, Marmy, a buxom, red-faced woman of nearly sixty years. She’s been at the ranch as long as he has, cured of her faults by the faultless discipline that turned the once shabby family enterprise into a profitable business. A cane and razor strop hang on the kitchen wall, tools he liberally uses on anyone who fails to keep his house in order, themselves immaculate, and their minds keenly focused on their duties. 


  	On one occasion several years before, he had three woman on his staff, including Marmy, skirts drawn above their waists, buttocks bared, bending over the kitchen table. Side by side by side, he rebuked them for an indecorous lapse in behavior during a formal dinner party he was giving for the then state congressman, the congressman’s wife, and ten other local notables. His ire was so engaged when he heard the raucous commotion in the kitchen, that he excused himself from the table offering a gentle apology, “If you’ll excuse me, I believe a little discipline is in order,” and strode purposefully from the dining room to the back of house, where he immediately halted the rowdy scene. While his dinner party turned their attentions back to the conversation at hand, he took the cook and the maids to task. The three women were in such a flutter from having furtively imbibed in a forbidden bottle of wine, that as they followed his orders, bending over the table, their whole bodies jiggled madly while they sniggered to themselves and each other. Their round behinds wiggled and squirmed as though it was a grand joke, but only until the first strike of the razor strop hit their plump fannies. The wrath of their master came down on them with exhilarating speed, turning their white white flesh into sheets of alarming color. A shocking dark pink bloomed from all three struggling bottoms:  the small tight one, the sumptuous round one, and Marmy’s generous dimpled orbs. He followed the thrashing with six cuts for each with the cane, producing welts that appeared out of the pink as inflamed and angry stripes. Their mirth was gone, not simply subdued. 


  	“I should have you present you fannies to my company and apologize for your poor deportment,” he warned. If it hadn’t been a congressman with a starchy wife—who needed a good thrashing as much as his maids did—he would have shown off their sorry behinds. But in deference to his genteel guests, he refrained. “Be thankful I spared you the embarrassment. You’ve hardly spared mine.” He was so controlled when he was livid, but that control was dangerous. He became so calculating, cold and frightening that no one dared cross him. 


  	Returning to his guests, he smiled deferentially, nodded to them. “Good discipline always pays off,” he explained.


  	His guests, who couldn’t help but hear the distance strains of the razor strop hitting skin, seemed to nod with approval. And as the congressman coughed under his breath, he leaned into his host, quietly saying, “Perhaps you could demonstrate for me some time.”


  	“I’d be more than happy to. Do you have someone in mind?”


  	The man smiled, but made no further comment. His eyes said it all, with a slight and insinuating expression only someone carefully attentive could see. 


  	That was a long time ago. Three at a time only happens rarely.


  Many girls, maids and women have come and gone from the ranch house. It remains as steady and certain as any place on earth. And the razor strop and the cane hang as they always have, motionless, passive and yet powerful reminders of what life beneath the success of this ponderous ranch requires, and what its master demands. 


  	To fail in one’s duty, you fail the man himself. There will be no hesitation, no indecision, no lack of judgment in setting the situation right again. 


  “Roast beef and potatoes, sir,” Marmy answers her master’s question.


  	“Good,” he nods perfunctorily. “And how are you faring today?”


  	Marmy blushes, her fingers, sticky with bread dough, stops kneading the hefty contents of the mixing bowl. She raises her arm to wipe her brow because she can’t use her hand, and leaves a trace of flour on her forehead. “I’m doing fine, sir, and thankful for the correction.”


  	“I’d like to see the remnants,” he says. 


  	She blushes more profoundly. For as long as she’s been taking punishment from the man, she is still intensely uncomfortable with the experience, both in the administering and later references. She is in love, of course, in love since the first day she met him—unrequited though it may be. The little hellions, the tramps and sluts that come and go are normally the recipient of the master’s passions, but she remains with him, constant, serving him without quarrel, without restraint. She imagines herself more than she is to him, that some day he will open the constant reserve that keeps him apart from everyone, and pour out his intimate feelings on her, confessing his abiding love. As the years go by, the fantasy becomes rich with detail and more embedded in her psyche, so that at any hour of the day, she will welcome his confession graciously, without a hint of shock. 


  	Her master must have understood this, or at the very least took advantage of his power over her. Occasionally, irregularly, sometimes monthly, sometimes not for months at a time, and always for reasons she can never anticipate, he will show up in her room late at night. These scenes are not the passionate confessionals of love she dreams about, and little affection follows, but she accepts the attention regardless, letting it fuel her dream. Ecstatic with joy, she offers herself to him. And though he remains distant and methodical, she treats the moments as an act of love, not use—which they certainly are. 


  	Taking Marmy, he only has to nod at her, and she’ll climb to her hands and knees at the end of the bed, baring her bottom for him. Swathing her bumhole with juices he gathers from her wet sex below, he greases the path and then plunges himself inside her, forcefully banging this rod into the hole, while slapping his thighs against her plentiful cheeks. This is the only sound they make in the late night quiet of the cavernous ranch house. Yet, the noise bounces off the timbers and stone like a clanging bell. Anyone inside hears the smacking and cringes a little either from envy or fear. A few soft grunts end the scene. The master wipes his hands on his handkerchief and checks to see if his flaccid penis is soiled. If it is, he makes her clean it in a bowl of warm water—although this rarely happens. Otherwise, he restores himself to order and exits her room without having said a word. Once, as she gazed into his eyes hopefully, he stroked her cheeks afterwards as if to say, “I’m sorry, it will never be.” 


  	Marmy lives in her world, one parallel to her master’s but not the same. 


  With her fingers still sticky from bread dough, she bends over. “If you don’t mind,” she says, referring to her useless hands. 


  	He raises her skirt himself and inspects the damage. It is considerable, though especially augmented by Marmy’s tendency to bruise easily. He used a wooden paddle on her the evening before, for a half hour smacking her cheeks soundly until her skin could take no more. She would heal, no doubt, and be all the better for it. Marmy does try to obey him and usually does. She is often a good example for the others, but she can be headstrong and brusque, something she failed to avoid when her master spoke with her the morning before. She knew the minute she sassed him that she was in for a turn over his spanking bench. 


  	After he finishes with his inspection, she returns to her breadmaking. “Did ya want me to feed the new one below, sir?”


  	“No, Marmy. I’ll handle her myself.”


  	“Yes, sir.”


  	He leaves her to her duties, likely unaware of the satisfaction she gained from that small exchange. 


  Half as high as the house, the cellar descends beneath the ground, stone, like the stones walls above. Beneath the dirt, however, the air is dank and thick with the smell of mold.


  	She sits in a chair, rather is tied to a chair, a straight-backed painted green, paint-chipped chair. Two rungs below between the legs are missing, but it’s still sturdy enough to hold the slight body of the new girl. Her reminds himself that Jacob needs to fatten her up a bit; she’s too skinny for her own good. 


  	And where is Jacob? he wonders as he gazes around. This makes him uncomfortable, when he had his plans all made to turn over this one’s training to his protégé. The girl stares at him with large blue critical eyes. He handles this coldly, circling her.


  	“You know little about what is happening to you,” he finally says, taking her chin in his hand and giving back the chill she gives to him.


  	She shakes her head. 


  	“You understand me?”	


  	She shakes her head yes.


  	“Good.”


  	“When you speak, you refer to me as, Sir. When you speak to your trainer, Jacob, who you will shortly meet, you call him, Sir, as well. You speak only when you are asked. If you follow every demand made on you to the letter and you will live to experience the world outside of this crude habitat… outside this ranch,” he clarifies. She says she understands; he is uncertain how much. “This is my domain, my realm, my kingdom. I own every inch of this ground, all its structures and everyone who walks this place. Every breath you take pays homage to me, you’ll obey without question, without hesitation. 


  	“I didn’t ask to be here,” she offers him her first complete thought. He is left a little stunned by the easy assurance that comes from this girl. She quavers little. Most new girls break down and cry. Although thick one-inch ropes bind her securely to the chair, she remains herself, undaunted, not exactly defiant. She might be too smart to put on a surly bravado. Something titters inside him that he hasn’t felt in some time. She bears watching, he thinks, but then a lot of girls bear watching only to disappoint. It’s far too early to tell with this one. 


  	“You’re late,” he reprimands the youth who appears in the cellar doorway. He can see that Jacob’s out of breath. And striding forward out of the girl’s earshot, moving into a cellar hallway, he chides him, “I give you liberties and you abuse them?” 


  	“My apologies, sir. I had the stallion giving me fits this morning. That brute’s a big tease.”


  	“Yes, but you’re trained to handle him.”


  	The young man nods. He’s unlike his older counterpart, a charming rogue in personality with a swift smile and russet-colored eyes that laugh like the sun at the new day. He has broad shoulders, a muscled, gym-built chest—looks like a stallion himself without his shirt—and the customary slim hips and tight ass of a cowboy. The master has raised him from his childhood, the son of his only real friend, dead now nearly fifteen years. He kept the boy sheltered from the darker elements of his own character and personal practices, until he discovered that Jacob’s inclinations for control and dominion over women mimicked his own. He saw the hint of sadism in the boy early on, but chose to ignore it until he was certain of his charge’s true character. Sure of the forcefulness and steel he witnessed in the young man, he took him under his wing, opening the doors to his private sanctuary of depravity for Jacob to relish—a decision he now often regrets when the young maverick assaults his sense of order and decorum. 


  	“It is only by our attention to detail that we can train these girls properly. You let down, you destroy the foundation 	that serves us.”


  	“I’m sorry, sir,” he attempts to sound genuinely contrite. 


  	“Perhaps you need a lesson in discipline yourself?”


  	“No, sir,” Jacob answers with a resolve defined by his years of experience with his benefactor. He knows this is a threat, and not particularly veiled. ‘Lesson in discipline’ almost surely refers to the physical kind, a thorough and determined act of punishment, which can take many forms, but is always noted for the pointed meaning behind it. Obedience. He has been whipped by the man, though, oddly, not until he was eighteen. Before that he endured dozens of stern lectures, critical rebukes and the withdrawing of privileges. Generally, that system of discipline worked to mold his good behavior. But at eighteen, he should know better was the master’s thinking—so his bad behavior earned a more severe correction. Outlandish behavior, drunkenness, general lechery, disrespect, and a smart mouth were unbecoming, abhorred and would be answered with exacting punishment. 


  He was warned twice, then punished twice—first for being arrested in a drunken brawl and the second time for being caught with his pants down with a woman in the barns. Both times the boy swore like a sailor when he was apprehended. He was summarily hauled to the whipping post in the yard, most commonly used for the master’s girls, his backside bared and blistered with the stinging blows of a leather strap. The rough sessions sobered him quickly. The last one, just after he turned nineteen, also made him mad enough to leave the ranch. But as he was packing his things, fully intending to quit the cold, the cruelty, and the incessant requirement for perfection, his benefactor entered the room. He stated his case with his usual brevity. “You are, of course, free to live your life as you see fit—and anywhere you choose. But you’ll never find another haven as safe as this one is for your carnal demands. Think about it carefully before you leave. I ask only for what is decent, nothing more. You give me that, we will not quarrel again.”


  	Jacob chose to stay. Not three weeks prior, his benefactor had opened his eyes to a world of women he never believed existed. At nineteen, he was too intrigued, too aroused to leave it. He’s remained on the ranch seven years since. 


  “Well then,” the master continues on after his pointed reminder, “we need to begin with the girl before the ropes around her body cut her in two.” 


  	The pair return to the cellar room and address the cool blue eyes, the lush blonde curls, the slight trim body together. She stares at them as if drilling holes in the layered surface of their defenses. Jacob’s is cut away by her fixed gaze, while the master lets her pointed darts bounce off of him like rubber bullets that fall uselessly to the floor. 


  	 “I was told that you were pretty,” he begins, laying a hand on her cheek in an act that could be construed as affectionate—it is not. “Someone lied. Your lips are too thick, your eyes too big for your body, and you’re wasting away like a disease-ridden lab rat.”


  	The scorn he heaps on her is only half understood by the girl, though Jacob catches it all, not in any way agreeing with his evaluation. He knows it’s likely a distortion of the truth his mentor feels. This is the way he begins the training. 


  	“But then, we can always fatten you up, coach your eyes into submission and teach you to use your lips for what they will do best. Then we could call them an asset. Don’t you agree?”


  	She nods her head, looking stunned. 


  	While Jacob finds the girl the most marvelous looking thing he’s seen in a year, the older man won’t let his feelings go that far. He does acknowledge something unique about this one. He’s curious, wondering if it is a mistake to give her to Jacob as he planned. She might fair better in his care. “Untie her,” he says. 


  	Jacob loosens the rope and unwinds it until it falls into heap around her feet. 


  	“So, what now?” he turns to Jacob. “What do you do with her?” He waits for his answer. 


  	“You let her go free!” the girl shouts and she starts to bolt for the doorway. She’s exhausted, two days of travel, she moves now on adrenaline alone, which gives her an unexpected surge of power. But Jacob’s powerful hands reach out to grab her, and he hauls her under his arm, back to the chair and sets her down hard.


  	“You want me to tie you again? I’ll keep you bound for a month, if that’s what you want. What will it be?”


  	She fumes, finally spitting out, “Why am I here?” 


  	“To do as I say,” he retorts quickly.


  	“But why?”


  	“Because this man bought you, and gave you to me until he’s ready to send you on. That’s all you need to know.”


  	“No. Tell me! That’s not enough!” she stammers in her thick accent.


  	“Too bad,” he smirks, disarming her with a sexy wit she doesn’t expect. “You have all the answers I’m giving you. Now get to you knees.”


  	She hesitates and looks at the dirt floor disparagingly. 


  	He’s through with waiting and pushes her roughly himself, landing the heel of his boot in her back and pushing down so she’s practically eating dirt. 


  	“The more you fight me, bitch, the harder this is going to be.”


  	The master doesn’t like Jacob’s choice of words; he is the gentleman sadist. But for now, he won’t interfere. He watches, with plans to comment later, instruct, guide, even though he knows the boy won’t change his particular style. 


  	The girl won’t move. She’s suddenly petrified. When he winds a rope around her neck and tugs up, she feels the constriction of breath and wants to struggle; but she adapts. She must think the man is crazy. 


  	Jacob walks around her, holding the tail of the rope like a leash. Her head is still protectively buried against the musty earth, while her ass is in the air. She was dressed in a short skirt for the final leg in her trip from . The ugly brown thing will have to go, but it does afford him easy access to her backside. He has a thing for women’s behinds, and this one is no different. As he lifts the hem of her skirt with the end of his cane, he spies the best parts, the cleft, the vital hole between her cheeks and the plump pussy tucked at the bottom of her great crevasse. He points the silver toe of his boot at that vulnerable place and runs it along the tender skin. Even in the dim light the two men can see her moist flesh as a trickle of juice escapes the succulent cunt, telegraphing her arousal. 


  	“Fuck my boot,” he orders, as a wild vibration of lust inspires him. She starts in tentatively “Yes, grind in hard, bitch,” he says seething. 


  	She seems inspired, as if she’s happy to oblige. 


  	Even young Jacob is not so naïve that he believes he’s won her cooperation. Sluts do a lot of things just because it feels good, only to claw the eyes when least expected. 


  	She gets into the act, bobbing her bare behind in the air, while her pussy suckles the leather and silver boot as if it were a toying finger. 


  	“Do it!” he orders in clipped command. His cock is swelling inside his jeans. If only he could… he stops short of finishing the thought. No, of course, he has to wait. He even understands the reason for restraint, grudgingly agreeing with his mentor in this instance. Fuck her too soon, she expects too much. 


  	She’s starting to get her rhythm, while desire pours from her body like rain. The humping female turns carnal, moved solely by her hot crotch and the need Jacob draws from her. Even the observant master feels her potent energy assault him, get inside and gnaw at his defenses. She’s on a high, beginning to pant, raising her head, her lips wet from licking them as if she’s asking for something to suck. “Ahummmmmm,” she hums and purrs. Her ass end sways on the boot. The master nods at his protégé. 


  	“Enough,” Jacob declares as he pulls the boot away, and jerks her to her knees, holding the rope taut so that she has to raise her head high. “You come for my pleasure, not your own,” he tells her. The glint in his eyes is that of the scoundrel. It is her turn to be mesmerized. She brings her hand to her groin, unable to control the desire to finish off. 


  	The cane comes down making a painful cut across the sensuous flesh. She shrieks and falls forward. “Put your hands behind your head when I’m talking to you. That understood?”


  	She nods as she immediately obeys his order.


  	“And don’t play games with me, you can speak as you’ve been told.”


  	“Yes, sir,” she immediately quips.


  	“Good. Now back to the chair, bitch, stand up, grab the seat and hold on.”


  	The chemistry is real and strong between them, but dangerous, the master thinks. Too much rapport will get in the way of the training. He’ll have to counsel Jacob. 


  	The young man knows his mind, has his own vision for the girl. He’s seen her tapes, played them several times and now, firsthand, the ideas for her training multiply. Clinging to the chair like a desperate child, she offers her ass for him, and her first taste of his whip. 


  	The simple leather single-tail can float on air, or snap like icicles on a January night. He uses both techniques, expertly, snapping the tail end on her rump, forcing it higher so he can target her thighs as well as the plump flesh at the base of her behind. He singes the skin over and over again, until he establishes a rhythm and she’s forgetting the pain. A rude snap, the snake wraps her waist, cutting. Another wraps her hip, more tender flesh suffers and she’s pulled out of the sexual pleasure. The come waits dormant inside her body. It won’t take much. 


  	“Yeeeeeeeeeeeeaough!” she practically jumps to the ceiling. 


  	He’s read her thoughts, and chuckles to himself. He has her exactly where he wants her. 


  	 “She should be worked before an audience soon,” he states to his mentor. 


  	“Agreed.”


  	The single tail continues its work, teasing, clawing, cutting, burnishing her skin while the sensation gets inside the nubile cheeks and raises the ante on her pleasure. But as often as she is about to climax, the whip knocks her from desire and registers pure pain. When he finally stops, she’s left unsatisfied. 


  	“She’s had enough for one day,” Jacob states. 


  	The master has seen the transformation in the young man. He redefines himself as he works the girl, as the dark power of command takes charge of him. What an awesome thing it is. He knows the feelings well. He relishes this for himself, toying with regret. There’s no mistake letting the youth take on this training, but the old man will miss the joy of it himself. 


  	“Make her pee for you, show her no mercy,” he says, troubled and disgruntled. He leaves them, though neither the girl nor the young man notice. 


  	Jacob stares her in the eye again as he pulls her off chair and to her knees. He tugs her to the corner of the stone cell, and prods her with his boot into the small, barred space. He moves with her, removing the rope from her neck and then motions to a bucket. “It’s the only toilet we have down here. Use it now.”


  	“I don’t have to go,” she says.


  	“What was that you said?” He acts surprised.


  	“I don’t have to go.”


  	“Again!” his anger rises. 


  	“I don’t have to go, sir!” she remembers, emphasizing the word.


  	“Then just try for me. I want to see you with your ass on the can.”


  	She trembles at the picture of herself. Humiliation makes her blush; he makes her blush. As she crouches over the bucket, she wills her body not to pee—just to exert some opposition. But her body needs to go, and a trickle of warm pee runs down the side of her leg and into the bucket. In seconds, it turns into a strong jet as it shoots like a missile and sounds like pounding rain against the galvanized steel. 


  	“See, I knew at least part of you wants to obey me,” Jacob gibes. “You bring the rest of your sorry self along and we’ll do just fine. Listen carefully, and do everything I tell you to. There’s no trick to that.”


  	The loose rope becomes her second jailer, wrapping her wrists this time and attaching to the iron rail at the top of her bed.


  	“Why?” she implores him.


  	He ignores her. 


  	“Why, sir!” she calls to him as he leaves her cell.


  	“Because you don’t come unless I tell you to and I can’t watch you every minute.” 


  Later, not much later, the two men sit in the kitchen eating dinner, monitoring the girl’s activity by hidden camera. They watch, and even listen to the sound of her moaning softly in the midst of playing with herself. She’s rocking back and forth in a wild ecstasy, rubbing her thighs together, pressing her ass into the bare mattress, fishing desperately for the switch that gives her what she wants. When she realizes that there’s enough slack in the binding to allow her to turn over, she awkwardly straddles the edge of the cot, rubbing her crotch into the rough tick. She has all she needs, stimulation enough to climax. 


  	“Ah, ah, ah, yes, yes, yes,” she cries softly. She breathes heavily and pants harder. Does she mock them? Is this defiance, or just pure need driving her?


  	“You have a decent challenge for yourself here, Jacob.”


  	“One helluva slut,” he agrees with his mentor. 


  	“Watch that language,” the man warns. “She may be all that you describe with that word, but I’d rather you speak more respectfully, contain that kind of crude talk.”


  	Jacob shakes his head. “You know, you are one piece of work.”


  	His mentor doesn’t understand.


  	“You get off debasing women and then turn around and pretend to be a gentleman. I can do a lot of things, but I’m not sure I can do that.”


  	“Well then, try for me, will you, Jacob?” he says crisply. “It’s the way I am. And this is my ranch.”


  	“Yes, sir,” he says what he has to say to appease the man. He wants back in the cellar with the new girl. She is special and they both know it. 


  ***


  “I want her prepared to serve the evening meal tomorrow night. There will be twelve for dinner, formal. She’ll wear the usual serving attire.” They are in his study going over plans for Evie, while considering that several other new girls are scheduled to arrive within a day or two. 


  	“Won’t that be a little soon, sir?” Jacob asks, apprehensively.


  	“She’s a smart girl. She can put her wits to the challenge. I expect a decent performance, if not perfect. Besides, I have other motives in mind. It will be the appropriate occasion to publicly punish her late night indiscretions.”


  	“I thought her punishment was my province?”


  	“So it is,” he says, voice clipped, “and you’ll be the one doing the dirty work. Trust me, she needs to be brought up short, and quickly, or like the stallion, she’ll get away from you too fast to catch.” Message delivered, he turns on his heel and strides out of the room.


  Jacob pulls the blue-eyed, blonde-haired Evie from her room into the training quarters bathroom, thrusting his prize into a cold shower. It feels like nails to the surface of her skin. She shrieks and tries to back out, but he pushes her forward, getting himself almost as wet as the naked girl. 


  	“Soap yourself, wash your hair and maybe I’ll let you soak in a warm tub,” he says as he closes the shower stall. 


  	He stands guard, watching through the glass as the shivering Evie eyes him like a sad refugee. She finally soaps herself, runs water through her hair and opens the door with the cold rain pouring off her body. 


  	“Turn off the water,” he orders. 


  	She answers him robot-like, but then instantly warms as he throws a thick terry towel over her slight form and rubs her down. 


  	He would like to punish her now for orgasming on the bedrail the night before. He feels the need inside his bones, a requirement so compelling that he finally bends her over the punishment rail in the training room and gives her bottom six cuts of a cane. He attaches the act to no specific event, which seems wrong. But it would undermine the authority of their common effort, to dilute the effect of a surprise revelation, if he were to disclose the existence of the surveillance camera now. He knows that there are unwritten constraints placed on him in this matter, which he hadn’t expected, but at least until the dinner party, the girl is his to prepare and to train. 


  	“You’ll be serving this master and his household as a serving maid tomorrow at dinner. Is this something you’ve done before?” he asks. 


  	“No, sir,” she says. 


  	“Then watch carefully and follow every instruction.”


  	“Yes, sir.”


  	She seems surprisingly docile. But he knows that is just because she is uncertain. Beneath her calm, he can sense the rumbling rage and even the fear certain to be holding her mind and responses captive. 


  	He shows her how to stand, poised with her hands behind her. “Look soft, graceful, demure. You understand?”


  	“Like this, sir,” she says, striking a relaxed and modest pose, meek and servile, her eyes wide open but alluring, her lips softly inviting, her body exceedingly sensuous, glowing from within. She makes his body rumble from his gut. He wants her now, but there are constraints about that too—guidelines become law, imposed from the mentor who knows the perfect way to train a woman in servitude. 


  	“Perfect,” Jacob tells her. 


  	“It’s how we pose at the detention center if we want to please the magistrates. If we don’t want to get in trouble,” she says with a quirky, teasing smile. “This place is a lot like that.”


  	“You don’t say?” Jacob replies. 


  	“Looks different, but it’s the same. Same kind of people. You’re all the same.”


  	Of course, they are all the same. Jacob knows this, but he doesn’t like it pointed out to him so bluntly. He’d like to think the ranch is a different kind of place from the common institution, a training ground not a warehouse.  


  	“You’re probably right. But you’ll do things here you won’t do anywhere else.”


  	“Yeah, sure. And I follow the rules, you won’t hurt me.”


  	“I won’t permanently hurt you regardless. You’re useless to me damaged.”


  	She smiles, behind it a knowing cunning smirk. A little defiant, like she understands the game all too well. He wonders who taught her. So young, so wise, all at the same time. 


  	“So, you know how to stand. Speaking—don’t unless you’re asked a direct question. When you answer, be polite, brief, put a ‘sir’ or ‘ma’am’ at the beginning or the end. Assume that there is no one on this ranch of lower rank than you. Be humble. We think of you no more highly than we do the barn animals. Get too uppity, you’ll be boarding with them. Got that?”
	“Yes, sir.” She even effects a simple curtsy. She disavows any formal training, and yet she gets her information from somewhere. TV? Movies? 


  	“As it is, we’re leaping forward here a few weeks, giving you the kind of privilege you’re getting tomorrow night. Consider it an honor to serve the master on this kind of occasion. Screw it up, girl? You’ll be knee deep in horse shit within minutes.”


  	“Yes, sir.”


  	Is she just a natural, or good at the game? Maybe there’s no difference. 


  	Jacob leaves her to the kitchen for the remainder of the morning, where she takes instructions in proper etiquette from Marmy and Josette—the regular downstairs maid. She learns how to set the table, how to serve the meal, remove the dishes and stand demurely on the sidelines waiting for further instructions. She learns quickly and asks few questions, as if she innately understands what is expected of her. She is even fitted with her costume, beginning with a heavily boned corset Josette binds about her torso until she can barely breathe. Of course, Josette has her ulterior motives for the tighter than necessary corsetry. This new girl eclipses her at this important dinner party. If she has her way, the senior trainee will hold this raw recruit to as stringent a standard as she has to practice. She’ll make it painful, with plenty of scornful gazes and a tongue-lashing or two for good measure—in private of course, away from the ear of the master and his protégé. Her fifteen months in captivity have taught her several important things—survival of the fittest, smartest and the cleverest. She’s had her sights set on Jacob for sometime and would claw out the eyes of any girl who got in her way—if not literally, at least figuratively. 


  	“You don’t think that is too tight?” Jacob asks the veteran maid. 


  	“Of course not, she’s playing the wimp, if you ask me. Besides, you have to give her a little extra if you want the girl to show any kind of alluring flesh. All that skin and bones?”


  	“Not something we have to worry about with you now, do we?” Jacob chides her. 


  	Josette blushes, suddenly self-conscious of her large bosom and plump behind—what she thinks of as assets—perfect for punishment and the eyes of a voyeur, at least until a girl like this one shows up—round-eyed, blue-eyed, pert, glib, sassy and almost unsafely young.  


  	“Do I displease you, sir?” she recoups and bats her eyelashes at the handsome master. 


  	“No, not at all, my randy bitch,” he says, turning her over his arm, raising her skirt and laying a few swift spanks to her round ass. “Tonight,” he says under his breath, “I’ll be beating this bratty behind to a pulp.”


  	“But I haven’t been bratty,” she protests with a smile. 


  	“You dare object?” he calls her faux pas to mind. 


  	“Sorry, sir,” she quivers at the playful tease. 


  	He stands her on her feet, while Evie watches the scene impassively. “Put her through the paces until two. Makes sure she knows exactly what to do. And remember, I’ll take her mistakes out of your hide as well as hers.”


  	“Yes, sir.”


  	“Oh, about tonight?”


  	“Yes, sir.” She smiles, “I know,” covering a tinge of hurt. Everyone knows he’ll be with Evie not her.


  	Josette fits Evie into the slim black maid’s dress. The crisp material plunges deep at the bodice to show off the cleavage the stringent corset produces. Though the skirt reaches past her knees, there’s a long slit straight up the back, high enough when open to show the pudgy bottom of her behind. There are lace-topped thigh high stockings, and a pair of three-inch heels, that give her a more womanly allure. And still, she seems to be little more than a child dressing up in her mother’s clothes. 


  	“It’s the heels that will make you screw up,” Josette informs Evie. “Practice in them, but not too much, or your untrained feet will be to sore to walk. Then we’ll both be in trouble.”


  	“You know, I think you’d make a fine Femdom,” Jacob says, eyes twinkling. 


  	“I think not!” Josette answers. “I’m perfectly submissive, and you know it, sir.”


  	He fails to comment on her curt remark, but his eyes narrow enough so that her lips break out with a more chagrinned expression. “Sorry.”


  	“Yes, you will be sorry,” he advises. 


  After Evie’s first practice in the ranch house dining room and kitchen, Jacob takes her to the training room for the remainder of the day. The room, just off the main level, is a crude version of the rustic house, with four stonewalls, a packed dirt floor and windows covered with thick black drapes. Scant light from out-of-doors creeps inside, turning day to night and night to inky black. For the time being, however, Jacob lights two oil lamps on opposite sides of the room, lending a peculiar yellow glow to the eerie space.


  	Evie’s day should have begun here, the girl brought directly from the cellar to this facility designed specifically for the training required. Many girls who pass from the ranch to their final destinations never see the light of day, a clear blue sky or a bright and bustling kitchen until it’s nearly time for them to leave. 


  	Obviously, Evie’s training will be different. They’ve missed several steps in the process, which Jacob regrets. He worries that this gives the girl too much power, not enough appreciation of her position. But there are yet many things for her to learn, and for the next day, she will be thoroughly drilled. 


  	Evie changes from the confining corset into her training attire—a leather harness of criss-crossing straps that fit almost as snuggly as the corset, but without the sensuous breast enhancement and the clipped waist. Jacob keeps the straps slack enough for her to move with some ease, while, with every move, she knows she’s in bondage. The harness anchors at a two-inch collar at her neck, and then below with straps that wrap her thighs. For day use, a leather piece is snapped over her crotch. But when she sleeps at night, it is removed, should she be required for sex. 


  	“During the party tonight, you use house manners, behave the way Josette showed you. Now, however, you’re on ‘training’ manners. It’s a different behavior altogether, and don’t forget that. When you present yourself, clasp your hands behind your neck with your elbows wide apart. Keep your head high, your chest back, your eyes lowered, your lips parted and your feet a foot apart. Do that now.”


  	Waiting, Jacob slowly walks the room, his footfalls silent on the soft floor, though his leather boots creak. Evie moves into the required position—the same one occasionally required at the detention facility. She quickly understands what he asks for and she effects it perfectly. 


  	Observing her fascinating body, he notes her tits with a sure excitement breeding between his thighs—the perfect ivory skin and the brown circles with her raised brown nipples. Framed by the harness straps, her protruding breasts look much bigger than they naturally are, exquisitely formed, youthful, so fresh he’s reminded of a fragrant fruit. She’s hot, invigorating. Innocent even with the gear of S&M. Fuckable. His crotch throbs urgently,  but he has to wait. Wait for another day, after the dinner party, after the master’s exposition. If she’s truly his to train, he’s do it differently, but he has to adjust. 


  	“Good form, now on your knees.”


  	The girl moves quickly, as if she knows that hesitating will bring a painful cut from a switch he holds in his hand. He wants to whip her soundly, to leave his mark on every corner, curve and sensuous hillock of her body. He wants to see her writhe, jerk from pain, contain it, and eventually climax, relishing the fire that moves through her. 


  	“Head to the floor, bitch,” he further orders, defying the master’s request for civilized speech. Training women to be abject servants of lust, treating them as objects of sadistic whims is not a civilized occupation, not in his eyes. His body beats too meanly, as he moves beyond the realm of decency to perpetrate these acts on innocent girls. 


  	Though he thinks of her as innocent—all of her physical body gestures would make the casual observer agree—he knows better. He sees the slut that’s in her soul, probably far better than the man who purchased her. There is some symbiotic union between them, unspoken. He knows it’s dangerous to think this way, to risk getting taken in by one of the girls. ‘Never, never fall in love with them’, he’s been told a hundred times. She could make a fool of him, but he bets she won’t. She has her sights set higher than simple revenge. She likes this world, because she’s not a normal kind of girl. And if she can carve out the right position for herself, she’ll have won the only battle here worth winning. 


  	Jacob reads her mind like a psychic and smiles to himself. 


  	With her head on the floor, he steps on her neck, his boot pressing her face into the dirt. “Raise your ass high!” he orders. She attempts to obey. “Higher!” he speaks with an edge in his voice. “And don’t take your lips off the floor!” he says, as he removes his boot from her neck. He marks her six times when she doesn’t do as he asks, work as hard as he wills. “I’ll beat it black and blue, and won’t you be a pretty sight tomorrow?”


  Evie raises her ass as Jacob demands, giving him the lewd view of her anal cleft with all its hidden secrets on display. Her trainer spends his time admiring the view, thinking of his first crack at the puckering rear hole. Now shut as tight as a miser’s fist, it will respond to his probing, opening to take any huge member banging at the door. He will fist her before he’s finished, in the ass, in the cunt, and with no mercy. She will cry, and he will delight in her tears. 


  	“Higher!” he barks when her ass slips an inch. He stalks her now, cutting her flesh with his switch, to sting the surface of her skin—but not to mark or leave lasting cuts. One long minute turns into ten, turns into thirty endless and grueling minutes in the strained pose. She struggles at the end of the half hour. He imagines her thighs are weak but that’s not his problem. He’s the trainer and she’s the slut who will obey him. 


  	Swish, swish, swish, swish, swish, swish!  Six quick strikes cut into the side of her hip, the crack of her ass, the flesh of her thigh, the soft tissue of her bottom cheek. She trembles, almost to the limit of her endurance, and he comes back for another erratic six, striking her shoulders, the swell of her calves, the nape of her neck, the side of a tender breast from underneath. He extends the palette of this body-painting, until there is no place the switch hasn’t made its vile impression. 


  	“Ass high!” he snaps when her body begins to falter again. She’s at the end of her strength. “Higher!” he shouts. And she struggles again, while he punctuates the order with several more cruel cuts. Every muscle in her trembles. Her nerves are shot. 


  	He stands back mocking her with a sneer, laughing. “This is such a simple thing, slut, and you tell me that you’re too tired now.” He humphs and struts, being the evil villain to her innocence. “So fall against the floor, little beast,” he finally tells her, as he shoves her ass with his boot and she falls flat on her belly. He walks to the side of the room, ordering her to, “Crawl.”


  	She brings her hands up, expecting to follow the order on hands and knees. 


  	“Oh, no, not that way, on your belly without your hands—in fact, you put them on your back, clasp them hard, and squirm to me.” She starts, but he quickly changes his mind. “No, bitch, better yet, go to the far wall, pick the whip up from door with your teeth and bring it to me.”


  	‘Disparaged Evie’ writhes forward, turning slightly in the direction of the whip, making the laborious journey like a worm inching its way across the cold dirt. Taking the handle of the whip in her mouth, she jerks the piece from the knob where it hangs, and begins the second journey to her waiting trainer.


  	“Faster,” he urges her coldly. 


  	She can hardly obey, though she puts every bit of muscle she has into the effort. The rewards are small, the trip endless, and the goal—just before she reaches the man’s feet—shifts to another location. She changes course, moving in the direction of the roving leather boots, altering the path again and again, until another form of exhaustion wears her out. She suddenly slumps against the floor, as though she’s giving up.


  	Thwiiiiiiiiiiiiiaaaaaaaaaaaaaaak! 


  	Creeeeeeeeaaaaaaaaaaak! The thunderous crack of a bullwhip deafens her ears for seconds after the twelve-foot braid hits the ground two inches from her head. 


  	“You worthless little bitch, get your groveling bones over here now!”


  	She tries again, working her worn frayed muscles, her body dusty from the dirt-packed floor, smudged, soiled, scratched by tiny pebbles embedded in the hard surface that come loose with her efforts. 


  	He doesn’t move this time. This time, he lets her find him. Dragging the whip in her teeth, she deposits it at his feet. 


  	“Oh, my,” he says of her efforts, staring down at the servile picture of the pretty girl so sullied. “I really don’t need that whip now, do I? Since I found this one.” He shakes the bullwhip in front of her face. 


  	“No, sir,” she gasps, agreeing.


  	“Then put it back where you found it,” he says without emotion.


  	Another fifteen minutes passes, as the girl crawls back to the door and the doorknob with the whip. She turns back to Jacob for answers when she reaches her destination. Does she leave it on the floor? 


  	“You can make it to your knees without hands,” he says. “Do that and put the whip back right.”


  	Another exhausting struggle ends with the simple reward of successfully replacing the whip where it belongs. She pleads her case with her eyes cast sadly toward Jacob, knowing that without her hands she can’t recoil the uncoiled six-foot braid. 


  	“Not good enough, but we’ll let it pass, this once,” he tells her. “Come back to me.”


  	She struggles back, on the last leg of an infinite journey. And again, at her trainer’s feet, she waits for his next command. 


  	“Put your face in the dirt and hold on to my boots with your hands,” he tells her, seeing her immediately obey, no doubt happy that she doesn’t have to crawl. While her hands clutch the ankle of his boots, he steps backs, “Hold on,” he says. Her body elongates against the dirt as her shoulders stretch and her arms stretch. “Legs open wide,” he adds to create the position he wants. “Wider,” when it’s not enough. 


  	She’s tired; he can see that, although another hour of grief awaits her. 


  	“Keep your belly and knees on the ground and put your ass in the air,” she’s told. The position seems impossible, but it’s not. If anything, this pose in more lewd and more extreme than when she’s on her knees, raising her ass in the air. She presses her breasts, her tummy, her knees to the floor and raises her groin, her bottom spreading open, her pussy lips parting, her sex exposed to the naked eye. Her goal accomplished to her trainer’s liking, he begins the big tease with the big bullwhip, and then a smaller one, like the one she snared with her teeth and then returned. The treatment is gentle, as he lightly flogs her back and legs and ass. He caresses her exposed pussy lips, and then, with the smaller whip snaps her body to attention. Pain and pleasure shoot through her with little warning, little restraint. Just getting off against the side of her bed is not enough to cure the raging hormones and the raw fires deep in her belly. The girl needs more. “You close to coming?” Jacob asks. 


  	“Yes, sir!” she practically shouts. She strains to keep the pose and deal with the great swell of energy that suddenly pours free. 


  	He stops the tease with an abruptness that brings tears of frustration to her eyes, though she hides them well with her face still pressed to the ground. 


  	“That’s right,” he guesses her plight. “You don’t get to come until I tell you. Get used to it, little Evie. And get ready. You never know when the big explosion will take place.”


  	Twice more, he takes her to the same impossible brink. Twice more, he lets her down, unsatisfied. Just the air itself could make her come, if for just another minute, he withdrew the whip and let her rock on the nothingness that remains. But Jacob won’t allow it. He’ll send the little beauty to the showers craving what he holds before her like forbidden candy.


  In a room nearby, the master of the house watches Evie’s first performance with a degree of envy. The boy’s better than he imagined him to be. Not as polished as he hoped, but certainly thorough and cruel. The girl is perfect in form and grace, substance, beauty, youth, energy. If he were only a few years younger, he’d consider quitting his trade in pursuit of this one as a lover. He knows he’ll have to watch his protégé carefully, or there will be too tight a bond between the pair when she’s suddenly swept from their midst. She’s not to be a permanent fixture at the ranch. Like the other trainees, there is a timetable for her tenure. A plan from which the master will vary only to shorten her stay, if that becomes necessary. If Jacob becomes fixated, or, God forbid, the girl falls in love. Neither man can become too attached to any girl, unless they are willing to pay for the privilege. And this one is far too valuable a commodity to keep off the open market. 


  	He stares at the screen, at the scene, hearing the sounds of her and the trainer through the listening devices. An immeasurable thrill bursts through him as Jacob denies her orgasm. In that, the boy is perfect, timing the sequence like a master. He has a great deal to learn, but he is able to bond with his subjects, read their minds and, more importantly, read their body language. This is why the master keeps this younger, cruder version of himself at the ranch—that, and the fact that his own age makes these games often tiring. 


  	Pretty creature that she is, she will contest them in a battle of wills, and then the struggle will begin. Jacob needs this kind of virgin-slut to hone his skills. And in the meantime, sitting back at a safe distance, the master can taste the fruits of the boy’s labors, when it suits him. 


  	There’s a knock at the door. “Come in.”


  	“Sir?” Josette curtsies, “The two girls you’ve been waiting for have arrived.”


  	“A day early?”


  	“I’m afraid so.”


  	“This is not what I wanted!” he barks unhappily. 


  	“Should I show them to the cellar, call the handlers?” she calmly asks.


  	He shakes his head. “No, have them stored in the barn, separate stalls until I have time to look at them.”


  	“And their dress?”


  	“How are they now?” 


  	“I believe they are attired for a plane flight.”


  	“Put them in the stalls. I’ll have Jacob strip them and hose them down when he’s finished here.”


  	“Yes, sir,” she dutifully answers, recalling her first day at the ranch, an event not unlike what these new girls will experience. 


  ***


  For a second night, Evie fucks herself on the bedrail after the lights in her cell are out and only the night camera picks up the images. 


  	“Your trainee has a maverick streak a mile wide.”


  	“As we suspected, don’t you think?” Jacob answers. 


  	He nods. “You’ll cure it.”


  	“It was my assumption that tonight would begin the cure.”


  	He smiles. “Yes, of course.” He seems preoccupied, lost in his thoughts—which are solely on this girl who’s seemed to have invaded his home, his mind and his body. He’ll shake her off, eventually, but not until he’s made full use of her. 


  The day’s is too busy for basic training, too busy to attend to the new girls in the barn. Evie is assigned to Marmy, who spends the morning and early afternoon reminding her of everything she’s already learned. The girl is bored with the repetition, her muscles ache in places she never knew existed, and it’s hard not to get cross with the old broad when every damn little thing turns into a major event. 


  	“The master will not be happy with a sullen girl,” Marmy finally warns her when she sees the grim look on Evie’s face.


  	“Don’t worry. I won’t be ‘sullen’ when I have to be cute and sweet and pleasant.” She adopts a puckish smile.


  	“Ach! They should have spent the month beatin’ your ass as let you serve up the main course tonight… just two days on the ranch. Ya don’t know what yer in for. Tsk,” she shakes her head disgustedly as she walks away.


  	“Ooo, my, and who are you to tsk me?” Evie sasses with a smile. 


  	Marmy glares. “I’m woman enough and mean enough to paddle your impertinent ass. So I’d suggest you watch out!”


  	“That’s just a bluff,” Evie quips light-heartedly as she tries to leave the room, plucking a grape from the bowl on the counter. She is back at the detention center in her mind, laughing at the silly goons who try to tame her with their rules for good behavior. But before she gets beyond the swinging door, Marmy’s long and hefty arm swats her back, grabs her shoulder, and throws her against the table. The sexy shift she’s been given to wear rides high above her ass, and she’s immobile, bent over and poised to be spanked. Wooden spoon in hand, Marmy raises her great arm, bringing the broad end down flat on Evie’s milky cheeks. 


  	“You fat old whore, get your hands off of me!” the girl shrieks. But she’s going nowhere, pinned to the table by Marmy’s thick hip. 


  	“Ah, think I’m a fat old whore, huh?” She pelts her with spoon until the two ass cheeks glow bright red. No manner of struggle works to wrench away from the big woman; she’s had experience spanking young girls like this one. 


  	“My, what have we here,” the master enters the room, while Marmy is in mid-swing of another potent strike.


  	“The brat deserves every stroke, sir,” Marmy defends herself.


  	“On your knees, Evie,” the man barks. 


  	The girl drops immediately, bowing her head. 


  	“Yours hands…” he reminds her of the training and the girl alters her pose, clasping her hands behind her neck, head raised, eyes lowered, lips parted as if she’s praying. “You’d best not forget what you’ve been instructed. A smart mouth gets you muzzled. You tangle with Marmy, you get exactly what you deserve and I won’t stop her. Get that straight right now.”


  	Marmy’s smug, Evie quiet. 


  	“Go on with what you were doing,” he says as he turns away. 


  	Triumphant, Marmy drags Evie to her feet. “Ya think ya kin mind your manners?”


  	“Yes,” the girl replies.


  	“Yes, what?”


  	“What do you mean, yes what?” She tries not to sass.


  	“You can call me ma’am, just like you call the gentlemen ‘sir’.”


  	“Yes, Ma’am,” Evie struggles to say. 


  	“I been here years before you and will be here years after you leave. They respect that about me, if nothin’ else. You got a lot to learn. You may be pretty now, but in a few years, that’s all gonna fade and you’ll need more than a sweet, innocent face to woo your men. The last thing you want is an enemy of the house staff. They might just be your only salvation.” She decides against a longer spanking, let’s go the girl and starts back to work, while Evie waits for further others. “Polish the silver set,” she says. 


  	“But I—” Evie starts. 	


  	“Don’t!” Marmy stops her in an instant. “I know you just finished polishing it. Do it again, and don’t miss a lick of tarnish, or I’ll take the spoon to your ass again.”


  Evie remains demurely watchful that evening as she respectfully performs her duties. She serves drinks to the houseguests, bowing deferentially; ignoring the many lewd looks that come her way. Her corset is so tight, so strictly tied off by an ambitious Josette, that at any moment her nipples threaten to pop over the edge. She guards this carefully, afraid that in this formal setting, that would be an unforgivable flaw in her performance. When she bends down to serve hors d’oevres, the slit behind leaves little to the imagination of a horny man. But there is nothing she can do about the circumstance. 


  	Through dinner the night goes on without a hitch. Her trainer and the master often eye her with critical inspections, looking for the flaws that are not there. She’s even pleasant to Marmy. Her instincts are acute, her awareness high. She is on guard, and anyone educated to view a trainee with careful scrutiny understands this. 


  	“Evie, step forward,” the master of the ranch invites her to his side toward the end of the dinner meal. 


  	“Yes, sir,” she curtsies, trying to be polite. This alone of the demands on her is carried out awkwardly. She thinks the practice is a silly waste of effort. 


  	“I am quite pleased by the way a girl as fresh and untried as you are conducts herself in this setting after just two days.”


  	“Thank you, sir.” 


  	“Ah, no thanks necessary,” he continues. “For while you excel in some ways, I’m afraid you fail horrendously in others.”


  	She starts to worry and bows her head humbly, wondering what err she might have committed. 


  	While she worries, he addresses the room of twenty guests, ten men, ten women, dressed comfortably but well, in suits and ties, ladies in cocktail dresses. “We respect the fact this one is a new trainee, that the girl comes from a formidable climate and circumstances that will take some time to breed out of her, but there are certain matters of discipline that must be adhered to. I’m sure you agree.” The nods around the room are convincing. These twenty are privy to the man’s secret life—a fact the girl did not expect. Maybe in this country, girls in her position are accepted among civilized people—this is what she must think as the formal night turns all of a sudden strange to anyone not familiar with the ranch and its clouded purpose.


  	“Tell us how you’ve erred,” he turns, asking her directly. 


  	“I have no idea,” she answers timidly. Fright takes a hold of her mind and shakes it hard. 


  	“No? Well, that surprises me. Kneel now.” 


  	Evie drops to the floor at the man’s side. 


  	“Are you a forgetful child?” he wonders aloud. 


  	“No, sir,” she immediately answers. 	


  	“Unbutton your dress.”


  	Her hands shake, but they do not fail her. Even as absurd as this seems, she thoughtlessly unbuttons each one in a row, from the scooped bodice to the hem of her dress, bunched at her knees.


  	“If you’re not forgetful, then how did you forget the cardinal rules of your training…”


  	“I do no know what you’re speaking of, sir.”


  	“Take off the dress.”


  	She works her torso from the dress, and lets it fall behind her. Remaining is the cinched corset, and the thigh-high stockings, black, like nighttime, and nightmares and the source of pure lust. 


  	“Your body is your temple, that temple belongs to me. And as long you’re in my house, your physical pleasure belongs to me, too.”


  	“Yes, sir.”


  	“And you’ve violated that rule.”


  	She cannot reply. 


  	“Free your nipples from the corset,” he continues in his clipped monotone. 


  	She does as told, making the two brown buds peek over the top of the lace. 


  	“Your hands behind your neck,” he adds.


  	She does as asked.


  	“You’ve come twice without permission. Even with the strict measures taken to prevent the possibility of orgasm, you’ve made you way around the uncomfortable situation, bringing yourself off.”


  	She remains beside him, perfectly affecting the pose he’s ordered, hoping, trying to right the terrible wrong by her posture, her humble demeanor alone. 


  	He slaps her face because she has no answer. 


  	“What have you to say for yourself?”


  	“I am sorry, sir.”


  	“What excuse for your fault?”


  	“I don’t have one.”


  	“No reason, no driving force, you simply come because you have nothing better to do in bed at night?”


  	“No, sir. It was my body. I couldn’t stop it. I tried, sir, but I failed.”


  	He slaps her face again on the other cheek. “I don’t think you ‘tried’ at all,” he snaps. “The act was willful and deliberate. It required planning, conniving. It was as premeditated as any crime.”


  	“I am sorry, s...”


  	“And I don’t believe you,” he rejoins before she can finish. “You say the words, but no one here believes you. ‘Sorry’, you don’t understand. You have no conscience, no guilt. Life is only what is expedient for you, what’s easy. You think you can lie your way out of this one, you are sadly misguided. You are accountable for your actions, accountable for your mistakes, your behavior, your attitude. In many respects, you determine what will happen after you leave, where you will go. Hellions get hell. Brats get punishment. Incorrigible brats get punishment freaks in their life to keep them tamed. And liars and cheats who think they can beat this system earn the twisted minds of sadists who best them at their own game. You’ll spin in worlds that will make no sense, and wind up a senseless old fool in the end, with your looks shot and your spirit too whipped to care. If you’re smart at all, my sassy little fool, you’ll let the lesson you learn tonight stick for the rest of your life. Now, get to your feet, keep your hands where they are and follow me.”


  	Rising to his feet, he nods to his guests. He has her trembling and feels the joy of that deep in his gut.


  	“I trust the whipping post is ready?” he refers to Jacob, who stands at the side of the room, there, observing; now with collar and leash to take charge of the girl. 


  	“Yes, sir. You want me to collar her?”


  	“Indeed,” the old man replies. 


  	With a thick leather band tightly buckled around Evie’s throat, Jacob leads her with the leash in hand, out the door on the heels of the master, while guests, in a visibly somber mood, though with a subtle streak of gaiety in their quiet whispers, follow. 


  Outside, in the yard between the stables and the house, the whipping post, like a warning sentential of all that goes on inside, stands waiting. The ten-foot beam of wood was driven into the ground over sixty years before, and was later anchored at the base with cemented stone. It never creaks, never sways, never changes—except for the weathered exterior that slowly, over time, has begun to age. Every spring, it’s oiled, so that it faces the elements of another year with a strong new layer of endurance to ward off blight and water damage. 


  	Evie approaches it now, as the wind in the air whips at her feet. They are still tucked into four inch high-heels, which look odd now, considering what’s about to happen. Jacob takes them from her before he pushes her face forward to the post. Then raising her arms, he fits her wrists into the cuffs on either side of the wood, snuggly. She’s held firmly in place, no slack, and little way to twist and turn. To make the bondage even more stringent, a broad leather belt circles her waist, and fits through a ring on the other side of the wood. 


  	She shivers from the cold.


  	Almost as an afterthought, Jacob stuffs a wadded handkerchief into her mouth. Her head falls back and her blonde curls dangle over her shoulders, while her cinched waist augments the fields of battle—the firm and muscled shoulders and the heart-shaped rounds of her behind. 


  	With the beauty in captivity, the trainer moves on to remove his shirt and toss it over the porch railing. Despite the brisk autumn air, his muscles gleam with sweat that comes from nervous energy, pent-up lust, repressed desire. He won’t be cured of the sexual ache in just one night. It will take more than just a single session with one bad girl to treat his inner evil. But this will surely curb his appetites for a time, squelch their power, and put the beast back in its cage. This done, there is only one other cure to seek for what’s lodged inside his bones and blood, and that, too, will come later in the evening. 


  	Above the scene, a bright beam of light floods out of the darkness—as if the whipping post is a stage, and the girl and her travail the show of shows. As the crowd of guests looks on, Jacob takes the leather razor strop from his mentor, the awesome piece oiled for the occasion, and begins working it from the girl’s shoulders to her thighs. It snaps and whales across her skin. Smacks the flesh, burning swathes of red into her skin. The skin glows as she begins to shriek, as the strength of Jacob’s blows prevent her from deriving any pleasure from the pain. The pain consumes her; while the repeated strikes give her no chance to recoup. Her breathing is labored. She gasps with hope when he dares to pause, then lifts her head with another terrible cry when he starts again. 


  	Jacob works himself into a frenzy, as if this is some divine justice being served. As if he’s one with this creature before him, tied to the post, crying from deep inside her core. In this space he is content; this is his right, his purposeful function. He cuts through the last of her defenses with pain, until she sobs without stopping, uncontrollably. 


  	Exhausted from emotion and the power of his work, Jacob finally rests, while his mentor moves beside the girl. He jerks her head, grasping her hair in his hand and pulling down. Her white throat is taut, glaring in the light, underneath the collar. 


  	“I suppose you think you’ve had enough?” he whispers in her ear. 


  	She has no strength to reply.


  	“Answer me,” his voice is louder and he pulls her hair a little harder. 


  	She finally gasps, “I wish it were so, sir.” 


  	Good reply, he thinks to himself. He turns to Jacob, “Release her, dress her and have her serve us our coffee and cake in the great room.”


  The evening adjourns to the casual elegance of the ranch house, returning to its previous, civilized state of etiquette—as if there were no whipping posts or archaic punishment rituals. Evie, clothed again in the plain black dress, serves coffee, tea, and a rich chocolate layer caked encrusted with pecans and topped with smooth whipped cream. Observant, but not part of the festivities, Jacob stands on the sidelines, nursing his resentment with a stoic gaze no one will ever see beyond. 


  	With the very last course of this remarkably fine meal about to proceed, Evie, unwittingly collects desserts plates and smiles as she refreshes the coffee, or hands a guest another bottle of German beer. 


  	Jacob no longer expects to run the game. That is squarely in his mentor’s corner. He doesn’t give it another thought, except to let his anger gestate, waiting for the appropriate time to show its force.


  	When the host of the evening, interrupts his guests again, it is with the same fixed eye on the serving girl.


  	“Now that we’ve established the fact of your crime, I think it’s time to show us all exactly how you managed to ‘get off,’” he uses this vernacular disdainfully, “with so many things intended to deter that possibility.”	


  	Evie stands in the center of the room with an empty cup and saucer in her hand. Realizing she’s being spoken to, she stops, stands up straight and stares the man in the eye, trying as she does to determine exactly what he’s said. Sometimes her command of formal English fails her.


  	“Sir?” she finally thinks to clarify his thoughts with the question.


  	“Having trouble understanding?” he asks. 


  	“I think so,” she says, cautiously. At her side, her free palm opens wide, then she nervously clutches the black skirt and twists it in her fingers. 


  	“Well then, let me describe this very clearly,” he goes on. “You’ll put that coffee cup on the table, takes us to your room in the cellar and show us exactly how you managed to pleasure yourself the past two nights.”


  	Her face turns pale with shock before she blushes… the rosy color rising from her chest, crawling up her neck, to her ears and cheeks. 


  	“You’re having trouble understanding now?” he wonders aloud when she doesn’t move. The sadistic trill delivering his message arouses him.


  	“No, sir,” she replies quite readily. 


  	Fighting him would be useless, everyone knows this including Evie. Although, she momentarily turns to the side of the room where the only other soul she really knows in this place stands with his eyes indifferently focused her way. He gives her no assistance. Does she expect that? Is there already some bond forming between the two? Does she think he’ll give her comfort? 


  	Jacob bows his head, as though bowing out of the scene altogether. The master is unaware that he’s disgruntled, that Evie’s training is not going according to the wishes of his protégé. But no one will see the truth in his stoic expression. In reply to her vaguely pleading look, Evie receives another cold shot of apathy. The master sees her spirit sag; she is weary and afraid.


  	“Jacob take her to the cellar,” he speaks curtly, and the two both jerk, awakened by the request. 


  	Jacob moves first, striding forward, pushing Evie between chairs to the back of the house and toward the cellar door. A scattering of guests follow them out—the men and two interested ladies, who sport lurid gleams in their heavily made-up eyes. 


  As they descend the steps, they find the cellar is as dark as the night outside. Jacob lights the lanterns, and leads the party through a short maze to Evie’s cell. 


  	“You know what he wants?” Jacob asks the girl. 


  	“He wants me to masturbate?”


  	“Do exactly what you did last night and the night before.”


  	“I remove my clothes?” she acts confused, as if she can’t believe what she has to do. 


  	“What? You suddenly dumb as a stump, or are you just stalling?”


  	“No, sir, I was just unclear,” she attempts to explain. 


  	“The man was very specific. Take off your clothes and show them how you do it.” He pauses to see her expression clear. “Although, I suppose I should tie your hands to make it more realistic.” 


  	Fidgeting nervously, she unbuttons the dress to remove it. Her eyes dart about the tiny room as if she’s searching for ways out of this horrid exhibition. There are none. Mocking faces appear outside her cell, peering inside, lechers all of them, waiting for her to ‘get them off’ with her tawdry show. 


  	Once she has the dress removed, the corset is next, unlaced by Jacob and torn from her body, left in a heap beside the bed. He dismisses the stockings—they might add to the allure—and binds her wrists as he has the last two nights. Stepping back, he waits. 


  	Evie falters. She looks them in the eye and blushes again, as a layer of sweat makes her body glow in the pale light. The only way to survive is to do the deed for them, to go inside, turn off their eyes by closing hers, and pretend it is the middle of the night and she’s alone. Does she have it in her? 


  	She lays on the bed, breathing to relax, and finally twists her body into position, one foot on the floor, the other bent and on the bed. Her naked crotch caresses the side of the bed, slipping from the mattress to the metal frame, back and forth, teasingly. Her bottom bobs before them, garishly exposing her moist privates for their amusement. Despite their salacious grins, her body responds, as a swell of orgasmic sensation shoots savagely through her. She lets the bed become her lover as it has twice before. The hard, the soft, the scratchy surfaces arouse her pussy’s longings, letting her drag from deep within the same fantastic response that’s occurred before. In time, her erratic fucking movements become rhythmic. Her belly grinds within, spasming hard. She can’t stop herself for any reason. She slams herself to the rail and grovels as it massages her swollen clit. Seconds later, she groans, “Oh, my gaaaaaaaaaawdd,” circling her groin over the one lovely spot. Then there is that awesome jolt of ending, the one that seems to never end, the one that more stimulation expands, that comes in brilliant surges, passionate like a perfectly phrased symphony. Crescendo, crescendo, until the crescendo finally reaches its peak with its last powerful swell, and then fades away. 


  	No one stops her this time. She falls on her belly, hands still tied to the rail, finished. 


  “Evie,” she hears Jacob’s voice, sharply waking her. “Up, face your audience.” Her hands have been untied. She can kneel before them, looking up at them embarrassed. Perhaps she expects a round of cocks and cunts pushed into her mouth, but no zippers fly, or skirts get raised. They can mock her with their eyes and then leave her to herself, humbled, crushed by what they know about her. 


  Long after the last guest leaves, the house is quiet except for the occasional scurrying mouse, except for the natural creaks and groans, the sound of wind reeling through the trees outside. The master has dismissed his protégé, giving him a good report of the girl’s performance, sending him to the stables where he’ll find the new ones waiting for their first taste of training. The younger man understands the truth, understands that Evie will be violated before the night’s out. But not by him. This was supposed to be his duty, his right and his pleasure. But he’s been eclipsed by seniority he can’t dispute.


  Interlude….


  	In Jacob’s place, the master slips down the cellar stairs to the girl’s cell. The room is black except for the burning candle he carries in his hand. She’s not awake, but not completely asleep. She is as he needs her, pliable, sensuous, adrift, willing to have him as he chooses. He massages her beauty with ardent hands running over immaculate flesh, grazing against her slightly erect nipples, fingers closing in over the buds to give them a squeeze and a jolt of pain. She moves out of her sleep, but not entirely. Her heart beats a little faster, though her mind remains still; she’d rather not know any more than what her lethargic consciousness is telling her. His hand runs deep into the cleft of her ass, so she turns, still bound to the rail above, raising her ass for him, as if she wants him there. It might be her pleasure, too, under other circumstances; but the day and night have made her weary, and her bones ache deep for one so young. She breathes in, immersing herself in what surrounds her, finding his scent among those inside the cellar, among the thick musk of dirt, amidst the candle smoke and vanilla perfumed wax. His fingers lodge against her anus, pressing hard, finding that the opening will give with just a gentle shove. He prepares his way, greasing it with cream until he’s knows his member will slip inside with hardly a wince from her. 


  	Behind her now, his cock moves forcefully, lunging into her entrails, moving briskly. Two days of her have been enough to have him frantic for this climax. He holds back for a time, but then picks up speed because his body demands it. In his younger days, he might have fucked her for an hour before he came. But it’s just minutes now. The explosion floods him, exhilaration sweeping veins, fissures, nerves and body valleys, places where he hasn’t been for years now. He holds her hips within his hands, afraid of letting go, afraid for himself that he’ll never find another one like her. He has his regrets all wrapped up in this awesome moment of climax, filling him, relentlessly pressing on him, the way his cock pressed for its satisfaction seconds ago. 


  	He relaxes, eases, withdraws and lets her go, backing off the bed. She slumps to the mattress. She seems even more helpless now and he can’t resist sitting beside her, stroking her back. “Look up at me,” he says—half to see if she’s awake or really sleeping. 


  	She opens her eyes, rising slightly. 


  	“Kiss me, girl,” he says. 


  	Her innocence leads, brings her lips to his, and with them full and round and wet, she kisses his thin ones. She lingers there for several seconds and then falls back. It is difficult to maintain her position without the use of her hands. 


  	In a fatherly gesture, he strokes her hair, runs his hand across her face and smiles. 


  	“You will learn, I can see that now,” he offers what he thinks is encouragement. 


  	She finds it unnecessary to reply. She’s too sleepy, too lost inside herself, too bewildered to say a thing. What point is it being nice to me now? her weary mind manages to wonder.


  Having made quick work of the girls in the stable, Jacob returned to the ranch house, going directly to the viewing room where scenes from the cellar play like an old black and white movie on the wide-screen TV. There’s no mistake that his mentor purposely left the cameras on and the TV playing. He throws the facts in front of Jacob’s face, smiling all the while, reminding the young buck who he is and why he’ll always have the upper hand. He knows the rules of the game better than any of its players. Trainers have sole access to their trainees. The guidelines state that fact directly. And still, the old man will break the rules when it suits him, when the take is as extraordinary as this delicious creature. 


  	Jacob should have known, should have realized the unwritten laws before he began. It wouldn’t matter so much now if it weren’t for Evie herself. Any other girl is just a girl, just a hand to play, winning, losing doesn’t matter. But the stakes are higher with this one. He may have the encouragement and support of his mentor, but he’ll never have his trust, and never have the power he wields. Both men know that. The old man laughs at him though the wide screen TV set, as Jacob watches the climax, and hears the groaning of perfect bliss. The way his mentor strokes her hair, the kiss that’s made for him to see, the fatherly pronouncement at the end, beautifully staged. 


  The lights inside the house are out, except for the lonely one in the viewing room where the TV plays a dark newsreel of the girl downstairs, sleeping. Jacob’s gone to bed, the man presumes—unless he’s still in the stable. The view outside the window—the stables are as dark as the rest of his ranch. All bedded down for the night… he pours a brandy, sits in his leather easy chair and sips the liquor slowly. He has all the time in the world to play back the last sweet hour, to savor the sensuousness of his newest property. The girls in the stable don’t count; this one counts for everything. 


  ***


  Her days at the ranch are filled with endless, meaningless training rituals, designed to make her think robotically, do exactly as she’s told, quickly, without question or hesitation. Some days she toes the line like a gung-ho soldier; on other days, she’s as lazy as an old dog on a hot afternoon. She’s perfectly ‘Evie’ every hour, infinite in her choice of behavior, in mood, in charm, in sass. The way she holds her head at a saucy angle, smiles from the corner of her mouth; the way her plump lips pout coyly, sensuously, the way she tosses her head and the blonde curls go flying. She has them mesmerized. 


  	The girls that languished for inattention in the stable don’t count; this one counts for everything. And yet… there have already been bids cast for Evie. Jacob went rabidly sexual after with her, once he saw the big screen TV version of his mentor with the girl. And still, he is trumped every night the old man wants her… “Hands off, I’m taking the brat to bed,” he’ll say, wearing his carnal urges on his sleeve. As if he’s in a drug-induced stupor, unable to stop himself, he moves decisively to the cellar and the girl’s cell. Jacob is conspicuously mocked each time, although after that first occasion, the camera is turned off in the cellar before his mentor makes his trip, so that no ones sees what’s happening in the bowels of the house. Evie will never tell him, and Jacob hasn’t the guts to ask her. In a particularly perverse and twisted play for control, the master tapes all of Jacob’s scenes with the girl, and later plays them before the younger man, watching the expression on his face, looking for even a hint of pain. It’s there, he knows it’s there, and that is satisfaction enough to put a smile on his face. Regardless, he sees this girl as an eventual liability, with Jacob’s attention to her dangerous. Just three weeks after her arrival, he posts her pictures in appropriate places. The interest in her is just as he expects. 


  20 December – I will be sending the foreign blonde tart on this week. Premature? Yes. A measure some here will despise me for? Yes. But advisable, without a doubt. I’m sure a permanent position will suit her much better than what I can afford here.	


  




  
The Girl


  I ran away from home when I was sixteen, though there wasn’t much to run away from. Slums, screaming mothers, big-fisted uncles with leering eyes, and a heap of trouble everywhere I turned—my world was coming apart, not that I was ‘altogether’ in the first place.  was in the business of war and hate most of my childhood. And I, being a silly, penniless waif on the streets, landed in the detention home every time I turned around—pretty common for runaways like me. They hauled us in at mid-night, only to release us at , because they didn’t want to feed us. The kitchen wasn’t much of a kitchen, and they had the hardcores to feed—the ones they wouldn’t let go. Prostitutes and runaways could fend for themselves. 


  	And I did—fend for myself. We ran in packs, enough to topple a local grocery store and run off laughing. But, I was drug screaming into the detention center one too many times, until some smart matron decided to label me ‘incorrigible’, ‘habitual offender’, ‘likely to be in the system for life’. You’d think that would have been enough to keep me behind their bars for good—and by then, I wasn’t sure if I really cared what they did with me since there was so little to live for on the outside. But the men in charge had other plans for me—selling me off from one guy to the next, until I was on a plane for , sitting beside this enormous, ugly bastard who smelled like onions and minty aftershave. If I even moved a muscle, he’d clutch my hand, reminding me that I belonged to him for those miserable hours and I’d better not try to get away. Forty-eight hours later, I was taken from a deserted landing field to a ranch somewhere in the middle of nowhere, run by an old man and a much younger hot-looking cowboy. It took my eyes days to adjust to the change—from the drab, war-weary streets of my sad country to the paradise blue skies, wide spaces and dusty roads of . Fact was, I wasn’t given much time to adjust. The old man and the cowboy had more plans for me, in which I had no say. 


  	At first, I didn’t see much difference between the two of them—the old man always gave me chills, but after just a few days, the cowboy sort of grew on me. 


  	In my first few days, I bowed, I scraped, I did what I was told… and for ‘getting myself off’ the only way I could—I was so damned pent-up I couldn’t sleep—I got flogged before some fancy dinner party—like I was part of the entertainment. That night, the old man fucked me for the first time. And after that, I got fucked when they wanted me, taken in the ass, the cunt and my mouth. I didn’t mean squat to them, except as a wind up sex doll. And then, they kept staring at me. I don’t understand why, but, like some silly school kid, I flirted back. And when I wasn’t in the mood for flirting, I bitched, did my usual game. It didn’t seem to matter how I acted, the treatment was the same, their raunchy hunger eventually made me hungry. The sex was raw and rugged. 


  	After about two weeks, I figured out their game… the old man would come to screw me with a fat erection and a florid face—I guessed he was taking the funny pill, the one that turned his flabby member into something memorable. As long as my eyes were closed, I could imagine  movies stars in my ass. Or I could pretend I had Gino, the soccer player of my dreams in bed with me, or if I was really horny, half the soccer team from my hometown, all sweating, having their rutting way with me. 


  	I might have felt sorry for the old man if he were decent to me at all. But the only time he treated me human was after sex—and then, only sometimes. Sometimes, he’d stroke my hair or make me kiss him, when I really wanted to spit in his face. But by then, I hardly had the strength; my pussy or ass—particularly my ass—would be raw and feeling like he’d massaged it with sandpaper. 


  	The younger man, the cowboy, trained me—a term they liked to use, which simply referred to a hundred ways of abusing my body. Being trained wasn’t all bad, though. If he was good, and I was in the mood, I sometimes enjoyed myself. 


  	The old man and the young cowboy were like mixing oil and water. And though I tested their shaky alliance, all of us knew who had to win, who had the bucks in his pocket and all the power. If I’d wanted the master, I could have had him, but every time I thought of kissing up to his weather-beaten face, my stomach soured. Oh sure, he was probably the hot stud when he was in his twenties, but that was over thirty years ago, and I wasn’t around then to have that handsome brute turn my juices on. In the here and now, I was nineteen, thousands of miles from my home, scared to death of my future—and, occasionally, when the stars were right in heaven, stupidly smitten by the tight-assed cowboy, his sexy smile, his nasty eyes. 


  	I’m afraid my lust became the source of all our grief. The boy hated the man for having me; the man hated me for wanting the boy, and I hated them both for their attitude toward women. What right had they to use me, to make me their toy, train me like a hound for sex and their sadistic whims? I could have fought back—the forced sex, the sadism, my humiliation—except that there was this weirdly glorious feeling at the bottom end of my sexual self. If I closed my eyes, and emptied my head of everything but what my body felt, I was okay, more than okay; I was a happy slut, and couldn’t hate either man. Strange paradox, huh?


  	I often wondered about the other girls—not the tough ones, or the ones like me, who made due, finding some sweet mystery inside the pain and humiliation. I wondered about the ones with soft faces, and innocence that looked these bastards in the eye with tears and sadness, and found nothing but sadistic pleasure coming back at them. 


  	I wondered about little Chloe most. She should have been in church, reciting a hundred Hail Marys to the glory of God. Her face was like that of an angel, her clear complexion flawless, her eyes without a hint of lust, her blonde hair the wispy, natural kind that floats about the air like spun gold. I wanted her. First time I saw her, some weird, maternal feeling made my heart jump. Me? Nineteen? Maternal? Hey, I was in a damned world where life was misshapen; why wouldn’t my own feelings be as unnatural as the setting? 


  	I hoped the trainer would put Chloe and me in connecting cells; instead, she was across the corridor, usually curled in a ball. Late the first night, with the brutes upstairs, I called to her quietly, hoping the cameras and microphones wouldn’t see me or hear me talking. Yes, they thought I didn’t know about the spying devices, but girls in my position train ourselves to listen, to carefully watch, to know our habitat as if we’d built it ourselves. There’s hardly a thing that happens that we don’t know about, or rightly guess. 


  	“Chloe…” I whispered softly, and repeated several times, before she finally turned to me, pulling out of fetal position and moving to the iron bars. “You’re going to be okay,” I tried to soothe her, at the same time wondering why I was risking myself to comfort the poor thing. 


  	That was when she smiled. I thought I’d forged some bond with her, but once she heard a commotion from the far side of the corridor, she scampered back to her bed and closed her eyes. 


  	I imagine the men thought Chloe was mousy, tiny boobs, hardly a curve to her little body. She looked like skin and bones; so drawn and wasted one would wonder if they got her at the morgue. But then, they didn’t see her smile. That one time, when she followed me with her eyes and finally smiled, giggling, I knew what a peach she could be. She didn’t belong at the ranch—as if any of us really did—but Chloe least of all. I knew where our lives were headed, we had all the clues. And I figured I could take it; the rest of the girls along with me. All of us seemed to be drug off the same mean streets—all but Chloe. She should have been in church, singing anthems, making the world a holier place. 


  	If I thought my captors had twisted minds using me the way they did, I knew their schemes were beyond any decent imagination, when I watched what happened to my pale-faced friend. 


  	The night was young enough. I’d been in my cell, ignored for nearly a day. I think I pissed off my trainer—or at least the old man did and I was paying the price. Two nights in a row, my cowboy’s plans for fucking me were frustrated, when the old man came to me first. I suppose my trainer, they call him Jacob, thought I had something to do with the old guy’s fascination for girls like me. He didn’t understand how much I wanted nothing to do with the ancient one. I wanted the cowboy’s youth, his young muscles, his hard dick, his tight ass, his perverse and sexy smile. But by then, I knew I’d never have him, and I think he knew that, too. And instead of taking me when he could, he took his revenge on Chloe, making me watch the entire scene from my cell. 


  	“Time to toughen you up, broad,” he told her as he clicked the lock on her cell and opened the metal grate. She shivered in the corner of her bed, tears again. I suppose from their point of view, her little act was getting old. I thought it was real, and they should have seen that she’d never be the kind of sex toy they really wanted. She’d never love it, never in a million years, never… of course, maybe that was the point. Maybe their pleasure came from seeing her forced, really forced without a hint of enjoyment.


  	The trainer showed up with another man—some big fellow with a lordly, judgmental look on his heavy face. My knees trembled as he swept the tiny cell with a power that put me in awe. I can’t imagine what poor Chloe was thinking, how her bones rattled and her blood turned cold, her nerves frayed at the ends. 


  	“Show him your ass, honey,” the slicks sounds of the trainer’s sex-voice ran in waves through the cellar—to me, to the other girls along the corridor, up the stairs, out the windows, everywhere. Hearing that voice… if I closed my eyes, I could imagine it happening to me; my own sex juice gathered sticky between my thighs. I rubbed my pussy lightly against the side of the bed—my not-so-private sex crime—hopefully, not enough for anyone else to notice. I suppose the hidden camera captured everything on tape, but by then, I couldn’t care less what they saw—to toe their line or act like the lazy slut I was made no difference in how I was treated, so I went back to my old routine, doing exactly as I pleased. 


  	I watched Chloe’s frightened face, as her huge gray-green eyes peered up from her mat, looking hallow and scared—she belonged in church. 


  	“I thought you said she was trainable,” the other man’s gruff voice thundered quietly through the cellar, when she didn’t respond.


  	“Oh, she’ll behave. She doesn’t know any other way.”


  	That seemed to be enough to get Chloe moving—like she took it personally that she wouldn’t behave—even if behaving, according to the trainer and this master, was flaunting your private parts like you were begging to be fucked. She turned over, raised the little dress she was wearing, a skin-tight thing that made her look more emaciated than she really was, and showed them her behind. 


  	She had a pretty ass, a little meatier than the rest of her, heart-shaped when her legs were together, with cute, shaved pussy lips standing right out for anyone to see. 


  	The man fingered her slit, running his big fingers over the same softness that I wanted to kiss and suck. He stopped at her vagina and pressed his thumb into the tight opening. “I was told she was a virgin,” he said. 	


  	“Seems so,” the trainer answered. 


  	The big man liked that fact, continuing his inspection of her, pulling out his thumb and a pair of fingers massaging the opening of her rectum. 


  	My whole body quivered, especially my bumhole, as I watched her frightened body quake. I wanted to hold her, kiss her, tell her it was really okay, that nothing these brutes did to her mattered for anything. I’m sure she wouldn’t have heard me, she was in her own private hell. 


  	“Like this, bitch?” the big man asked her. 


  	“Yes, sir,” she strained to answer with the right words, her voice tiny but clear—she had practiced hard to pull that off. Earlier that day, I listened to my trainer spend two hours teaching her how to speak without crying, stuffing her emotions into the bottomless well where they’d get lost, along with her pride, her self-respect, her innocence. 


  	Pissed me off to see her so cowed, but she was easily resigned, taking the man’s fingers and, after a time, realizing that it didn’t hurt so much. 


  	“Rub yourself,” he ordered, while playing with her ass and pussy. Obeying him, she reached around with one hand and started to fiddle with her pussy lips, tentatively. I imagined she’d never come, but then maybe I was wrong… scared as she was her body was responding sexually, her ass grinding a little as if she was turned on. “That’s it, baby, let that sassy cunt come,” the big man urged her. 


  	I could feel her orgasm, like it was rising in me at the same time. I could hardly contain my desire to flatten out on the bed and come myself. The stranger kept up the massage, digging deeper and deeper into her maiden territory and the upper valley where he broadened her bottom hole. I could see the end coming and was afraid for her. This would be her first time in the ass. Sure, they might have been priming her cunt as well, but virgin cunts like hers were too valuable for simple scenes like this one. If they were going to break in her pussy, they’d do it with an audience, with lots of ceremony and some old fart paying big bucks for the privilege. You think about it… they probably kept the Virgin Chloe around for that reason alone. Most of us who get roped into this messy business have been a lot of places by the time we’re eighteen, nineteen. We’ve had sex, been raped, run afoul of the law, and had our minds and bodies toughened by our crimes. While we can take the grief, the awful truth, for a girl like Chloe, who had spent her life waiting for romance, saving herself for a proper marriage, the right time and place to give her tight little secret to a man, this wicked world would be a nightmare; this night, hell.


  	Seeing the size of the big man’s dick, I figured she’d be better off with the thing in her cunt than in her ass—even if it would break the flesh and make her bleed. But who was I to dictate anything. She was feeling something good, her little behind happy. Maybe she was getting beyond her fear and finding something that pleased her. While the big man worked her ass, making her ready for his cock, her hand continued to work her clit. 


  	I loved the rhythm, I loved the drama, I wanted to be in the center of their sex, but instead, I remained in my cell watching, being a voyeur like my trainer, who hugged the wall, waiting for the scene to play out to its predictable end.  


  	“Keep playing, honey,” the big man’s mocking tone seemed to have its own effect. Made me feel cheap and used; I loved its depravity. Chloe obeyed every word he spoke, feeding on her feelings, getting so excited that when he finally removed his prick from his pants, she hardly whimpered when he shoved himself inside her ass and began to ride her behind like a bull. “Keep playing,” he repeated, as his thick voice wrapped us all in an erotic stupor. She fiddled hard. I could see her struggle with her body and herself. Wanting and not wanting. Forcing herself fingers, and not forcing them at all. The mean dick pummeled her tiny, heart-shaped ass, creating an opening so wide that I wondered if it would ever go back to normal. When he started to groan in climax, the girl gasped, but didn’t come. The big man didn’t seem to care; he planted himself deep, hung on tight and shoved to hilt. Just watching, my come-juice seeped down my leg, as the powerful spasm punched my belly. I gasped faintly, holding back, sure that no one heard me above the sound of the grunting brute. 


  	When he finally withdrew from Chloe’s ass, he pushed her to the cellar floor on her knees and made him clean his dick with her mouth. “Suck like you’ll make me come again,” he snapped off the order. I think he was half serious about coming again, he might well have had another waiting. 


  	I doubt that it was the first time Chloe had taken a prick in her mouth—she seemed to know what to do—but even so, she gagged as he stuffed himself down her throat. Her gagging pleased him, perverse bastard that he was. He held her fair hair in his fist, her mouth to his groin and his dark nest of hair, smiling all the while. She did a respectable job, but eventually choked and spit him out coughing. The man laughed. “You think you’ve had enough, honey, you’re just getting started with me.” Thankfully, he didn’t press himself further—at least not with his dick. But what happened next made me cringe even more. “Squat, bitch, and do what you should have with me in your ass.” She didn’t understand what he wanted, and peered up at his grim face with a pitiful one. “Look like a sad mouse all you want, my little bride, you’ll give me what I ask for, or I won’t leave.”


  	It was almost sick hearing the term he used for her.


  	Tears making rivers down her cheeks, Chloe moved from her knees into a squat and started playing with her wet pussy. He held her hair, and occasionally slapped her face to encourage her forward. 


  	I had a straight shot eyeing her open slit: the juice, her fingers, her fat clit and the fast moving motions that started to take effect. Yep, she was aroused in a terrifying sort of way. Was this what she needed to get off, I wondered? Degradation, the belly laugh, the unmasked scorn? I watched the painful struggle for some time, as the masturbation ebbed and flowed. One minute, I thought she was seconds from getting off, the next, the sensations seemed to die. Finally, the man sat on a chair in front of her, still holding her white-gold hair in his fist, though now he was better able to slap her tits and face and belly when he wanted to spur her on. He accepted a flat-ended riding crop from my trainer and paddled her pussy some seconds before he forced the masturbation again. She hated but accepted the pain, like she accepted everything else, this timid angel. Her face twisted in agony, she suddenly startled everyone, finally coming with a faltering cry. Her body was drenched with sweat, her hand covered with her own love juices, and her expression for one brief moment looked womanly and content. 


  	“Lick the juice off your hand,” the big man ordered her once the spasms died away. Again, she did as she was told, again humiliated. He reached down and pulled her pussy hair, making her shriek a little and swoon. “Hush,” he ordered. 


  	She clamped her mouth shut tight, bit her lips together and endured the harsh ending to her small triumph. 


  	When he rose to his feet, he turned to my trainer, saying “Seems she has a ways to go.”


  	“She’s hardly started,” he reminded the man. 


  	“True. But, I have plans. I need her ready in a month.”


  	“And she’ll be ready,” the cowboy nodded. “Trust me on that.”


  	There was a half smile, then an abrupt turn. He didn’t look at Chloe, but turned his back on her and leered into my cell. He laid me away with a smirk that made my heart skip beats, and saying, “Don’t worry, slut, you’re not my type.”


  	I sat stunned while my trainer locked the cell and started to leave. I didn’t expect him to bother with me, since I’d been on his blacklist a day and a half. Still, he started toward my cell to turn the knife in my gut a good half turn. “Don’t think I didn’t know you came, slut. You won’t behave yourself, I’ll put you in a chastity belt.”


  	It took another day to recover from that afternoon.	


  Later, when I had the chance, after I took a licking from brined birches and my skin felt like a blast furnace, I got my chance to talk to the trainer about Chloe. My brain was so full of questions that I had to say something or I might have burst. He had no obligation to explain a thing to me, but—unlike the old man—we had this curious bond, and when I really wanted something from him, he seemed almost powerless to deny me.


  	“He called her his bride?” was the first most important question. 


  	“That’s right,” he replied. 


  	“They’re married?”


  	“Two days ago, the day he brought her here.”


  	I looked back at him in disbelief. 


  	“He brought her here to have her trained, remade in the image he designed. She’s moldable, and not unwilling, being the kind of woman who needs a man to tell her what to do.”


  	“She willingly married him?”


  	“For the most part. The ranch has been a shock to her system and she’s a little skittish. But she’ll adjust—or stay here until she does.”


  	I still couldn’t believe what he was telling me. “What kind of marriage is it that brings a woman to this place on her wedding night?”


  	The cowboy shrugged, like he couldn’t imagine it himself. “He’s a man who wants certain things, and we can make them happen without a fight. She’ll eventually see us as her enemy and her husband as her friend. It’s a scam, but it works. When we’re done, she’ll give him everything he wants. She’ll take his cock like a whore and love it, she’ll suck women, and expect to get beaten daily. She’s not going to have an easy life with him. He owns her like he owns any possession, and will treat her with little respect. But what you may not see is how much she wants it, Evie. Sure, it’s not exactly romantic, but she’s free to go if she wants. She may look like she hates it, but there’s something inside her that needs the nastiness to make her feel alive. You could take a lesson from her.”


  	“She’s free to go and she won’t leave?!” 


  	“Some women don’t know how to do anything but submit. Women like Chloe.”


  	“And women like Evie fight,” the words so easily slipped from my tongue. 


  	“Yes, and women like you fight.”


  	“If they are so easy, why don’t you pick the Chloes of the world to make into your sluts?”


  	“Because, I find women like Evie much more fun for the fight,” his lip turned up at the corners, smirking.


  	He’d been tying my hands and my feet to opposite bedrails, so I couldn’t get myself off. Finished with the bondage, and his answers to my questions, he looked at me so smugly that I could only hate him—and that I did passionately. I couldn’t beat his system, I couldn’t escape it, and for that I only had contempt for him. In the opposite cell, Chloe was still curled up, in hiding, suffering from a rigorous beating, her back and butt streaked with red welts. And she could leave? Maybe so? But then, why did they have to lock her cell? Why was everything a struggle?


  ***


  The next few days, I saw Chloe taken from her cell. I heard her beatings, saw the pain on her face, and the scars on her flesh. I was confused by her. Maybe my trainer was right, maybe she did want it, maybe it was consensual. There was always some kind of contented look in her eyes after it was over. 


  	A week after that awesome show in her cell, we were both taken upstairs to the ranch house main room where a small crowd gathered waiting our arrival. I was reminded of my first nights, when I was trained to serve the fancy dinner, then made sport of at the whipping post and in my cell. But these houseguests were not decked out in fancy clothes; there was no fancy dinner laid out for them to eat. Although, before I even walked in the room, I could feel the erotic air sweep through me like the warm breezes of summer. 


  	Chloe and I had been dressed in tight-fitting lycra dresses, mine white and pale pink—a natural contrast to my brown-toned skin; Chloe’s red, a bright surprise, which made her look sexy and alive. 


  	“Make love to her, Evie,” my trainer whispered behind my ear. His breath on my neck made my body shiver, while his order made me tremble. “Show her how much you want her.” 


  	I wondered if I’d really been that obvious with my interest in her. 


  	Chloe stood in the center of the circle of faces, shivering, casting glances toward the big man, her husband, who was off in corner, not part of the group there to watch. I moved in behind her, closing my eyes, bending my head on her shoulders, running my hands down her sides, to her thighs, over the slight hillocks, realizing the trembling muscle deep inside her flesh. My groin pressed into her ass, feelings its soft cushion make my sex jolt again. Between my legs, pussy juice trickled down my inner thighs. I kissed the back of her neck, the side of her face, the curve of her ear, while feeling each kiss make her tremble more. I ran my hands up to her breasts, cupping each small mound and gently squeezing. Her body seemed to slacken, her head fall back against me. Her mouth parted with a tiny, ‘ah’.


  	Chloe’s nipples came up between my fingers, so I squeezed them together. Her spasm registered in me, a silent, simple shockwave. I danced my groin into her ass, more madly while caressing her front, pulling the front of her dress down so I could touch bare skin, feel its tender texture and love the warm feel of a woman. I got drunk on the way she smelled. I would think, the way we lived, that we’d be sour with the scent of sweat and piss and cum-juice. But Chloe was like springtime, like the air after rain, the taste of peaches and brown sugar on a summer afternoon.


  	I turned her in my arms, kissed her face, and, smiling, moved toward her nipples, mouthing each until the little buds in their center were hard knots of pink. So pink. The underlying tone behind her creamy flesh glowed with a rosy hue, almost translucent like the petals of a rose, or the dappled surface of a fine shell, smoothed by the sea. She gasped, wantonly, her hands finally reaching out to grab me, to hang on to my shoulders and my hair, to steady herself. Her body teetered from sharp sensations that burst like an exploded inferno. I sunk to my knees, letting her hang on, and raised the little red dress above her hips so that the stretchy thing was bunched around her waist. Pussy bare, her pretty mound almost attacked me, thrusting to my face. I opened her labia lip and began to suck. Grabbing her around the butt and holding on tight, I forced my way in, my tongue lapping, my lips taking her clit in my mouth and sucking hard. Hard so she squealed, and grabbed my hair a little harder, wrapping it with her fists. Her virgin hole swam with juices, the liquid smearing all over my face. With a gentle rhythm, I thrummed her clit, feeling her body start to shake with orgasm. Having her ass in my hands, I pried the cheeks apart, and in the moment that she came, my fingers dove for her asshole. Wet with her pussy cream, I lubricated the tender spot and had her screaming as she climaxed. 


  	It was over, with Chloe weakened, leaning into me for support. I stared upward at her blissful face, as she opened her eyes and discovered all the faces that were watching her. The shock, the embarrassment made her slump to the floor, burying her face into my shoulder, like that would make them go away. She’d be forgiven, protected. 


  	“Evie, at my boots,” my trainer called to me, while he rapped a cane against the side of his leg. “Bitch, Chloe, bend over and show us your ass.”


  	The girl panicked, her eyes snapping open, her body tensing against mine. I pushed her gently away.


  	“Don’t make me beat you here,” he answered her hesitation with cruel force, a voice that made me quake. Chloe abruptly scurried backwards and fell forward, pressing her face to the carpet, raising her ass in the air. 


  	I suspect that they practiced this move in her long sessions. Though I hadn’t personally seen the picture until that moment, I remembered their hours of preparation, how the part of her that fought back would scream, and the part that wanted the surrender would finally shrivel and obey. 


  	“Turn. Let them see you.”


  	My trainer gently ran his cane over my shoulder, like a gentle caress or a warning caress, or a statement of his power over me. We watched together, as Chloe slowly, keeping to one spot on the carpet, moved in a full circle so that everyone could see her ass, see the way she waggled it for their eyes, see the juices that were still sticking to her shaved pussy lips. 


  	“Evie, beat her,” the trainer suddenly ordered me, as he held the cane for me to take.


  	I gazed up in disbelief. “Beat her?” I wanted to tell him, ‘no way,’ and run. 


  	“Beat her, or I’ll beat you first and do her myself,” he said as if he had no soul.


  	My beating her seemed like the least of two evils—if I did her ass, I could keep it simple, light, something she could take.


  	“And don’t go easy on her,” the man plucked the thoughts from my brain so quickly that he made it spin. 


  	I love her, then I beat her? Seemed absurd, but that feeling only lasted an instant. 


  	Why the hell not beat her? my wicked inner-self decided.


  	Taking the cane, I crawled forward, and took a position, still on my knees, to the left of her raised ass. I was scared, but in a funny way aroused by the idea and the weird sensation in my clenched fist. Rearing back, I snapped the cane against her ass. She jerked, but didn’t squeal. Another cut and another… the cane was soon snapping of its own accord, either that, or something beyond myself was powering my arm, my hand, and the cane gripped inside it. I was beating her and beating myself, suddenly in a frenzy, whipping her hard. Unexpected venom poured out of me to her, my hate, my fear, my pent-up rage all transferred to Chloe. I hated her for being here, the same away I hated myself for getting into this awful place. I hated her for not rebelling, and myself for having failed in the same way. The road down the sadist’s path was dark and frightening. 


  	I tore at her, all the wrath in me unleashed… and more coming. Then I stopped. Abruptly. Without apparent reason. Control. I had to take control. 


  	I dropped the cane, and fell into her wounded behind, caressing the mean welts I’d left on her cheeks. I was sure the trainer would be mad and force me to start again, but then, maybe he knew I’d respond this way and this was that he wanted. 


  	“Play with her ass, Evie,” he ordered with a crisp chill in his voice. Did he hate me the way I hated Chloe? Were we all connected that way—by a long line of demented thinking that began long before any of us had such crazy notions in our minds?


  	Crazier still, I had no problem loving her again, even following my bewildering abuse of her. My hand glided easily between her cheeks, probing deeply. Forgetting my surroundings, I pushed my fingers into the tiny virgin hole, and then realizing that this was still to be sacred, untouched territory, I backed off to the available rear entrance. 


  	“In her ass, Evie,” the plans were confirmed to me at this urging. 


  	I greased the path with her abundant juices, slithering not one but two, then three, then four fingers. Her body widened, even though there were tense seconds of anxiousness before the taut barrier gave way, a little at a time. I didn’t have to be told what the end result would be, that my trainer wanted my whole hand inside the girl’s little ass. He may have ordered me, but by then, I was too inside myself, and inside Chloe to think about trainers, masters, or the dozen spectators who watched the scene, firing their crotches for a good fuck. My fist, breaching the back door, pounded hard, getting pulled in deeper with every thrust. She whimpered softly, sometimes humming, sometimes drifting, sometimes a little crazed, like it started to hurt. 


  	“Easy, baby,” I whispered and she calmed. A half dozen times, I managed to keep her body from revolting. And then, when we least expected it, when my own crotch was humming on the way to a dynamite climax, and I was sure we could get ourselves off at the same time, my body and hand were jerked away. The big man I’d seen in her cell, her husband according to my trainer, plucked her slight form from the floor, and sitting his own ass in a chair, covered his lap with her gasping flesh, picking up where I’d left off, tunneling his way with his hand into her ass. 


  	My entire being revolted—being pulled from a lover not the least of my protest. My stomach wretched, seeing the man’s big hand trying to force its way inside her, Chloe panting, breathless, sobbing, moaning from the terrific ache. 


  	But I only had a few seconds to feel sorry for her. I was immediately jerked to my feet, placed in shackles that had dropped from the ceiling to put me in bondage, and drawn up tight, so I was on tiptoe, stretched from top to bottom. Two women knelt on either side of me, fondling my wet privates, recognizing the fact that I’d been about to come. The pink and white dress stretched with me, but only to a point. It hiked up high over my pussy mound and fanny, and was easily jerked off my tits. Before I felt anything sexual again, I realized that I was being ass raped, too. Not by the women, but by my trainer, who was behind me, sitting on a stool, prying my ass cheeks apart, to gain entrance to my backdoor. The sudden pain shooting through my flesh would have buckled me in two if I hadn’t been suspended. 


  	“Ease off, Evie. If you can do this to her, I can do it to you,” he purred with steel in his voice. “Watch her, you might learn something.”


  	What was she? Some example of a perfect slut? I doubted that. He just wanted to throw any failing in my face. I wouldn’t give him the pleasure. A second later, my body slackened. I let his probing had do what it wanted, and the pain backed off, hovering on the sidelines, but not grabbing hold of me again. 


  	I was steadied by him, with a sure and constant feeling flooding me everywhere as I allowed him to widen that tiny place within me and accept the inevitable impalement. He fucked me hard—but probably no harder or more cruel than Chloe was fucked by her farce of a husband. Of the two of us, I was the luckiest. 


  	My body seemed to swell beyond my skin, my nerves stood on end advancing in the air around me, and a beautiful sweetness whisked me away so that I wasn’t anywhere near that room. 


  	I was there in their midst, and then I was far far off… one moment an extension of my trainer’s hand, the next flying out the window. I saw all the horror Chloe went through, but I didn’t hear her… like she was mouthing words, gasps of pain, or maybe it was pleasure. Tears streamed down her eyes, like the tears streaming from mine, but mine were for joy as I began to come. Hers remain a mystery to me. She was a slut with contradictions, filled with love and hate, a wisp of a thing who endured brutality for reasons I can’t figure, because I’m not so sure she liked it. I know she looked content after she’d been abused, but this time, of the several times I saw her worked, I knew she wasn’t happy. Maybe she needed a woman the way she needed me that first hour… but what she got was the brute they called her husband, his fat fist pummeling her insides, forcing her to accept, accept without objection. Yes, she made her objections known, but the man in the chair with his fist in her ass wouldn’t let up until she gave in. 


  	I was pretty out of it by that time, but I noticed how the room changed, how it was suddenly quiet, deafly quiet, spooky. I think there had been music playing, and there were certainly voices of awe speaking in hushed whispers, and coughs and grunts, because someone else was getting fucked. But when it got quiet, I could hear myself breathe, even my heart pounding and the sound of Chloe straining, growling in a low monotone, ugh, ugh, ugh… 


  	My trainer was standing behind me. I’d come, and all of the spasms had washed free of me. He held me so that I wouldn’t faint in the shackles. He kissed my neck. I wanted to turn around and kiss him back, a big full-throated kiss, but that was only because I’d forgotten where I was, and what was happening to me. 


  There were masters and buyers in the room, I learned later. Chloe and I were just the entertainment, being auditioned for later. Chloe would be prostituted by her husband until she was used up. She’d probably say afterwards…a few years down the road… that this was what she wanted. But I still think of her as a displaced angel, a fallen angel, maybe, who lost her way and did the bidding of a god that couldn’t know who she was because he didn’t have it in him to see the innocence that was there. My trainer told me that her virginity was taken from her in a twenty-four hour gangbang her husband arranged for her first assignment off the ranch. But facts are facts. She’d been spoiled weeks before that ever happened.  


  ***


  I fucked the old man as often as I did my trainer. It was easy after a while, going through the motions, seeing him sneak downstairs as if he didn’t really belong there, carefully open my cell so no one would hear, and then immediately dismantle the camera. The third time he came for me, he didn’t try to hide what he was doing. Didn’t matter to me one way or the other what he did, or who saw. What did I have to hide from these people?


  	He liked my ass, but took my pussy almost as often. The affairs were short since he didn’t have the firepower of youth for more than a ten-minute fuck. Yet, his dick was always rock hard and felt pretty good fucking inside me. I let it happen because I had no choice. Afterwards, we lived with an awkward ending, when he tried to make up for being the loathsome creature that he was. That was hard to do. I think he believed that grooming women into sex dolls was his right, maybe his duty. Some how he’d set the matter right with whatever god he worshipped, but I’ve never figured exactly how he did that. 


  	My trainer was more pure, but maybe even more complicated. He was sadist enough for the two of them. His eyes burned bright when he was whipping me, beating me, fisting me—if I happened to see his face while he was in the act. His body trembled while he tortured me—the old man’s did, too. But I always thought the old man was scared he’d get caught—by whom, I don’t know. 


  	My trainer never gave off those vibes. His lust was boundless, and genuine even when it wasn’t sadistic. He could easily live with his desires—not like his mentor—the perverted ones and the tender, sacred ones. Like the first time he fisted my ass in front of the audience, he let himself be swept up with me, be one with me from the start to the remarkable finish. It happened repeatedly afterwards. He’d begin a scene as just a scene, a way to exercise his sadistic bent and train me for the terrors I’d face later. He’d begin a scene with the master looking on to see if I was a willing slut or a fighting bitch. And then everything would change, subtly at first, then becoming more than either of us bargained for. 


  	The cowboy had both sides of me—the slutty chick and the frightened innocent. But always, after that first remarkable touch of his hand, when I’d feel the terror within me, the terror would give way and I’d surrender, melt like clay in his hands. He had the power to shape me. 


  	One night, I was tied to the rafters—truly suspended—dangling by my shoulders, my hands and wrists in heavy cuffs to hold me in place. A zipper of clothes pins was locked on to slips of skin in a semi-circle around my belly. Another was fixed in place across my ass. A third connected my breasts, pinching the most tender places on my body with brutal, biting teeth. My chest heaved in fear, my breath was short, my mind flooded with the messages of pain I couldn’t tolerate. I cried for him to stop. But he refused. And then, as the master took over, circling me with a riding crop, flicking stray clothespins off my body, I was overwhelmed with sensation, panicked to my core.


  	Horrible words were flung from my lips. I called them every four-letter curse I could think of. I shifted into my native language and tongue-lashed them to hell and worse. In a crazy state, I twisted uselessly, as the agony took away all logic. Because I couldn’t calm myself, the master ordered the cowboy to bolt me to the earth, tie my ankles with rope and attach them to heavy stakes anchored deep in the ground. Then I couldn’t move. “You fat, farting, m’fucking bastards! That was me screaming.  


  	Yes, a muscle or two could twitch, and I could manage to twist an inch, but no more. I was otherwise immobile and forced to the take the terror inside me and make something of it. As the last of the zippers was ripped from my body, I nearly fainted. Perhaps I did faint, my thoughts seemed to disappear for a short time until I realized that I was being lowered to the floor and released. 


  	I don’t think the old man cared what I did with the pain he caused, transform, endure it, or let it hurt me. In his eyes, he was training me for battle. I was a job to him by day, then in the middle of the night, a slut to hope for. Maybe he thought he was my savior, come to soothe my wounds. Like he was doing me favors stroking my cheek and smiling. Like I should welcome his sexual advances?


  	One advantage a girl like me has… the pain and my endurance made me clear-headed when it was finally over. I knew his black heart, his cold soullessness. He only wanted me because the trainer wanted me, because he hoped I might, in some bizarre universe, chose him over the younger man. But even he knew it was useless, that I didn’t want what he offered, that his best hope for a good lay was the upstairs woman who cooked his meals. Maybe some young girl would want him for money, or power. But if she had half a mind, she’d know that his kindness stopped in bed, and she’d be no more to him than Chloe was to her husband. 


  	The cowboy did care about me. At first, I thought he was just trying to manipulate me—no different than his mentor. But that feeling quickly changed. It was more than torture, more than inflicting pain, more than a job. His hands were warm, his eyes genuinely tender, his caress as compassionate as it could be devastating. I shuddered long and hard  when I was given permission to come, when his hands were on me, and his touch turned pain to pleasure. He called me anonymous Evie—because, he said, I belonged to no one but myself at times like this. I’m not sure that’s true, but I never disagreed with him. 


  One of the few times were we truly alone—and the very last we were together—the master was off the ranch, on business elsewhere. I was led to believe he was finding more women, to buy, train and send on to their fate. 


  	The cowboy came to the cellar after working two sluts in the pony pen, teaching them to take bridles and bits and prance like human horses. In my six weeks, I’d been trained in the house alone; the pens and stables and paddocks were for other sluts, not me. The reason why escapes me still. Shirtless, with a fine layer of sweat across his tanned, muscled chest, the smell of fresh dirt like perfume on his skin, he approached my cell and leaned forward, one raised, sinewy arm against the bars. His eyes were locked on me, and wreaked with sexual plans, his face earthy and dispassionate, like a sulking James Dean. My crotch got heavy and sensitive in seconds, feeling as if it was ten times bigger than it really was. The urgent demand drew my hand to my mound, furtively. 


  	“Come here,” he said with head cocked. My eyes locked on his and I waltzed to the bars, taking two in my hands, on either side of my face. He reached in, pulled my head forward and went for my mouth with his lips. He’d been drinking… I don’t think much because he didn’t act drunk, but I could smell the liquor beyond the smell of dirt. The kiss went on, like kids making out. His other hand came through the bars and grabbed for my pulsing crotch. The massage was hard, gripping, his fingers burrowing toward my wet hole, impaling my cunt, searching for the “G” spot, just inside the doorway. 


  	I thought he’d bring me off right there, but he’d suddenly had enough. He pushed me back, grabbed his key and drew me into the corridor. Hustling me upstairs, I detected the urgency through his hands, a wildness I’d never felt before appearing out of his normal self-control. 


  	He led me to the sacred library. I’d only had brief glimpses inside the book-lined room. This was the master’s holy ground and no one went inside without permission. Like he was venting overdue rage, the cowboy whisked the desk clear, causing paperweights, the telephone, pens, a letter opener and a bronze statue to fly like remnants of a bomb blast. The clatter and thudding over, he pushed me forward over the end of the glossy desk, wrapped my wrists with rope above my head and tied it off on the far legs of the desk below. More rope bound my feet to the legs on either side, leaving my ass widely spread, and the tiny dress I wore hiked over my behind. He clamped my labia with heavy weights, causing an instantaneous scream, until I realized that I could endure the thick pain, and the worst of the throbbing stopped. Even so, when the weights swung—which was every time he laid his hand on my ass—I felt them tear a little, as if they were tearing my skin apart. That done, his hand dove for my asshole, the intent from the start pretty clear. Something I was used to, but this time, there was an unexpected twist. Instead of fucking me right off, he fed a bag of ginger-laced water into my entrails, and told me to, “Hold on tight.” With no desire to mess myself, I figured this made sense. But it was only a second, and I could feel a horrible gurgling sensation deep in my gut and a hot fire enflame the sensitive inner tissue.


  	The swiftness of the bondage and enema left me breathless. Obviously, he’d had it all planned out, with the equipment readily at hand, although the whole scene felt like a spontaneous act of war against the man who owned the library and named it sacred territory. 


  	In one chance twist of my head, peering up to the ceiling in front and to the right, I was fascinated to see above us both was another of the many cameras installed around the house. I could see, even without a trained eye, that the camera was rolling, picking up every detail of the scene—and the cowboy didn’t care. I suspect—though I didn’t have this confirmed until later—this was deliberate; a form of revenge for whatever had pissed him off. 


  	It wasn’t my war. Didn’t matter to me if the guy was crazed and pissed and wanted vengeance. I did what I was told, or rather what I was ‘bound’ to do. Submit, hang on to the hot water in my ass, and hope I wouldn’t be soiling the carpets when the cramps in me got too strong. Having me all trussed up and filled to the gills, I lay motionless, thinking that was the best thing to do, given my surrendered position. The cowboy was more sure of me, than I was of myself. Assuming I could take whatever he dished out, he was behind me, fiddling with my ass, then dropping his fingers to my cunt, opening the labia lips, making me ready. I heard the zipper on his blue jeans ripped down, and seconds later felt his aching erection steered toward my sopping hole. One quick thrust, I thought I’d lose it all and the dam would burst—wouldn’t that have been a hoot, soiling the master’s precious territory, while he watched? 


  	“Oh, my, I don’t think I—” I gasped my worry, letting my trainer know I was in serious trouble. But he wasn’t hearing me, or if hearing, he didn’t care. He banged me hard, hanging on to my ass, letting the weights fly back and forth until the pain made me shriek. All my nerves, all my muscles strained, and the pressure was getting hard to take. Still, I hung on, as determined as the cowboy was to end it right. 


  	Humm, my pretty boy wasn’t pretty at all… rough, wicked, taking risks he knew could hurt him, flirting with disaster. He was my man of the hour, my reckless cowboy on a binge. I didn’t get off. That was too much to ask, but I would soon, soon as he let me, or I was left alone long enough to do it myself. I didn’t care if he punished me for it. Coming would be worth it no matter what the consequences. 


  	When he was done, he pulled gently from my body and slowly, erotically, removed the weights—to sudden shrieks of pain from me—and the rope that kept me one with the master’s desk. Lifting me into his arms, he carried me across the hallway to the bathroom, where the hot waters gushed into the toilet and I stared plaintively into his face, feeling little, miniscule, a fraction of the woman I believed myself to be. He looked back at me, sullen, sad, triumphant. I wonder if I’d been worth it. 


  That was my last night at the ranch. 


  The night following was black and moonless, starless, clouds covering every field of vision, dipping low in the sky to spread an inky fog in all directions. I was hustled from my cell, dressed in a pair of stretchy leggings and a skintight yellow t-shirt that hugged my breasts like skin. My nipples popped from the fabric like tiny headlights. Barefoot. The ground was cold. The air even colder. Goose bumps spread a red rash across my flesh, but there was no way to see how the elements effected me, no one who cared. Shoved into the back of a van, a pair of large hands greeted me. I didn’t recognize the face that owned them. Just as well, a blindfold was slipped over my eyes, my hands were tied behind me with rope, rags forced into my mouth and a leather collar buckled around my throat. 


  	The collar served to tie me down like a fettered calf, and for a time, someone jerked my pants off my ass—I thought just to look at it. But there was more: a hasty, unknown inscription was written on the bare cheeks. Identification? Moral judgment? Playful musing? I never knew. It didn’t matter, I was anonymous Evie. No one knew me, even if they knew my name. 


  	The van door shut with a terrible clank and the motor gunned with the smell of diesel fuel clogging my nose for a time. Heading out beyond the ranch into another unknown, I was too petrified to feel a thing. Time would eventually take care of that, time and lonely hours, time to think, remember, wonder at the swiftness of my leaving, remember the last hours with Jacob, my trainer cowboy, and the way he loved me after he carried me to bed. 


  	I wondered then how he’d get away with sleeping in the master’s bed at my side. I suppose we soiled those silky sheets with my natty, slutty, sweat-soaked body, the cowboy with the gritty dirt clinging to his. They’d reek with our body oils, evidence of the multiple orgasms that made me scream that night, the hard humping, furious panting, wild-rodeo-style fucking. 


  	I could imagine the master returning that morning, after we’d made an exit down the backstairs, seeing the messy cum and remains of our hasty hours of luxury. I could see the tempered fury in his eyes, a growing utterance of rage creeping to his mouth—what he would clamp down and contain, channeling into action. He would repair to his sacred library to see where our night began, as we flipped the bird in his face, leaving his desk smudged with body fluid, drippings on the carpet, and the fancy clock in pieces on the floor, with the big brass paperweight shattering its face. He’d stare upward at the camera, and move next door, replaying the tape we left for him, the bones in his face welded together like steel, everything in him trembling at such a pitch that only a trained eye could see. The tape could never lie, it always replayed facts, brutally. 


  	I opened my eyes to the new dawn, crying because I wouldn’t see the cowboy ever again. But clarity again woke me from that silly melancholy. This was the way he wanted it, the way he planned in advance. He knew what would happen after that night. Revenge on his mentor was sweeter than loving me. I was just a means to a message, a tool, not an end in itself. 


  




  
Her Master


  They dumped her on him, after traveling for a day from  to . She was obviously in pain, her body battered just from the ride, from the awkward position. The ropes cuts into her wrists and ankles, and her lips were chapped and parched with thirst. 


  	Still, she was perfect. 


  	He walked around her while she followed his eyes with hers. No. He was unalarmed when she stared at him vacantly. That would change. Her mop of blonde hair was now a mass of dull stringy curls; her face was streaked with dirty tears, her clothes covered with dust and grime from the van. She hadn’t eaten in twenty-four hours and her eyes were glassed over like she was ready to get down to serious sleep, something she hadn’t been able to do since she left the ranch. 


  	The master, Gable, saw beyond the hair, the grunge, the soot, the sullen, weary eyes. She was as advertised. If she was half the girl he’d been promised, she would be enough to replace Tessy. Never saw that one coming: his latest plaything running off marrying one of his good friends and the two now living in France, a damned good slut reduced to playing housewife and mother-to-be. The marriage wouldn’t last more than a few months, an old guy’s dream and a young woman’s rescue. Gable figured she’d be back. She wouldn’t know how to act, even how to think, and Lowell, her husband, would soon tire of her. 


  Gable hoped for that much. He could also be practical, which was why he brought Evie to the house on the shore, the white mansion with the black shutters and wrought-iron gates and bars, the place by the water with the big green lawn, and willow trees that the sultry air could hide inside. Sometimes the views were clear as panes of glass, and some days everything moved: the air, the sky, the trees, the grasses, wildlife flitting until the landscapes blurred and everything was indistinct. Such a reminder that this was an inconstant world where nothing was fixed, not morality, not opinion, not rules, not a daily routine. The great house followed no protocol, except what spontaneously grew out of thin air and the mind of the man who owned place.


  	Gable was a jocular fellow, wavy brown hair, glasses, sporting a bit of a paunch to his otherwise decently normal build, and a way of cocking his head, as if that would help him listen—which it seemed he did attentively, though he never did. He was always looking for angles, his mind churning with thoughts he rarely shared. Inwardly, he was a mess of contradictions. He made up rules for no reason and then changed them on a whim as if the rule never existed in the first place. Sometimes he’d stumble, airing his contradictions for all to see. Most of the time, he kept the contradictions hidden behind his sociable manners, and if you didn’t know him well, you’d never know what you missed. 


  Gable was into the game of being himself at every hour, one minute discussing ancient history, stock prices, even sports, the next minute—told of some naughty indiscretion or worse yet the crabby attitude of one of his brood—forced to look hard and critically at the offending female, pass judgment and dispense appropriate punishment. He hated having to punish—that offended him most, angered him to the point that he’d brood, go off by himself as if he were reassessing his life, wondering where he went wrong to have fostered an imperfect offspring. They were his offspring, every one of the maids who worked his house, making it a gracious statement of risqué self-indulgence, like none other. 


  	He was, above all, a hedonist, pandering to his sexual nature—and that of anyone who dared join him. At the hour of Evie’s arrival there were five permanent women in his custody: Alia his wife of two years, who was for the most part independent of him and rarely stayed around, unless she found some pleasing young man to play with; Georgie, a laughing, hugging, voluptuous cunt with a big mouth and regularly punished behind; Margery, the waifish one who was always scared—although she was always ready for Gable games, slipping into the spirit without anyone realizing she was there until she was coming, screaming; Tim, a dyke who liked sucking pussy and hated men; and Janice, another of the acquired properties, like Margery, schooled in submission at one of the covert facilities where the enslavement of women was the carefully kept secret. She was bigger, more robust, a buxom redhead with a broad ass who loved getting spanked. 


  	A variety of people came and went from the Southern genteel white house—from local politicians, doctors, lawyers and other professionals, to a rowdy theatre crowd, a few celebrities who enjoyed the benefits of anonymity the house gave them, to average sorts, and people on fringes or even deeply enmeshed in the fetish crowd. Gable was leery of some, however, as he was not too keen on the leather crowd with their funny clothes and jewelry. He liked to think he was the last bastion of  decadence in the ‘Old Guard’ underground. The only jewelry he cared for were the girls themselves; they were his baubles and he never had enough to please him.


  	Although he was not given to the same kind of brutality that made other men horny, his style being quite unconventional, was just as extreme. He was the final destination in what could be a long line of buyers, sellers, trainers and abusers, who molded young girls into sex kittens, pain-sluts, ponygirls, serving wenches and personal slaves. 


  “She’ll work out just fine,” he told Alia, as they both viewed the young woman, recently pulled from the brown van. They weren’t the only ones to induct Evie into the rarified atmosphere. A least of half dozen malingerers were there observing, which became the perfect moment for Gable to put on his show. The day was warm, breezes off the gulf rained a pleasant wind on faces, blew through hair and tickled restless crotches. The hangers on wanted to see something outrageous, although most were ‘outrageous-immune’. They’d seen everything from Gorian, groveling slaves, to proper ladies turned into sex-sluts, to whimpering innocents, who denied their purpose at the Southern house and were shown the way to depravity.


  	“I’ll bet it’s been a rough trip for you?” he moved in on the girl close, just as her eyes were getting adjusted to the bright blue-sky afternoon. So many trees, so much green, the water, the grass the white of the house, its broad porch and rocking chairs—so many, like an old folks home. At nineteen, from an alien world, she would have no recollection of any place like this. Eyes startled, they roved the scene, until Gable captured her attention. 


  	“Yes, sir.”


  	“She tried pulling down her hiked up t-shirt.”


  	“Oh, no,” he kindly said. “Why don’t we just take it off since it seems to be bothering you?”
	It was as much a command as she’d ever heard in her short life as a captive, yet it rolled off his tough like a kindness in face of what had obviously been a tough ride. He reached to the hem of the t-shirt and slowly lifted it up her torso and off over her head. 


  	He turned to his audience. “Lovely, isn’t she? This one’s from , a perfect specimen, perfect. We’ll have lots of fun with her, won’t we?” he smiled kindly at Evie. 


  	She was still too stunned to say anything but, “Yes, sir,” which was all that was necessary. 


  	“Very nice body,” he said admiringly as he ran his hand lightly over her breasts, for just a few seconds, seemingly so enthralled with her to the exclusion of everyone else on the lawn. “Come here, Evie,” he led her by the hand, down the pathway toward the brick patio. She gazed around at the eyes firmly fixed on her, her mind trying to fit into this strange man’s game. “We understand that she was taken out of , actually purchased in a detention center for wayward girls and then transported to a training ranch in . Her tapes are marvelous.” He made her sit on the ground at his feet, while running his hand through her hair, every once and a while, making a fist, jerking her face toward him so that he could have a better look. 


  	He was all eyes, all smiles, all lust, almost slavishly appreciating her charm, even though so little of it showed. He caressed her face, her neckline, looking almost fatherly, until his hand was around her throat, holding it in an easy choke-hold, and she was gasping for breath. He released the pressure.


  	“The good news about your being here, Evie, is that you won’t have anymore tests, no more trials, training. All that his over. You’re here to play, that’s all, do what you love best.” He didn’t specify, but the facts were implied. You do as I say, enjoy yourself, that’s all that’s required. The real truth was, Gable’s training was probably the worst of all she’d face. Ruleless. Erratic. Unpredictable. Getting accustomed to the structureless environment would not be easy, and, yet she would be expected to understand its demands immediately, to blend into this strange community on instinct and careful study. Even that wasn’t spelled out, she’d have to figure it out for herself. 


  	The bystanders looking for the extremes that day would be disappointed. Gable was too far into the girl to think about anyone around him. 


  After the initial presentation, which went by in a blur for the newest member of the household, Evie was pampered in the big round bath, where she scoured away the embedded filth from her first months in captivity. She exited to a huge terry towel, held for her by the strange relic of a man. He swabbed away every trace of water before he gently pushed her to the plush carpet that covered the tile floor. There she had her first taste of his prick. She sucked him as she’d been trained, lapping with relish the smooth tight member, drinking in the new aroma, and wondering at his shaved genitals—common for women, but less often seen in men—at least the men in her experience. Once his cock was big and proud, bobbing before her eyes, he pulled her to her feet and the two landed on the big master bed, having sex the way he should have with his wife. Afterwards, they napped, until he rose from bed, found a collar for her to wear and tethered her to the footboard of the bed. It was just  in the evening when he left her to attend to other matters. She was clean, unfed, and horny, waiting, too worried at that moment to dare masturbate. As far as she could see, there were no cameras to record secret activities, but she hated the idea of being found out more than she needed to come. 


  	For the first week, Evie slept naked beside Gable’s master bed, on a thin mat with a bare thin pillow for her head. It didn’t approach the comfort of a real mattress, but since this was all that was offered her, she learned to sleep when given the chance. When she wasn’t tethered to the bed, she was often caged in the attic and left for hours, or led to one of the house’s main rooms, and tied to a chair, table, doorframe, the floor, anywhere the master or his mistress decided. Alia took a backseat role in matters regarding the new acquisition—something Gable took care of. His fondness for Evie was clearly apparent to anyone who happened to be in the house at that time. 


  	After a week, she got used to her nakedness, even when she wouldn’t see another naked body for days, and her lack of clothes make her stick out like an outsider, or an intruder. She could easily blush if someone stared at her, and though she was tempted to hide herself, instinct told her that wouldn’t be allowed. 


  	A week of careful scrutiny revealed her master’s peculiarities, the warts, the inconsistencies, the obvious ambiguities. She caught him twice in lies. Not that she would tell him so, or anyone else; she simply observed his opinions to one friend were quickly contradicted when there was another friend to please. She didn’t understand him except to guess that he was more dangerous than the others, the trainers, the masters, the buyers and sellers that had previously had her in their care. She understood straightforward, uncomplicated behavior, but this man one had a diabolical streak that frightened her as much as it was confusing. She had no idea where his desires might lead, if anywhere at all. 


  ***


  Gable was enrapt, enthralled, obsessed by Evie. Other especially desirable girls had caught his fancy in the past, but not in the same way; his mind twisted in directions few would think of. 


  	He planned her great initiation—something he avoided with the others, because he thought initiations too staged. And yet, that was exactly what the night ahead would be. Theatre, a theatre of the incredible. He had already decided in advance that Evie would remain a trinket. That would be her life forever. His body ached with lust as he thought of her in perpetuity as the naked slave, the naked whore, the anomaly of womanhood in the twenty-first century. Her quaint beauty, the exotic quality of her foreign heritage; her simple body, simple breasts, simple denuded pubic mound made her the one, above all the many others over fifteen years of holding women captive, most suited to his life long fantasy. It had been only a dream until he found her in the pages of the Ranch-Slaves website—and guessed what was behind the winsome smile, the engaging lips, the nubile body. He snapped her up at first glance, as if he’d discovered gold, discovered a gem that had been searched for a thousand years, hidden away until he stumbled on the qualities that few would notice as truly rare. Had he been the only one to note the unusual quality of that smile, her body, wit, grace and innocence? He wanted to believe that other men saw the possibilities, but were too scared to have what they wanted most. 


  	An initiation… it was the only practical way to separate her from the common girls, who eventually graduated from their naked servitude to hold other roles at the house. She would never graduate. Never. Ever. 


  	His heart leapt in his throat, crotch itching for pussy as he set his plans in motion. The feeling was at one time so strong that day, that he grabbed Georgie out of the kitchen and screwed her in the butler’s pantry, banging his over energetic cock into the mushy steel of her tight cunt. His thighs slapped her like he was spanking her, making sounds that could be heard through half the house. The ending was particularly abrupt, a quick grunt and he was finished. Afterwards, he pushed her away, made her suck the juices off his cock and dry it on her apron. He left her to get back in the mood of baking bread before she ruined her latest effort rising in the warm kitchen window. 


  	“What is it you want of me?” he asked Evie in the bedroom before he led her downstairs for his exhibition. 


  	She looked at the man bewildered by the question.


  	“Nothing,” she replied, flatly, hoping the answer was what he wanted. 	


  	He scanned her face, sure he could see the lie there.  Then he made up one himself, when he couldn’t read anything but sincerity in her expression. 


  	“I presume you like what you have here,” he proposed.


  	“I don’t know that, sir,” she said, trying to be polite, but still perplexed. 


  	“No? I don’t believe you. Everything you are speaks loudly of the submissive in you.”


  	“But I never thought of myself that way,” she answered quizzically. 


  	“Which surprises me, seeing the kind of woman you are.”


  	She didn’t reply. He was living in a dream world, and she wouldn’t dare guess what was going on in his head. He wanted more of her, just as every other man wanted more of her than she would freely give. 


  	Gable gave up his attempts to know her mind, deciding that it wasn’t necessary. Leading her by a leash attached to her collar, he presented her to a room of friends who had gathered for Evie’s great unveiling. Ironically, Evie had been ‘unveiled’ since the day she arrived at the house. To see her naked was nothing new to anyone. The stoic beauty with the infectious smile seemed as easy with her surroundings as the pictures on the walls, the cat that roamed the house at night and the air perfumed with incense… they all existed without quarrel, as did Evie. 


  	Gable couldn’t understand her, but he would continue with his plan. 


  	In the main foyer of the house, she was told to stand on a low round riser just large enough for her small feet and two inches to spare. Her toes sparkled with rings, and a jangling slave anklet had been placed around her ankle. The collar was her only other apparel. This particular collar that Gable ordered off the Internet had been handmade to his specifications, perfectly measured so that it would not be too tight or too lose. The thin, silver fit like a choker, flat, a half-inch wide, embedded with black pearls. At the back of her neck, it joined with a small padlock. Gable imagined other adornments, but that would be for his friends to decide.


  	“Evie will be serving me this way,” he announced to the gathering. “She has decided that being a sex slave, without rights, is her natural role in life. Though she was abducted from her home country, it was not against her will. She fell into submission artlessly. She has always known the truth about herself, and what her true needs are. It is my role with her to see that they are fully realized.”


  	Gable paused to let everyone feel the sense of awe surrounding the girl’s rare self-knowledge. But where his lies came from, neither the girl nor her master knew. They appeared like inspiration etched in stone, obvious to the man, astonishing for the girl. Still, she was too frightened to object—not the ‘shaking in her boots’, imminent danger kind of fright, but the fright in knowing what lay beneath this man’s glib fiction, knowing the strange conviction that drove him and how crazed he might become if she changed plans on him. His unacknowledged rage frightened her, so she let his friends believe his lies. 


  	“Since Evie has decided to be a permanent part of my domain here, someone you’ll see often when you visit, I thought I’d let you all have a hand in her decorations. I’ll be keeping her unclothed since I think we can all agree that this one’s body is best bared and available for our eyes. Her beauty shines in the buff. But, that does not mean that she needs to remain unadorned. I want her pierced five times to represent the depth of her conviction, then permanently marked to clearly communicate her function. What I want from you are the specifics… how you propose I implement her ornamentation?”


  	He stopped talking with an abruptness that made the room fall completely still. Then while the stunned crowd absorbed his request, but before he entertained their suggestions, he added instructions, “Bid for her. High bids will get their wishes.” 


  	This was a daring plan, given the stakes involved, the fact that Gable had no intention of having this beauty given unsightly marks. He expected a certain crudity in the suggestions he received, but in the end, he knew he could gently sway the room to the exact vision he had of her. “We’ll bid in increments of one-hundred until the bidding stops.”


  	“And what exactly do you plan to do with our money?” one person jumped in. 


  	Gable smiled. “Complete that spa you’re all wanting. How’s that?”


  	That seemed to settle them all. 


  One-hundred dollar increments. Seemed like a steep price, but this crowd was fairly well-heeled and would have no problem paying for the privilege of creating a marvel of the modern world. 


  	The first bid for Evie’s adornment ended at one-thousand dollars, the right to her first piercing sold to a woman—surprisingly—Mistress Meredith. “A nose ring, Gable. You can’t have a slave of this caliber without one. It will denigrate her properly, and the reminder of her place will never go away.”


  	“Perfect, Meredith,” Gable was pleased. “Shall we bid again?”


  	“Maybe you should give the girl her ring first?” the Mistress answered. “Or do I get the honor?”


  	“Yes, maybe you’re right. We’ll call her our on-going project. It might take a week or two before she’s finished, but who’s going to complain?” 


  	No one in the room raised a voice in protest. This was Gable’s game start to finish and everyone understood that perfectly. 


  	Escorting Evie off the platform, the group adjourned to the tiled bath at the back of the first floor, behind the kitchen. This especially built facility had been designed for medical play—tortuous scenes of fetish play performed with needles, speculums, knives, enema bags and other assorted equipment. It was commonly used for piercings, unless those piercings were part of a ceremonial rite, when the master or mistress might complete the act on their slave before a bonfire, in the dungeon, or while their subject was bound in some other scene about the house. The medical room suited Gable’s requirements this day. 


  	With Evie lying back flat on the table, her legs tied in stirrups, her arms tied overhead, and Gable’s hands locking her head like a vice, Mistress Meredith picked up the fresh needle and felt for the appropriate slip of cartilage between Evie’s nostrils. The girl was in a panic, sweat and fright pouring from her body.


  	“Close your eyes, little darling,” the Mistress purred sensuously as her hand tenderly grazed the girl’s warm cheek. “Just close your eyes and relax. I’ve done this a dozen times. It will only take a second.” 


  	Evie’s taut body did not relax, the muscles strained as if they could fight the tiny skewer. At least she closed her eyes. And as promised, the inevitable was over in seconds, with Evie gasping, a small wince of pain playing out across her innocence, tears pooling in her eyes. The needle was followed quickly by the insertion of the ring through the hole, and the girl had her first mark of submission embedded in her body. 


  On successive days, sometimes just twenty-four hours apart, sometimes as long as three days between the bidding wars, Evie was pierced with additional rings… two tiny ones in her nipples, and ones on her outer labia, so they could be anchored, parted or hung with decorations, then an additional one Gable added because his mini-theatre of events had made such a splash on his tiny community of sadists that he couldn’t stop. The girl’s perfection made her stand out in his eyes, heads above any other girl that had been his slave. The closer she got to the perfect creature, the more his mind became inspired. He wanted more. 


  	“I’m beginning to think that we all have the same picture of her,” Gable noted one evening, as he brought out the girl for the bidding crowd to see. She stood on the platform as she had several times, waiting passively, without a hint of nervousness or fear. Anyone who could read her thoughts, or feel the pulsing insides of her body knew how much she trembled, how each piercing had shaken the firm foundation of her inner substance. But Gable would not understand that: his intimacy with her was only skin deep. He might go on like this with her forever, and never realize what a deep impact these sessions were having on his conquest. 


  	Evie loved the piercings—but only after the act was over and she was staring at her reflection in the mirror. She replayed the piercing sessions in her mind, loving what she recalled…the running rampant fear, the flood of pheromones, the razor-sharp and lingering endorphin rush as the needle jutted its way through her flesh. By the second session, there were fingers at her pussy, playing with her splayed crotch as she received her nipples rings. She almost orgasmed from the act alone. And when those piercing were done, she came on the man’s fingers, her bound body, tugging, writhing, her teeth biting her lips until they almost bled, her bound hands opening wide and closing into fists. The sweep of erotic energy that spun round the room zapped every crotch with lust.


  	“Anyone interested in fucking my Evie?” Gable asked around once the nipples rings were in place. The surprise turned the room on edge—until one bold man with a familiar voice stepped from the back of the room, forward between the submissive’s legs. He pulled her ass down to the edge of the medical table, stretching her as far as she would go, and with little ceremony, pulled his hard erection from inside his pants and lunged into her wet opening, using her quickly as if he had before. And he had.


  	As his fingers bit into the skin of her ass, two pairs of eyes met—Evie’s and the man who took her cunt for sport. Astonished. Grieved. She looked into Jacob’s eyes—Yes! These were Jacob’s eyes! But she was afraid of what she was seeing, worried that she was seeing visions or was buried in a dream.


  	“Surprise you?” he said dryly. His cool emotion made her shiver, but it also made her come alive. He was real. Really in this place, connecting the dots between two places that previously seemed totally separate worlds. Though he belonged in that other world, his cowboy manners not mixing well in this new place, he was welcomed by a wanting in Evie’s eyes that no one noticed, least of all Gable. Even Jacob didn’t see it the first time. 


  	She left the answer to his mocking question go unanswered. 


  ***


  “Is this a follow up visit?” Gable asked the young man in the jeans and boots and white t-shirt? “Never had one before, but I’m glad you could join us, see how we do things here.”
	“Actually, I’m no longer with the ranch.”


  	“No? You and the master have a parting of ways, huh?” He was intensely curious, given the reputation of the ranch that had been carefully cultivated by its owner. The man was notorious in the underground circles, and his reputation was impeccable. Any stain on it would be the source of endless gossip. Gable fed on gossip, much of which he generated himself, playing innocent bystander, while collecting material for future rumors. His competitive instincts could never pass up defaming a player in his game of prurient pursuits, even though he seemed to deliver his knowledge innocently, as if the private truths that so easily slipped from his tongue had never been intended to be kept secret and would do no injury once shared. 


  	“Just my time to leave,” Jacob averted more conversation about the matter. 


  	“Ah,” Gable nodded. “And my Evie? She’s from the ranch—a particularly special trainee, perhaps?”


  	“I think it goes without saying, but she is all yours,” he reminded them both. “But thanks for the opportunity to taste her again, something you never get enough of.”


  	“So, any plans for your future? Looking for a position as a trainer?”


  	Jacob shrugged. “If I train any woman again, it will be for me. I can’t see wasting my time just to see the girls move on.”


  	“I would think that might be advantageous—having them move on,” Gable considered thoughtfully. “Sometimes they get too attached. They do that here, they’re out.”


  	“I thought Evie was to be here permanently?” The two men in conversation strolled through the house, speaking quietly to themselves. Reaching the patio door, they moved outside.


  	“Actually, I think she is the one that will be here forever,” Gable smiled with satisfaction. “She has an unusual grasp of herself as a submissive. She’s exceedingly natural. That’s rare. But Evie’s different than the others. You’ve seen that,” he raised his eyebrows looking for an agreement.


  	“Different, yes,” Jacob nodded warily, “and still the same as all the others. I would think that the ones that ask for it are much better bets for a long term situation.”


  	“Yes, but then they have all the power. I can see that here, the difference between the ones that were made through training, and the ones that come to me by choice. You’d think it would be the reverse, but it’s not. Interesting fact.” 


  	“Just a warning though, on Evie. You understand, she didn’t actually finish her training.”


  	“Yes, I know that. Doesn’t worry me. What training she hasn’t had gets finished up here. You saw her on the table, the genuine, the abject surrender.”


  	“Yes, and I also saw the fire in her eyes. She was made a captive, and not a willing one. Don’t underestimate her.”


  	“Ah, I don’t know,” Gable seemed to have information the younger man didn’t. “Evie has the blood and soul of the submissive woman. I’ve never seen one more perfect.” Gable stopped at the path leading to the water’s edge. “You going to stay long?”


  	“I have a job offer in the next county I’m looking into.”


  	“Well, enjoy your stay. It’s a perfect place to unwind.”


  	“Yes, you’ve already proven that.”


  ***


  Jacob was not around the night that Evie’s labia were pierced. She looked for him in the crowd. His face was missing, and her heart sank. She had to wonder if he’d come for her… if something about her abrupt move from the ranch to Gable’s house prompted his visit. But she didn’t understand about binding contracts, the money that passed hands from sellers, trainers and buyers. Jacob wouldn’t come between masters in a sale of property, not even when he was no longer loyal to one. 


  “Did the young man from the ranch make you uneasy?” Gable asked her a week later, just prior to that night’s bidding, after which the girl expected another painful piercing, hopefully the last.


  	“Not really.”


  	“You had no relationship with him?”


  	“He was my trainer.”


  	“I see, and you were fond of him?”


  	He was fishing for information she wouldn’t give him, no matter what his motive. “That wasn’t allowed.”


  	“Of course,” Gable smiled. “Your master at the ranch runs his domain according to protocol. I’d be surprised if he allowed his subordinates to get close to any property.”


  	“You’re right,” she agreed. 


  	“We finish your piercings tonight.”


  	“More, sir?”


  	“Are they sore?” He touched her nose ring which made her wince, not so much because it hurt anymore. It was less and less sensitive each day. She winced from embarrassment, from the implication of the ring as a symbol of her submission. She tried to forget it was there, though that was difficult. 


  	“A little,” she said. His hand moved from nipples to her freshly pierced labia, gently playing with his new toys.


  	“You’ll have a little more time before we put them to use. But not long.” 


  	She sighed a little. Sometimes his cool would wrap her like a blanket, soothing her in a sexual bath, threatening to expose some latent desire for this master. Gable wasn’t himself on these occasions, being implicit not explicit, as if he was about some mysterious purpose no one knew of, which would only be revealed in time. Oddly, this was the one thing that made him attractive to her, his strange doings steeped in secrets and a cold indifference, what made her think he didn’t care about her anymore. More often in the last days, he was indifferent to her personally, while continuing to sing her praises to anyone available to listen. Hearing him go on about her submissive inclinations, she was tempted to blush or simply be annoyed for his saying things that were just not true. 


  	Her clitoris was pierced that night in the same kind of ceremony as before. The bidding was particularly fierce, even though everyone knew what came next in body jewelry. 


  	Yet, when the winning bidder suggested a vertical piercing through Evie’s clitoris, not above it through the hood, and Gable thoughtfully considered the more painful, delicate procedure, everyone knew just how much that bidder won. In addition, he asked for the right to screw the girl afterwards, which Gable readily granted him. 


  	Gable did the piercing himself, something he considered himself an expert in performing. In this case, he was telling the truth. The girl was held in place as she’d been before, with steely hands at her arms and thighs. A thick belt had been buckled around her middle, binding her tightly to the medical table. Her scream was glorious at the moment the needle stabbed through her flesh, the cry lifting into the air as her body tensed like a bowstring. It filled the room with sound to make the whole house quake and every cunt and cock throb in reply. Gable responded along with the others. The act infused him with power, put him in a headspace miles beyond everyone there, being deeply entrenched in his fantasy world, which blinked inside his mind like red neon.


  	“I propose another piercing,” another voice suddenly interjected. 


  	Gable turned. “She’s had enough for a night.”


  	“Oh, I think she can probably get through this one.” It was Jacob speaking. “It might be a little uncomfortable for a few days, but then that isn’t really our concern now, is it?”


  	Gable was still curious. 


  	“At the small of her back. Makes a perfect circle for the perfect tether. She would have come with all the appropriate jewelry if she hadn’t left the ranch so soon. Of course, there are benefits to doing it yourself. Think about it, Gable, with rings at her collar, nose, nipples, clit and back she can be chained from one to the next, all connected, as effective as bridle and bit is for a ponygirl.”


  	Gable’s only problem with the pierce was that he hadn’t thought of it himself, hadn’t seen the picture of Evie chained together, permanently shackled. If he wanted to, the chains could be made fixed, the locking devices removed with the connecting rings soldered together. Yes, this was what he wanted of her, her submission as inalterable as the color of her eyes and the faint blush on her cheek. 


  	“Let’s do it,” he came back from his reverie looking cold, calculating. 


  	While the girl’s pussy was still aching from the awesome pain in her clit, she was removed from the table, and leaned into an angled board at the side of the room. Resting in place, somewhat awkwardly, her back was slightly bowed, leaving a hallow where the ring would set. Since there was little flesh to work with, it took the expert of both Jacob and Gable to have the sizable ring set in place, with plenty of flesh behind it to prevent migration. 


  	Gable’s mood was deepening. With every new scheme set in place, Evie was more dehumanized and more glorified in his mind. She was becoming his work of art, not a woman, but a painting in the image of his dreams. 


  For Evie, the process was far different. Aching, riled, anger boiling from within, she finally exploded that night after the clit ring and the back ring were pierced through her body—in the early hours just before dawn when Gable was about to put her to bed. 


  	“I can’t sleep on a hard floor with a fresh pierce in my clit and another in my back,” she stated, her voice strangely shrill. “How do you expect me to sleep at all?”


  	Gable was at first stunned by the remark, then seething himself beneath his calm reserve. He became cool, resistant as was usual when he was challenged.


  	“That’s your business, not mine,” he delivered a clipped retort. 


  	“But it is your business,” she came right back at him.


  	The look in his eyes tore through her like the blade of a knife. “No,” he said calmly. “My business is to do with you whatever I wish, anyway, any time. You are no more to me than the family pet, a piece of property, perhaps as valuable as the antique Grecian vase sitting on the mantle in my parlor. I will keep you in perfect condition because you are valuable to me in that regard, but just as the family pet knows its function, or the Grecian vase, inert and completely accepting of its status as a bauble, remains in place until used, you need to remember your purpose here. My business is not your comfort. I give you a place to sleep, food to keep you alive, but none of that requires me to give you comfortable quarters. So, what you do, little girl, is settle your pretty mind, lay down on that rug and go to sleep. Unless, of course, you’d like to stay awake all night. I can’t make you sleep, but now’s the time, if you—” 


  	Every word he spoke added more fuel to her anger, and before he could finish his curt remarks, she cut him off, yelling loud enough to wake the entire second floor, “But I want a bed to sleep on!”


  	“For crissakes, Gabe,” a weary Alia popped up wearily from bed where she was awakened from a sound sleep by the commotion, “give her the one in the basement, see how she likes that!” She sunk back down into the mattress and covered her head with a blanket. 


  	Gable, taking the not-so-subtle suggestion to heart, yanked the defiant Evie by the short lead on her collar and marched her two flights down to a small room in the underground of the house. This wasn’t a dungeon, a play cellar, nothing but four blank walls of stone and concrete, cold, damp and uninspiring. The room’s only furnishing was a better than a waist high punishment horse, thinly padded on top with sheepskin.


  	“Make another noise, I’ll gag you,” he warned his rebellious princess. Then hoisting her slight body over the rounded frame face down, her arms and legs dangling on either side, he buckled her in at the waist, and fastened her the ankles and wrists. “Bed enough?”


  	She was panicked. “Oh, sir, I’m sorry, please don’t leave me here.”


  	“I’m perfectly civil with you, Evie, but I don’t tolerate moods like yours. A night here should be enough to cure you.” For good measure, he took the paddle hanging on the wall by the door, and leveled her ass with three strong smacks on each cheek, leaving a bright pink imprint to flower and fade, to grow hot, and then cold long into the following morning, when Gable ordered Tim to untie her and bring the girl upstairs. 


  	It was a long, brutal night. Both of her new piercings kept her awake, with the flesh around them beating hotly as if they were infected. The clitoral pierce was the most painful; pressing into the rounded bench, making it impossible to avoid the ache. Any small turn, twisted the ring slightly and her body spiked with pain.


  Slightly tattered and sleepy, she stood in the center of the room while her master examined her thoroughly and a few stray friends watched the confrontation on the sidelines. “I’m easy on you, Evie, but you still have to follow the rules,” Gable said. He was in a better mood than he’d been the night before.


  	“I didn’t ask to be here,” she said, still surly and hurt. 


  	He shrugged. “Not my problem.” He strolled around her, wanting to fuck her more than he wanted to take her to task. But then, there would be bigger problems for him, if he didn’t put her in her place. “Have I made my point?” he asked, having come to a halt directly in front of her, staring her down. Damn! He wished this scene were over. He hated being the cruel master.


  	Evie shuddered hearing the chilly wind in his voice rip through her, “Yes, sir,” she answered meekly. 


  For the next week, Evie slept at the foot of the master’s bed as she had every other night but one in the house. At the end of that week, as the discomfort from the piercing was beginning to fade fast, she was shown to a tiny bedroom at the end of the upstairs hall, with no more than a twin bed and small table. Tim, following Gable orders, attached her collar lead to the chain on the bed, and bound her wrists above—strangely reminiscent of her nightly position in her cell at the ranch. She’d paid a hefty price for that bed, but it was worth it. Her bones stopped aching and she was able to put together a few hours of uninterrupted sleep before she went on display the next day. 


  ***


  The night of the final ceremony, Gable was as skittish as a new bride making arrangements, nervous as an old hen. It took him some time to have everything and everyone in place.


  	Evie sat on the floor at his feet during the evening meal and later as he sat with friends in the parlor, where the conversation moved around the topics of various training practices for new property, to world news, to the lessons of history on the modern world. Then he told a few tall tales about his past, embellished with anecdotes that awed those that were new to his house. He had the room laughing. The few that knew him better took his exploits with a grain of salt, even while enjoying his long tales for their humor. 


  	About , as a certain lethargy swam like a fog about the room, he turned to Jacob, who was standing at the door. 


  	“Shall we begin?” he asked the younger man. He considered it his good fortune to have Jacob there, since the plan he laid out was almost beyond his expertise. Jacob, on the other hand, was experienced with branding women.


  	“Anytime you say.”


  	“Then take the girl with you, we’ll follow.”


  	“My pleasure.” Gable pulled Evie to her feet and pushed her toward Jacob, who’s head was sexily cocked, his lids lowered. His posture was casual, his shoulder resting against the door. His presence radiated a masterful confidence to make any woman’s cunt moisten with anticipation. Evie’s tummy trembled. She was afraid of this new confidence between Gable and her former trainer. But she went with him, feeling his firm grip on her upper arm remind her of the past… a not so distant past. It was just months ago that she was his, just two months since he’d taken her in the master’s study that remarkable night. She suspected that ended his association with his mentor, though the result of that scene was never discussed with her. 


  	“Why are you here?” she whispered to him as he led her outside, toward the bonfire pit that was glowing with red hot embers. 


  	“Why would you care?”


  	“Maybe I don’t. Maybe I’m just curious.”


  	“Then you don’t need to know,” he said flatly.


  	She trotted along beside him, jewels gleaming, dangling from her flesh. They were not yet attached with the chains Jacob recommended. She assumed that would happen tonight—even though it was never safe to assume anything about Gable’s world. It was apt to change in an instant. The man was easily diverted, probably the only constant she had come to trust during her short time in his house. 


  	“But I want to know?” she tried being a little more in character, a little more meek. He would expect that. 


  	“I was offered a job not too far from here after I left the ranch, and it seemed to be as good a place as any to start over.”


  	“What kind of job?”


  	“You’re way too nosy.” They’d reached the bonfire, and there was business to be done.


  	“Okay, then, just one more question?” She looked at him with flirting eyes.


  	“What’s that?” He had a hard time rejecting the desire in him. 


  	“Did it have anything to do with me?”


  	“My being here?” He shrugged as if he didn’t care. “No and yes. If it weren’t for the job, I’d be somewhere else, and you’d be forgotten.”


  	She didn’t have time for another question. Jacob stuffed a piece of old driftwood between her teeth to shut her up—it would come in handy later. Then he staked her to a wooden frame—four posts, two on either side of her, one in front and one at her rear. Her arms were stretched overhead, her feet spread wide, leaving her body free to move between the hefty poles beside her—though only as free as the connecting chains allowed. One was drawn through her clit ring and attached to the pole in front. Another was attached to the waist ring and fixed to the pole behind. Others were attached to her nipples rings and drawn out high, thrown over cross pieces of the frame above. From the ends of those, Jacob dangled weights to intensify the stretch, making her breasts ache. The last chain was threaded through her nose ring, and, like a bull, bound on either side of her to the wooden posts. Any real movement in one place affected her entire body. But what was worse was seeing Jacob at the fire before her, at a small stone oven, poking the gleaming embers and setting the branding iron inside. 


  	By then, Gable and his bevy of dutiful believers trotting in behind him, watched, titillated, as the man approached his property to finalize the decorations. 


  	“Look at me, Evie,” the man said, as he stood before her. “Don’t take your eyes from me. He held her at the waist, unnecessarily, but for him it was a way of bonding with her. “Don’t flinch, keep steady, and it will all be over in a second.”


  	“Yes, sir,” she quietly answered. Her body was swimming with expectation, lust overcoming her fear enough to have her cunt riled and horny. She followed the order, staring at the critical expression of her master, knowing it would be best to relax. Pain passes more quickly through a body at peace, someone told her once, but she didn’t remember who offered the wise advice.


  	Even with her gaze fixed on Gable, she could sense Jacob taking the branding iron from the oven. The metal was molten and would need only the few seconds between the exposure to the  air and impact to cool. 


  	“Mmmeeeeeeeeeeeawww!” A stifled scream, bellowing from her gut, hit the air like a clap of thunder, with force as much as sound. She bit down on the wooden gag, while her head fell back, jerking the nose ring, which made her head then snap back upright. Her breathing became labored as her seared flesh ached, then her body attempted to slump, but the weights and chains called her back in position. 


  	“Oh, ‘ease, sir,” a muffled whimper escaped over the gag.


  	“You’re all right Evie, all right.” He stroked her face, her cheek, her breasts, admiring every piece of her, and the willingness that brought her to the immediate moment. “In the morning your ass will be tattooed with the matching insignia of the house, and your adornment will be finished—that is,” he smiled, “unless I decide on something else later.” He thought for a moment, his mind spinning another yarn. “I could have your entire body tattooed, or shave that messy hair of yours.” He ran his fingers through her blonde curls. We’ll just have to see, won’t we?” He turned to the cowboy. “It looks okay?”


  	“I don’t miss, Gable. She’s labeled yours.”


  	Gable smiled and looked for himself. A simple ‘G’ had been imprinted on her left ass cheek, now looking like an angry wound. In time, it would become a silvery mark embedded in her flesh as if it had been there at birth. 


  	One by one, the guests that wanted her, had her, taking turns playing with her riled pussy, and then actually fucking her after she was released from the from the wooden frame. They flopped her over a rickety wood sawhorse and came at her from behind, grabbing her hair, teasing, fucking, coming. 


  Jacob sat back he entire time watching, occasionally whispering something to the others in the audience. He didn’t even try to have her himself.


  	Afterwards, Evie slept beside Gable’s bed. Despite her discomfort, she fell asleep with little effort. That day had been too long, the night even more endless, unrelenting, and by the time she could set her head on the pillow at dawn, she was too exhausted to care where she was. 


  The following day, Evie was tattooed with a simple symbol of Gable’s design:


  G


  The chains connecting her piercings were then installed according to Jacob’s proposal, though he didn’t bother to watch; he was packing to leave. 


  ***


  Evie and Jacob met in the hall later that afternoon. She’d raised herself from a drowsy nap, filled with unexplained anxiety. Being left unbound, she took immediate advantage of her freedom and dashed from her room to the parlor, where Gable was giving instructions on rope dressing to a small audience. 


  	“What is it, dear? I thought I told you to rest.”


  	“I couldn’t,” she answered, trying not to sound upset. What could she say to him that wouldn’t displease him? He was not the man on her mind. She tried settling herself, and smiled coyly—in a way that tickled the man’s cock and put a smile on his face. “But I think I’ll try again.” She bowed her head and backed out of the room into the foyer. 


  	Turning around she saw Jacob by the door. A knapsack was flung over his shoulders; he was walking out. She stared at his boots, remembering how dusty they had been at the bonfire. They gleamed now.


  	“Someone must have polished them for you,” she said, the words popping out of her mouth without any reason. 


  	“Yes. Margery. Did a good job.” 


  The instant he answered, Evie was certain they fucked. She could see it in his eyes when he spoke the girl’s name. 


  	“She looks pretty wimpy to me.”


  	“Ah, but she’s a hellion in bed, you get her in the mood, she can take it for hours.”


  	Evie didn’t want to know what her competition could ‘take’—a fucking or a beating. He’d likely done both. “Sure. So can I, so can any decent slave.”


  	“But, it’s always been an act for you, hasn’t it?” he moved in on her, while taking a moment to look at her newly installed chains, which connected her rings—although the chain to her nose had been left on the bedside in one of Gable’s kinder gestures. 


  	“What else would it be?” she answered him. 


  	“Some of the girls want to be here, girls like Margery. And some even walked through the door of their own free will, no one has to chain them to their bed at night.”


  	“I wasn’t given the chance to make a choice, remember?”


  	“But it is your true calling, and that’s what makes you so appealing, Evie. You tell me you don’t love what you feel, you don’t love the attention, you don’t relish every minute of your captivity—the beatings, the bondage, the pain, the sex, and I’ll say you’re lying. You hardly even fight. If you’d hated it so much, you would have a found a way out by now—and there are always ways of slipping out back doors and getting lost in the shuffle. You’re too smart not to figure it out.” He ran his hand along her body, admiring the handiwork. “It looks good.” He bent down and kissed her lips then backed off. “Have good life, anonymous Evie. Maybe eventually you’ll enjoy yourself.”


  	“And what the hell does that mean?” Her bright, beautiful eyes were gleaming and afraid. 


  	“I’m gone, heading out.”


  	“Heading where? I thought you got a job here.”


  	“A better one turned up, just outside of , another ranch.”


  	“Training again?”


  	“Just horses. I’m done with human ponies.”


  	“Done with human ponies and girls like me?”


  	“Well, let’s just say I’m done with the men who want to train them.”


  	“Aren’t you denying yourself? Huh?” she cocked her head, her lips forming a sassy pout. She wanted another kiss. “You’re a sadist, Jacob. No on this planet knows that more than me. If I can’t hide from myself, you can’t hide who you are either.”


  	He shrugged. He smirked, he eyed her with slutty green eyes, and chuckled to himself. 


  	“Have fun, Evie. And don’t worry about me. There are always more where you came from; that’s one thing I can trust. When I’m ready, I know where I can get one worth having. You take care. Gable will piss you off a lot, but I’m sure he’s exactly what you need.”


  ***


  Gable saw her as the consummate slave, the perfect embodiment of his ideal. One minute, he was in awe of her, the next as calculating as the devil, devising ways to abuse, punish, and display her for the constant traffic of interested friends, masters and sadistic fellows who came to his house. 


  	She learned to take his punishments with ease, although they were generally much lighter than what she was used to, much easier than the beatings she received at the detention center or the ranch. His preference seemed to be for humiliation, over out-right physical abuse. Any act of dominion was so much better with an audience. He loved the fanfare, anytime he could show her off. He did screw her when his reserve of sexual energy got to be too much for him to take. But they were fairly ordinary fuck-and-sucks, and surprisingly didn’t happen as often as she was fucked by the men he gave her to.  The power was his aphrodisiac.


  One night, out of a sound sleep, Gable popped out of bed with a plan intact, something so genius he was sorry it hadn’t come to him years before. Think of all the fun he’d missed! 


  	But he wasted no time implementing his idea the next weekend. The games could begin  once Evie’s piercings, the brand and tattoo were reasonably healed. It could be a game for any of his slaves, but it was only Evie he saw in his imagination. 


  When Gable was ready, Evie was ready, and the February night was perfect for his plans. Warm for that time of year. Not a cloud in a black and starry sky, and just a sliver of a moon. Too bad it wasn’t full—that would be an appropriate time, too. But this one was as good any. 


  	On three sides of the house there were acres of unspoiled woods, a teaming wilderness: wildlife, tall trees, short and squat ones, ferns, brush, a woody undergrowth with few traveled paths. A territory big enough to get lost inside in the dark of night: frightening by day, terrifying after dusk settled inside the shadows. 


  	His dogs were ready, eager cinnamon-colored hounds, who had only rare opportunity for a really good chase. It wouldn’t take much to have them jumping and tugging at their leashes, ready to find a prey that would be running away, darting, haphazardly making a way through the unknown woods, scared stumbling, looking for freedom, but suspecting rightly that it was too far from their reach to ever find. 


  	That was the promise—freedom.


  	“All you need to do, dear, is make your way from here to the safety zone. You manage that, you’re free to go.”


  	Freedom? Evie didn’t believe him. “How will I know it’s the safety zone?”


  	“You don’t,” he smiled. “But there is one.”


  	“And if I don’t get there?”


  	“That’s the game. My hounds will follow you into the woods, seeking your scent. When they find you—if they find you—you’ll be cornered and have to wait until I come to your rescue. Trust me, they won’t hurt you, but they might give you a decent scare. Don’t do anything rash. They are trained to hunt and trained to track, and trained to keep you where they find you.” 


  	As he spoke, the three hounds were being leg on leashes from the kennel, moving rapidly toward them. Evie gulped nervously, staring around at the usual crowd that had gathered, biting her lip again. It was nearly bleeding from the effort. Gable pressed a cloth between her legs, gathering the scent he needed. 


  	“There are boundaries to my property. You and my hounds are wearing collars which will give an electrical shock should you approach the underground wire. Don’t worry, it’s just a reminder, maybe not a pleasant one, but it won’t hurt you. If it knocks you to the ground, get up and take off in another direction. Easy enough?”


  	She shook her head, yes, then closed her eyes and took a deep breath. 


  	“Run, girl, I’ll give you a ten minute head start and then set them loose… And I want a game of it. You don’t get beyond the first post, I’ll stake you to a tree for the night and you’ll wish you played a whole lot harder. Now run, get going.” He shoved her with a stick. “Go!” 


  	She looked back, tears forming in her unhappy eyes. She could see the jumping hounds, hear their bark, wonder what they’d do to her. “Go!” Gable shouted again after her. She turned about, heading into the trees at a run as fast as she could go, thinking freedom, even though she didn’t believe it for a minute. Meanwhile, Gable have his dogs a whiff of the cloth perfumed with the rich scent of her moist crotch. 


  	From her first barefoot step into the rough terrain, Evie’s feet hurt. She stumbled twice, picked back up and tried vainly to find a trail. Eventually giving up, she pushed her body through the bracken and trees, ignoring the pain, the bruised feet, her scratched body. He said he’d wait ten minutes, but it couldn’t have been nearly that long before she heard the yapping sound of the dogs again, gaining on her rapidly. She had to make it to the first marker. How would she know where it was? Uncertain, she moved on into the darkness, into the trees, running, sacred. Afraid she’d never reach anything, the marker, the safety zone… nothing but terror appeared before her eyes. 


  	She could sense them gaining on her, even when she didn’t hear their yapping. Soon it was just their heavy breathing, the heavy panting. She tried to pick up speed only to get trapped inside a thicket of brambles. Pulling out was even worse. Turning to her left to go around it, one of the dogs was on her. She turned the other way, running toward the heavy breathing. What else could she do? She escaped, skirting around out of the thickest part of the woods, into a more meadowy landscape, able to run full speed on her torn feet. The stars and the sliver of moon gave her the first real light to navigate by. She took off, forgetting how she hurt. 


  	But the easier path was easier on the dogs as well. By the time she entered woods again, they were at her heels. Then she hesitated an instant too long. The three surrounded her, sniffing her, enjoying the scent they’d followed for their conquest. Any way she tried to turn, the three filled in the gap and her flight was altered. She dodged them with no success as long frustrating minutes of dread kept her scared heart beating in her chest. She could feel them coming for with tongues agape, whining one minute, and intensely fierce the next, as if she were the their next meal, which they would not let get away.


  	Soon there was the sound of a motor, a car, the sound of a whistle and dogs backed off. Gable strode out of the woods, with several men on either side of her, all as eager as excited as the hounds. 


  	“Very good for a first time, Evie.” Her master inspected her body, deciding the cuts from the scratchy bramble had hardly marred the skin. They’d heal in a day or two. And her feet, a little bloody in one spot would be good as new in short time. For this rare exhilaration, it was worth a little of her pain, her streaked and bruised skin. 


  The scenario was played weekly. Sometimes Margery, Janice or Georgie joined her, and the instructions were changed: the dogs were left in their kennels, and the slaves were set off at different times. They had to find each other in order to avert a punishment. If they failed in the appointed time, each were strung up to trees and flogged, occasionally bound for an hour or two, left to feel the darkness and the strangeness as the forest close in around them. Once Evie and Janice where strung upside down by their feet and left to dangle. The aloneness never failed to terrify. 


  	Then there were wagers… Gable’s friends bidding on slaves like they were horses. Given a common goal, the first one to get to the acknowledged spot would win for their master a session with any slave he chose. Evie was a frequent choice. The sessions that followed were conducted in the woods, gagged, blindfolded, bound… like hunters capturing prey, Huns raping their conquests, madmen escaping with their prize to relish the triumph as they rammed their cocks down a choking throat, or into the ass or pussy of the vanquished maid.


  	Some nights the events took on the guise of orgies. Who won, who lost wasn’t readily apparent. The rules were fuzzy, not clearly defined for anyone. Gable allowed what he wanted and denied what he chose to deny. Winning masters created the scenes, combining the spent bodies of their slaves in new entertainment to please their eye. Slaves danced before bonfires, required to tease the masters until everyone was ready for sex. 


  	“That’s it, Evie, dance for us,” Gable reached her body with the snap of single tail whip… cornering her against a thick bramble she’d never get beyond. She jerked, spun around, and tried to dodge the next strike, but no matter how she tried to avert the aim, there was another strike, another master joining the play, brandishing his wily whip and marking her, as if she hadn’t already been marked enough. 


  	“Please,” she finally wilted on the ground, exhausted.


  	“Get up!” Gable shouted. He laid a hard crack on her back and snapped her to her feet. “Grab the tree limb,” he ordered. 


  	She gazed toward the unreachable sky, seeing the low branch hanging down. Hanging on to the thick bark, her hands barely able to get around the thing, she took the steady assault of punishment, whips and crops and slick tender branches coming at her from all sides. Still jumping back and forth, she played their victim. “Ouch! Ow. Please!” She jumped on tiptoe to get away—which was impossible—screeching each time. Chains attached to her body chains, yanked and pulled made her look like a frustrated puppet, mindlessly out of control. “Stop!” she cried. 


  	Thwack! The sound of a whip cracked in the woods made her cringe in fear. 


  	“What kind of slave are you?” Gable snapped. “Crying out like some wussy princess! Shape up, slut!” Evie quieted quickly, swallowing a thousand words of protest in languages no one would recognize. His game went on for thirty minutes of grief, until even he was too tired to keep on. Then she was on her knees, with a line up of cocks to serve with her mouth. They splashed their come all over her face, inside her mouth, down her cheeks. The beauty of her submission was no more apparent than at these moments of utter surrender. By then, the slut was in a trance of her own, grabbing for cocks, slurping precome from the tiny apertures as she licked the stalks and took them down her throat, as eager as her rapists, proving that she wasn’t being raped at all. Everything that her trainer said of her must be true. Her own crotch ached to be fucked—always the final result of these scenes, whether in private with Gable between her legs like a sex-starved teenager, or a half dozen men in a round until they were all spent. 


  Exhaustion followed Gable’s slaves into the days after their runs in the woods—especially Evie, who never seemed to have a reprieve from the weekly, sometime biweekly soirees. She hardly had a chance to heal from one before she was running from dogs, running from masters, running, running, running towards something she was seeking, but could never grasp. The goals were always beyond her reach. Only once was she zapped by the perimeter fence. The shock threw her to the ground, but she picked herself back up, thinking she might have found freedom, only to face capture seconds later.


  	Gable was at his height of ecstasy. The soirees were becoming famous in his secretive world, and he had to limit attendance, which made the invitations to the festivities almost sacred. He was a man obsessed, obsessed with the miracle of a slave girl, who hated the theatre and yet performed better than anyone on the stage. His obsession drove him on to test her again and again in the field, to drive her toward that place where seeing her face at the moment of complete surrender was utter bliss. 


  The night he blindfolded Evie, he used her as the lone bait in a scheme he’d thought of a number of times, but only then had the guts to try. For him, these games had become a singular path with an end that was as mysterious as the final goal was to Evie herself. 


  	He moved forward with an urgency that took strange and risky turns. But it was the risks, the theatre, the potential for disaster—and ultimate triumph—that kept him going.


  In turn, Evie was afraid of the images that appeared in her brain, that came there unbidden, but relentless, insisting, demanding her attention. She would scream back at them, No! But they were bound to materialize despite her denials. After a while, she came to accept them, to let herself be aroused by them… could it possibly be true that she’d found her true master, the one she was destined to belong to since those first days of imprisonment in her homeland? 


  	Something about him answered her questions, wagging a red flag before her face. She refused to believe so long, and it was such a strain to deny him, that it was finally a relief allowing herself to dive in and be swept away by the absurd thoughts. And why not? There was no other fate she could imagine but this one, this real, present, tangible, touchable, obvious fate. Did she belong to Gable—not just as his purchased property, but as his true slave? Was this what her body, mind and soul were trying to tell her? Perhaps a hundred times she’d considered the question, only to shake it off. But she felt sure of the answer long before he slipped the blindfold over her face. 


  	“A little more challenge that usual,” he told her.


  	Her heart beat excitedly, as her loins were beginning to burn for him, the finale, the end. She was prepared to accept. Prepared, at least for something remarkable. 


  	This was another of many wagers, though this was one of the secretive ones… it was not the first… knowledge of it was shared between the contestants alone, not with their prey in the woods. Gable was wagering his fate, at the same time wagering his Evie, his favorite prize, his favorite toy. Nothing in his world could be more thrilling than the fear of loss, mixed with the promise of triumph. The game set. The participants understood… all but Evie, who was in the dark on this full moon night. 


  	Her eyes blinded, she was spun in place, from a starting point already deep in the woods, and then pushed forward, urged with sticks, forced to run even though she had no idea where she was going. She bumped into trees, got lost in the mire, had no bearings at all, until she finally put her hands in front of her and used them to guide her. She moved on into the silent jungle of trees, slipping between saplings and larger ones, performing by inner sense as much as outward touch. She smelled familiar scents, reaching back months in time and they drew her forward. All the while, she was sure that just behind her were footsteps, someone trailing her close, but never revealing his identity, even his presence in any tangible way.


  	Suddenly, she was in the midst of a clearing. The closeness of the trees had faded away and she could feel the open like a free woman. But the sensation lasted only an instant—an infinite moment when she believed she’d won. 


  	But then she was captured, dragged to a tree by several pairs of hands and tied there, facing out. Her arms were raised above her head where her wrists were tied to branches. Other ropes bound her ankles at the base of the tree, while a spider web of smaller ropes were threaded through her body chains and rings and anchored to the ground and bark. She was immobilized. 


  	“The game’s over and you’ve got your master now, Evie,” she heard the surprising sound of Tim’s husky, dykish voice in front of her. “Better enjoy him, because he’ll certainly be enjoying you.” He snapped one of the ropes across her chest to make sure it was tight. It zapped her nipple ring and she couldn’t help but wince. 


  	The commotion around her stopped in seconds. Perhaps there was the sound of retreating steps, but she couldn’t be sure if her ears were deceiving her. It was so quiet, she wondered if she’d been left alone. 


  	And then his hand… reaching out to her from the nothingness, tugging a little here and there, playfully flicking the sensitive spots, like her nipples, her labia, her clit. It was a familiar hand, and at her crotch, it began a more earnest play, thrumming her wet sex. She wanted to come. She was about to burst. The hand was warm, doing everything it needed to do to have her at the edge, moaning, her head tossing back and forth. “Ah! Ah, yes, yes, yes, yes…” she cried and cried again, swimming in pleasure, body spasms rocketing through her. “Ah, yesssssssssss.”


  	She came and came again, then she slumped inside the tight ropes as much as she was able, but it was not an easy relief. The constraints were merciless. If only he’d unbind her now. 


  	As if answering her silent prayer, the unseen hands began to work, slowly, methodically releasing her. This was not like anything she’d experienced before. Every nerve in her body was engaged, and as the ropes were carefully pulled over that aroused skin, they tripped another wave of orgasm, and then another, until she was finally free, falling forward in the warm hands that caught her fall. 


  	The sudden swell of emotion seemed as real and genuine as anything she’d ever felt. Her words followed. “Oh, God, I am yours. I can’t deny it, I’m sorry if I ever did.” 


  	“Easy,” he spoke, as he helped her sink to the ground, her body feeling helpless inside an adoring embrace.  


  	…But something was very wrong. The picture in her brain didn’t match the voice at her side, or the hands that held her, or the smell of his body, something familiar but unexpected.


  	“Please tell me who you are,” she gasped, confused, knowing she’d been tricked, tricked again. Should she be surprised?


  	The blindfold lifted, Evie had her answer… shocked and more bewildered than ever. 


  	“Why are you here?” she asked him. It was Jacob, Jacob holding her… she could remember their last conversation but that seemed like eons ago. 


  	“I told you… when I’m ready, I knew where to get the one I want. I decided I was ready.”


  	She shook her head in disbelief, unsure what to feel. The last weeks had been a dream, leading to an ending, working toward a climax that seemed as entrenched in her soul as it was in reality. She’d seen the picture, she knew how this was supposed to play out, and her insides has finally agreed. “But I’m not ready for you,” she gasped. “You’re not the one I expected.” 


  	“I’m sure I’m not,” he answered without being disturbed, “but I am the one who owns you now. It’s not a take it or leave it proposition. Besides, it’s written on your cute behind. Eventually you’ll get used to me—and your freedom.”


  	“But I was sure that Gable… I was ready for Gable. How could he?” she swam in a fog of disbelief and wonder.


  	“Gable sacrificed you to the game, and lost.”


  	She couldn’t even grasp that this was possible. 


  	“But…?”


  	“Yes. He gave you up. The only thing he loves more than you is his own hype—he’s probably jacking off right now.”


  	Strangely this made sense, in a very perverted sort of way. Yes, it made perfect sense… Gable and his infinite games. Another rule broken. 


  	“Don’t worry about him, Evie, he’ll have another perfect slave inside of a week—you’re not all that hard to find, at least not in his eyes. You’ll be no more than a memory he’ll forget as soon as he has his dick in another more surrendering woman.” 


  	He was so sure, but probably right. That fact might have twisted in her gut a little—she’d become used to being adored… or was it used to being the center of attention? That she didn’t mind. But there was nothing right or real about the affection her master had had for her. It had been as shallow as his heart. Silly, she thought, the first time he spun one his of his ridiculous yarns about her. 


  	But what would her world be like now? 


  	Jacob pulled her to her feet, and threw a blanket over her body. Only then did she realize how much the night had chilled her. How strange it felt to have the warmth of something akin to clothes around her shoulders. It must have been months since she felt that human.


  ***


  “And how did you finally decide when to come for me?” she asked as they were in the truck, taking a back road out of Gable wilderness.


  	“Oh, I was lying on my cot at the ranch… the  one, just after I fucked you in old man’s library. I decided what I wanted. I just needed to find a place to take you. And then it all opened up like that great big sky above us,” he looked toward the stars and the full round lover’s moon. “Hope you’re pleased because I sure am.”


  	They rode for a time inside a comfortable silence. Evie had no idea where she was going, but then that was not unusual for her. And this time the change was something she could almost anticipate with some excitement.


  	“I suppose I never told you my last name?” Jacob eventually broke through the quiet of her thoughts. 


  	“No,” she agreed.


  	“Garrett.”


  	“Garrett,” she repeated. 


  	“Yep. Sort of goes with your body marks, huh?” He smiled. 


  	Evie laughed. “Suppose so, or maybe it could just stand for ‘girl.’”


  	“That works, too,” he agreed, as he headed out of , West to , North to . 


  




  
The Girl


  I don’t know who I am, and what I want to be. I live with Gable’s piercings because I may want to keep them. The tattoo and the brand, I can’t get rid of, so I guess I’ve a piece of his world as a part of me for the rest of my life. A guy named Garrett to match the ‘G’ on my ass?  I guess that works as well as ‘Gable’. 


  	I’m ‘foot-loose’ they say, with Jacob, big wide open roads before me… mountains to the left and right, the sun my amulet in the paradise blue sky. I’ve got to admit, I ended up just fine. Jacob was the only one I wanted. Of all the men who made me theirs, I was never his to have. He never was the seller, the buyer or my master. But he was the one who bothered to care. That counts for something, I think. And the way his body warms me at night, that counts for something, too. And his eyes, the sexy swagger, the red hot steely buns. My pussy gets all sloshy just saying all that. I’m not sure I can live without the extremes, even the pain. I miss it after a few days of plain sex. Thank goodness Jacob has no problem beating me, or telling me off, or putting me in bondage for being a brat. He is as sadistic as ever and will use me at will to satisfy that urge. I don’t complain. 


  	I will let this one ride for awhile, perhaps until I get used to being free. He says I have my freedom. But maybe I don’t want to be free. That would be okay, too. After all, there is a ‘G’ perfectly formed on my ass—in fact two, the brand and the tattoo. They mean I’m a slave, I have to belong to someone. I got used to all the others, I’m sure I’ll get used to this one, too. 


  	The past seems like a fuzzy dream to me now, and my future is even more cloudy. But the present? That is obvious, transparent as a fresh-washed pane of glass, clear as rain-cleansed air. It’s Jacob and me, anonymous me. 
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