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  Chapter One


  Her Naughty Secret


  


  No one would believe what happened that summer in the Forrest’s barn or that Andie Forrest could be the center of anyone’s life for those three long and languid months. When the trio of young libertines insinuated themselves into her private pastimes, they opened up a world of secret sexuality none of them understood, though none was willing to shun. On the surface, Andie seemed the most unlikely girl to engage in freakish erotic activity, but then, she was slightly odd. Everyone knew that, although no one dared say so.


  Andie Forrest’s exterior demeanor was shy, prim, and blatantly unassuming. Throughout her four years of high school she went about, carrying a mountain of thick textbooks in her arms, while tucking her head down to avoid the eyes of her classmates. She stuttered over words when asked to speak, and shrunk back in the corners of classrooms, allowing her thick, unmanageable hair to fall over her face. Hidden away, no one noticed her; she hoped. Except Harper Montgomery, who sometime during freshman year took it upon herself to comb Andie’s shoulder-length tangle of ash-blonde hair into soft curls, just so she could peer into the wide dark eyes that Andie hid.


  “There,” she said with some satisfaction, smiling. “You’d be a whole lot prettier if you just let people see you!” Because Harper said that, it had to be true. She spoke with authority and no one doubted her. The tall auburn-haired beauty was destined to be Snow Princess, Prom Queen, Girl’s Soccer MVP and academically at the top of her class from freshman Honor’s Circle to her valedictory address at graduation. She nabbed a scholarship to Yale without breaking a sweat. While the rest of her world looked on in awe, Harper took the world by storm, expecting success and getting it, knowing that she could have everything she dreamed of just by dreaming it.


  As confident as she was, Harper was not stuck-up and haughtily remote as some overachievers are. In fact, she was Andie Forrest’s savior, willing to stoop beneath her station in a gracious act of goodwill that would forever alter Andie’s luckless life. The fact that the slightly backwards farm girl was treated with respect in school rather than scoffed at behind her back was due to Harper’s cloak of protection.


  “Andie may be shy, but she’s the smartest person on this planet.”


  Harper’s pronouncements oozed from her tongue, delivered like honey dripping off a silver spoon, while her green eyes snapped with conviction. No one doubted her; no one crossed her; no one had the guts to confront her.


  In the face of Harper’s bold compliments, Andie would manage a half smile—looking just a little bit pleased, then bashfully draw her lips in and lick them nervously because she was so uncomfortable with the attention. She never understood why Harper picked her as a friend…that they were intellectual equals never crossed her mind. Of the one hundred twenty-five students in their class, Harper and Andie were the girls with the brains. It didn’t matter to Harper that the orphaned Andie wore the same dress three days in a row, or rode to school in her grandpa’s dusty truck and ate lunch out of a brown paper sack. She could think. She could banter about Roman history, chemical equations and microbiology at the same rate of speed as Harper’s razor-sharp mind, which made Andie Forrest Harper’s intellectual equal. That mattered to Harper, and what mattered to Harper was noticed by everyone else in their class…in particular, Zooey French.


  A blowsy blonde with a mass of natural curls as untamed as Andie’s long ones, Zooey was the pair’s funky foil. While she was a good inch shorter than Andie’s five-foot-six frame, Zooey always seemed enormously bigger. She exuded abundance: abundant breasts—better than D size—abundant hips, abundant vitality, charm and easy wit. She didn’t have her friends’ intellect, and didn’t even try to keep up with their erudite repartee, but she was loyally in their corner, smoothing over dicey moments with a ready quip when Harper was a little too abrupt in her judgments, or her syrupy tongue turned bitter, or when the self-conscious Andie was nearly in tears.


  The three girls were different as night and day in outward appearance and temperament.


  Zooey was happily uncontained with her bounteous body and effervescent charm, while Harper was as contained and perfectly formed as a model in a magazine—hair, eyes, lips, chest size, trim waist and long muscular legs all in proper proportion.


  In contrast to them both, Andie’s body was average, unspectacular…all the right features appropriately placed, B-sized breasts, a slim waist and nicely rounded hips. At the same time, she was innately awkward as if she felt out of place inside her own skin.


  For reasons only Harper understood, Andie Forrest was her chosen best friend. The cattier girls would say she didn’t want the competition of a prettier, more popular girl, and that might be true, but there was also a genuine affection in her adoption of the gawky farm girl. As for Zooey, she latched on to the Harper and Andie as if she belonged with them, turning the twosome into a trio, whether they liked the fact or not.


  While the three young adolescents seemed to be unlikely companions, by the end of sophomore year, they were as sure of each other’s fidelity as sisters. Even Harper accepted the need for Zooey in her world at County High School, knowing intuitively that three were better than two.


  Although inseparable at school, when the school day was over, they parted going in different directions. Andie and Harper studied—usually on their own—while Zooey played with boys two years ahead of her in grade. She was sexually precocious, a fact that everyone accepted and no one judged. Sex would get her as far as Harper’s self-assurance, and where Andie’s lack of confidence barred her.


  


  After four years of high school, graduation came and went in a blur of emotion. Harper went to the final parties with her boyfriend, Billy Mercer, who had graduated two years before, while Zooey went with Junior Brinkman—an ox of a man five years her senior—best fuck she’d had so far, she said with a mischievous grin to anyone who’d listen.


  But no amount of urging, cajoling or prodding could get Andie to step out of her grandfather’s farmhouse that night.


  “I’m not going and nothing you can say will change my mind!” she adamantly declared when Harper confronted her on the farmhouse steps. There was such grit in Andie’s dark eyes that the usually cool Harper was noticeably rattled. She softened, as Zooey might have had she been there.


  “Hon, you know how much we’re going to miss you.”


  “No, you won’t. You and Zooey will be with the guys and I’ll be bored on the sidelines. I’m not going,” she repeated flatly. She turned to walk back in the house, leaving Harper speechless.


  


  With graduation, their high school world came to an abrupt halt. For days after, life seemed at a standstill. No one knew exactly what to do with their time as a three-month stretch of lazy days extended before them. This summer came upon them unprepared for and without purpose.


  In the mornings, Harper went to her father’s newspaper office and edited copy for the next edition. She was quickly bored with columns about farm futures, square dances and 4-H competitions—all insufferable small town trivia in the mind of a young woman who vowed she would someday be editor-in-chief of a big city paper such as the New York Times or the Washington Post.


  Zooey was equally as unengaged with her newfound freedom. She figured that after a week or so of summer vacation, she’d finally mosey down to the diner and waitress at the ice cream counter, but she was in no hurry to get started. Life moved in slow motion and fucking Junior seemed like more fun than work. Even that, however, was getting a little tiring after her first few days of uninterrupted sexual activity. Sure, Junior’s dick was the biggest in the county, but he had little expertise in making love. Zooey wasn’t exactly looking for love, but she was yearning for something more than Junior was giving her, even though she couldn’t quite put her finger on what that something was.


  Life for Andie was hardly different from what it was before school let out. Just like every other summer, she stayed home and worked the farm with her grandfather. His most recent fall played havoc with his aging bones and joints, making most of his chores too difficult for him to try. He could climb up on a tractor and plow a field, but could hardly walk, even with his cane. While his hired help, Rip, tended to the things that Andie couldn’t handle, he was only part-time and Andie was needed to handle the rest. She’d be exhausted by the time the season ended.


  In the late afternoon after Rip left for his factory job, her grandfather would hobble to the second floor of the house, the thump, thump, thump of his cane on the stairs, the first indication of his plans. He’d lie down for a long nap, which was Andie’s cue to sit down and rest. She sat in the swing at the far end of the porch where the trumpet vine and wisteria tangled together in an intricate, arcane pattern, surrounding her in a cocoon where she could vanish for an hour. She listened to the sound of the rusting chain as it creaked with even a subtle movement, and every day vowed to oil the hook so she could swing silently.


  The air seemed to stir with uncommon intensity at that hour. Not the air that rustled the leaves in the maples above, but the air that tickled her between her thighs and made her tummy grow warm. She would press her hand to her jeans and rock against it, wondering, why now? Weren’t these feeling meant for the nighttime hours in the safety of her bed?


  The feelings strengthened as each minute passed, as the sound of her grandfather’s snoring floated down from the open window above, as the air grew thick with heat and moisture, as she languidly brushed the hair off her face and sighed. She would feel the heat on her brow and the moisture gather high between her thighs, then she’d rub her legs together with the subtle friction scratching the private nub she played with late at night.


  Then, as if compelled by a force outside her, she would rise from the creaky swing and make her way across the yard to the barn. Looking over her shoulder, she furtively scanned the hazy landscape for potential interruptions into the private moment, then feeling safe, slip into the barn, sliding the door behind her with a heavy clang. Andie normally moved into a far corner of the barn where she’d stored several important items under loose floorboards. The most important was the bundle of switches she tied together with a length of leather cord. The day she cut them from the vines and scrub trees behind the barn, she was panting with desire by the time she made the perfect implement of punishment. Back inside the barn, she slipped out of her jeans and T-shirt. Wearing just her bra and panties, she leaned into a thick pillar and spread her legs to either side of it, and like a nun doing penance, she reached back and beat herself with the bundle of lean sticks as best as she could, awkwardly, but effectively, reaching her thighs, her ass and her back. She sting was heaven to her horny body, showering her skin with sensation, better than the touch of hands.


  Her mind flooded with crude pictures of herself beaten in rough, cold dungeons, or against tree trunks or even in fancy manicured gardens with genteel folk looking on in amusement. After five or six minutes of self-flagellation, the enormity of her desire became acute, centering on that potent spot between her legs. She rubbed her pubis frantically against the wood, hastening toward an end.


  She was about to explode into orgasm, but there was one last step, one last indignity before she allowed herself the pleasure.


  She dropped the switches and quickly pulled her panties down so she could rub her bare pubis against the wood. Opening her labia wide, she pressed herself to the hard surface, then grabbed on with her hands, fucking the wood to that final moment of climax, when she fell into the thing as if she would fall into a lover’s arms. Gasping for breath, she quickly appraised the innocuous world around her with a feeling of intense shame. After blushing with embarrassment to the empty barn, to the rooster perched in the rafters and the field mice that scampered in the straw, she hastily dressed, tossed the switches in the hiding place and exited the barn for the house.


  Desire leaped on her like a lightning bolt striking out of a cool blue sky; the moments came and went like a hot brush fire. This was obsession, not a reasonable act or fantasy. She knew it was sexual, but she had no context in which to understand why she hurt herself to find pleasure. If only she were like Zooey fucking Junior, or even Harper with Billy Mercer. If only. She’d think of boys, wanting their attention, but the boys she knew weren’t interested in her, and even if they were, they certainly wouldn’t be interested in her private games in the back of the barn.


  ***


  This particular June day was much like those that had gone before, and Andie’s obsession had not waned for feeding it with regular doses of the harsh switches on her naked body. She could feel her desire transforming as new, more outrageous ideas popped in her mind unbidden. For a second day, she tied herself with rope before she proceeded with the whipping, pulling tight on the hemp that spilt her groin and cut into the depths of her pussy.


  In an audacious move, but one that seemed to require her obedience, she took her position in the shadowy corner of the barn with her back to the door, risking exposure should she fail to hear someone enter. At least the door was closed and anyone opening the heavy thing would likely make enough noise for her to hear. Regardless, she shivered with a naughty new thrill, extrapolating to some day in the future when her fertile mind would demand she leave the barn door wide open and take her chances.


  Feeling reasonably safe for now with the door nearly shut, Andie began whipping herself as she had before, starting with her jeans and bra on, then taking the scene in graduated steps from one act to the next, removing clothes as her fantasy required until they lay in a heap at her feet and she was bare. Her body and brain stretched the minutes, hoping for a long hour of glory enduring the pain, holding off the climax, and enduring more, until she couldn’t avoid the explosion. She struck her back with her homemade instrument of torture, hating the awkward stretch, but demanding it, then removed her jeans and continued snapping her wrist to apply the sting to her bottom and thighs. She pulled her panties off and spread her legs, so that a stray switch would bite the tender flesh deep inside her crevice. If only… if only… her feverish brain brought pictures to mind of those other unseen players who would assist in her torture.


  But never! she swore silently, she could never let anyone see her sexuality so exposed. But that didn’t stop her imagination from dwelling on the fantasy. The more vivid the pictures were, the more she slashed viciously at her backside, driving body and mind to the depths of her private world. Her skin flushed with desire, the atoms in her body flooded with orgasm coming on her in progressive waves. She drifted into the ecstasy, lost as the next wave crescendoed, and then…


  “Oh my god, Andie, what are you doing?”


  From out nowhere, Zooey’s shocked voice woke her from the mesmerizing self-torture. She turned around, quickly scooting behind the post, hiding most of her naked body.


  Zooey’s eyes locked on her as she slowly walked her way. The stunned friend could feel the molecules in the barn dancing like lightning bugs in the tepid air, while the sexual energy in Andie’s steamy eyes seduced her on. The truth was evident, though unspoken, inviting the curious young woman deeper into the shadows where a surprisingly sexy Andie Forrest leaned against the post, panting.


  “You were getting off,” Zooey said in a sultry voice. Realizing the truth, her body altered as she moved forward, fitting into her sexual skin, her breasts, her hips, even her lips taking on the same feral power she put out with the boys she screwed.


  “Please, don’t tell anyone!” Andie cried.


  “Honey, why would I do that?”


  Tears of shame stung in her eyes. “Please go away and let me get dressed.”


  “But I interrupted you and you really should finish….” Zooey’s voice wrapped about her like a slithering snake.


  “Zooey, no!”


  “It’s okay, hon,” she slowly drawled. “I could help, you know.”


  “What do you mean ‘help’?”


  “You kinda like flogging yourself, huh?”


  Andie stood stock still in horror.


  “I’ll bet that whipping yourself is pretty hard to do.”


  Zooey was practically on her.


  “Please leave me be.” Andie bit her lip, every nerve in her body tense as a bowstring.


  But Zooey moved right past her, inspecting the damage while Andie backed away, keeping the post between her and her friend. “My, that is a nasty looking thing,” Zooey said, taking the implement from Andie’s limp fingers. She rapped hard it against her open palm. “Ooo, it stings.”


  “Please…Zooey, no.” Andie closed her eyes as if she could wish reality away with a single blink of the eye.


  “Why don’t you just do what you were doing before? Come my way and grab that post.” Her voice turned deeper, a little rougher, a little more sexual.


  Andie couldn’t move.


  “All right, then,” Zooey responded, moving around the petrified girl. “Just stay where you are and I’ll come for you.” Such determination, as if this were all planned well in advance, even though it couldn’t have been.


  Andie closed her eyes, gritting her teeth. Her entire body clenched in fright, while the inspired Zooey drew back the bundle of switches and brought it forward to land on Andie’s behind with a decisive snap. The shivering girl clenched up tighter still as the stinging blows rained down on her, cutting a swath of red far deeper and more intense than Andie could produce herself. After a dozen firm whacks, her body began to ease into the astounding sensations, writhing as it had before, as pain became her happiness.


  “Oh, my!” Zooey exclaimed, seeing her friend transform from frightened nymph to sultry siren. “You like it on your back, too?” she wondered, as she changed her target to Andie’s upper body and thrashed her there with biting cuts from the brutal bundle of twigs. She listened to the pained groan. “Oh, my yes, you do, girl,” she purred. “Just look at you squirm on that fat post like you would a prick.” Her own body heated with a rare but welcome desire as she watched the amazing exhibition.


  Taking this beating from her friend, shame rose up in Andie from a well deeper than any she had previously tapped. Zooey’s words were like a magic potion, taking her to unearthly places, into the heart of her demented desires. She stretched her hands high above her head, holding them firmly again the post, as if they’d been tied there with rope, while her lower body, her breasts and belly turned writhing into an erotica tango against the hard wood.


  “Do it, girl!” Zooey cheered her on. “Fuck that cunt.”


  Andie obeyed, becoming lost in an unthinking bliss. “Ahhh, ah, ah, ssssssssss.” She hissed and groaned, smashed her face against the rough wood and humped the post with savage fervor, giving her swollen clit a brutal massage.


  “Spread it, baby,” Zooey ordered, domming her submissive friend with surprising ease, as if she instinctually understood what Andie needed. “Open your twat against the wood, girl, and rub it!” she snapped, while delivering a shocking blow to her girlfriend’s scorched behind. “Do it!” The well of her own crude need opened like a spigot bursting wide with a sudden gush of water. She felt a tempest of desire in her pussy with every rude demand she made. “Do it, Andie, open that slutty cunt and show me what a trashy girl you are.”


  The demand was too rousing to deny any longer. Like she’d done on several occasions when she was alone, Andie spread her labia wide with her hands and pressed her cunt to the wood. As her clitoris forcefully smacked the hard surface, the nasty thrill almost made her cum that instant. But it was much too soon. She wanted a harder beating; she hungered for every deep cut Zooey delivered along her shoulders, and the rounds of her scorched ass and the tender places at the base of her buttocks.


  “Oh, oh gawd!” the writhing girl screamed as her lower body flooded with heat and her belly began to cramp with orgasm. “Harder! Beat me harder!” she roared.


  Zooey obliged her.


  Grasping the post with white-knuckled ferocity, she seemed to shake the entire barn down to its creaky seams as the most magnificent orgasm wrestled her body to exhaustion.


  Her legs were too weak to hold her anymore, but before she could slump to the ground, Zooey moved in close behind her and held her upright.


  Good, gawd, she’s naked! Andie realized as the lush blonde with the abundant body pressed her chest and groin into her back and ass. Reaching around Andie’s torso, Zooey grabbed her breasts in a firm grip and shook them. This was the first time anyone had ever touched her so intimately. Her body exploded again in another orgasmic swell of pleasure.


  Driven by her own need to climax, Zooey clung to her friend, fucking her pussy against Andie’s blistered behind without easing up until wracked with spasms, she humped hard in a quick passionate cum. The two then fell to the floor where they landed in a haphazard mess on a bed of prickly straw.


  


  Submerged in the quiet of the tired old barn, the naked pair rested and their breathing finally returned to normal. Zooey swam in and out of consciousness, while Andie awakened more quickly. The stunning truth of the last half hour sent her mind spinning out of control. Exposed, ashamed and defiled, she started to pull away and grab frantically for her clothes.


  Zooey tugged her back down to the straw.


  “You’re going nowhere, honey.”


  “But this is so, so… wrong!” she stuttered.


  “What’s wrong?” Zooey pulled her close. Taking Andie’s face in her hands, she forced her friend to look her in the eye.


  “Zooey, please!” She was about cry again.


  “Don’t!” the blonde shook her finger in her face.


  “But…”


  “Don’t, Andie.” She lightly slapped her cheek. “We didn’t do anything wrong. YOU did nothing wrong.” Zooey understood every thought passing through her scared friend’s mind. She’d known her through four years of fears, understanding only now that this was what she’d hidden from everyone, including her best friends.


  The sting on her cheek gave Andie a strange chill of satisfaction. She always wanted Zooey’s approval and Zooey always gave it—even now, in this awful hour.


  “But you won’t tell anyone?” she said.


  “Why would I tell anyone?”


  “You’ll tell Harper, I know you will.”


  “So what if I do?”


  “Please!”


  “What do you think Harper’s going to do?”


  “I don’t know, but she’ll hate me.”


  “Oh, you are daft, Andie Forrest? Harper loves you. She loved you long before anyone else did. Besides, I don’t want to tell Harper about this anyway. I’d rather have you for myself, all by myself.”


  “Have me?”


  “Why not? You’re a heck of a lot more exciting to me than some guy with a cock.”


  “Zooey!” She blushed a little redder.


  “You’re all pent-up, hon. Just need a little sex and sex between girls is no sin.”


  “I know, I know… I just didn’t plan it that way.”


  “Plan? What did you plan?”


  “I don’t know. It just happens to me. I don’t do this because I want to. I don’t plan it at all. In fact, I wish it would go away. You know the chances I take?”


  “What’s to wish away? You like getting whipped… I can do that,” she snickered. “And you’ll be a whole lot safer if there’s someone else around.”


  That was true.


  “But you won’t tell anyone, please?”


  “Hush, girl,” her voice lowered as her eyes narrowed.


  Andie nodded.


  Zooey plucked a piece of straw from Andie’s hair and sucked on the end. She smiled. “So this is what you do when you want to get off? I mean, thrash yourself and fuck that post?”


  “Most of the time,” Andie replied, bashfully. “Sometimes I tie myself.”


  “Really? Like how?”


  “Like through my cunt…”


  “So it hurts?”


  She bit her lip. “Yeah, so it hurts.”


  Zooey thought about that for a moment, then she suddenly sat up and searched the ground for her clothes. Her eyes were full of fire and fun. The summer had suddenly taken a whole new and unexpected turn, which might make it a decent season after all. To think, their little Andie had so much nastiness inside her.


  “I can’t come tomorrow,” she announced. “Junior and I are going to the water park. But Thursday, how about around four?”


  Andie grimaced. “Zooey, I don’t know.”


  “Of course, you do, silly,” she quipped. “You believe in fate, don’t you? There was a reason why I stumbled on your scene today. Make me part of your obsession, that’s what this is telling you.” She stood up and jerked her T-shirt back in place, the fabric stretching tightly over her large breasts, nipples popping out like bullets from underneath, flesh bouncing with invitation enough to make Andie salivate.


  Zooey tucked her big round behind into her blue denim short-shorts and tugged the zipper up. The bottoms were frayed, and when Zooey bent over you could see the bottoms of her plump ass cheeks peeking from underneath. “Just be ready for me, hon. You’re going to be quite a playtoy.” Her eyes glimmered sexily, the way Andie had seen them do a hundred times when she was coming on to a guy. Was this fate? Didn’t even sound reasonable. Sounded more like Zooey taking advantage of the situation, and she would let her for reasons she wasn’t even sure of.


  ***


  Andie sat in the barn once her grandfather went up for his nap. The day had been stormy, and a hard rain still thundered against the roof. Her peach-colored sundress was open to her breasts and she fanned the air with an old tractor catalog while she waited for Zooey to appear. Her apprehensions were as high as her sexual desire.


  Hoping she could finally throw off her indecent yearnings, she’d done her best to ignore Zooey’s idea over the last forty-eight hours. After all, the idea was out of the question. She planned to call off the ‘date’ once her sassy friend arrived, vowing that her aberration Tuesday afternoon was a fluke, not something she wanted to repeat. Yet, as the afternoon faded toward evening, as the sultry rain turned lusciously erotic, desire crept into her belly and loins, and invaded her thoughts with the same compelling insistence as those many previous occasions. To her dismay, Zooey was very much a part of her imaginings—as the woman who wielded the birches and demanded the deplorable from her submissive lover. The anonymous person inside thoughts was no longer genderless, no longer faceless. How quickly her psyche responded to these new elements of fantasy; her body easily answered the desire with a firm, Amen.


  Instead of standing her ground against the obscene acts, Andie moved with haste toward the barn at four o’clock, knowing that she could expect Zooey any moment. She sat in wait, not knowing what to hope for, while the minutes ticked by and her desire and anxiety rose together, clashing in nightmarish imaginings…What if she changed her mind?…What if, after the fact, Zooey realized what an abhorrent thing they’d done?…What if she never wanted to see her again?…What if she told Harper her secret?…


  She didn’t trust her not to tell Harper. Zooey was impulsive and often thoughtless. A half hour passed. Her mind was in a tizzy; she was about to exit the barn, running in fear when she heard Zooey’s voice and looked up.


  “Hey, Andie.” She stood at the door, all smiles, her blonde hair wet and bedraggled, clinging in ringlets to the side of her face.


  “You did come. I thought you might not.”


  “Yeah, I’m late. Nasty weather.”


  “Been that way all day.”


  The busty blonde wore high-heeled sandals and a blue print dress that was much too short. When she wiggled her ass as she walked forward, she did so with an authoritative saunter that was unashamedly sexy.


  Andie’s body shook with feverish excitement. This was really happening…again…


  Zooey had dropped her purse just inside the barn door, but there was something in her hand—a thin reed maybe two feet long. Seeing that Andie had spotted the thing, she looked at it herself, “Property of Robert.” Robert was Zooey’s brother, who was serving his third year in the Army. This odd item had been the conductor’s baton he’d used as student director of the high school band. Anyone who knew Robert would know what the baton was used for, although it seemed that its previous function was now lost to the fantasy between two girls with hormones flying at full speed, desire ripping at their insides.


  “I remember it,” Andie commented with a slightly horrified expression on her face.


  “Oh, do you?”


  Zooey was close to her now, using the baton to lift Andie’s chin so she could look her subject in the eye. “Bet you’ll remember it even better once today is over.” Her voice was low and pregnant with meaning.


  “Zooey, I was thinking…” Andie started. Her chest was heaving sumptuously, perspiration almost soaking the lightweight peach-colored dress.


  “Don’t think, hon.” The tip of the baton still rested under the trembling chin, Andie’s ash blonde curls quivering as much as the rest of her body.


  “But…”


  Zooey hauled off and gave her a sharp whack across her chest. The fabric of Andie’s dress kept the baton from biting, but the shocking force of the blow made her lean back in fear.


  “You’re waiting for me here. I know what you want. Don’t lie to me, farm girl.” Zooey was in her erotic zone, a dream world alternate reality, which was now knocking at the gates of Andie’s most obsessive fantasies. “Take off your dress. You’re going to be punished for balking, you hear?”


  “Yes, ma’am.” Ma’am. Ma’am, like Andie was her subject. Andie was the older of the two by two months, and she was calling her girlfriend ma’am?


  “That’s right, farm girl, you show me a little respect.”


  Andie didn’t understand why she was compelled to obey, but obey she would. Her breathing deepened as she unbuttoned her sundress to the waist and shrugged it off her shoulders. It dropped to the dusty barn floor, leaving her in bra and panties.


  “Those too,” the blonde ordered, nodding to the mismatched underwear.


  Andie’s frightened eyes looked into Zooey’s hardened ones. They seemed almost crazed, but uniquely alluring. She sloughed off the bra and drew her panties over her hips, feeling an instantaneous tickle of delight between her legs as a draft of cool damp air caressed her pubic mound.


  “Slut!”


  Andie stood up straight.


  “Back into that post,” Mistress Zooey pointed to the support behind her, and she obeyed. “You ever thrash your tits?”


  “No.” Andie shook her head.


  “Well then, this will be a first,” Zooey smiled.


  As Andie leaned against the wood for support, her hands behind her, Zooey struck her exposed breasts, flailing back and forth with the baton until an angry red rash covered the surface on both sides. Initially, the blows stung, moving Andie to tears. She jerked, the pain sharp and nearly uncontrollable. But after a brief pause in the beating, the sensations began to transform when Zooey started up again. Just as she experienced with the switches, the lust began to move erotically through her, the feelings headed downward, rapidly growing the desire in her groin.


  Zooey noticed the change, and changed too, delivering blows to Andie’s undulating pubis with almost vicious abandon. Andie jolted from the sudden shock, then taking a deep breath, forced her fears aside, and listened to her body’s clear reply. Belly heaving, she accepted each painful strike, as each one moved her closer to the ultimate end of pleasure.


  “Oh, my! You like this better than I even thought you would.” Zooey was amazed. But then she stopped abruptly. “No wait! You’re not going to cum that quick. Go to your corner and bend into the wall,” she barked hotly.


  By then, Andie was in her erotic dream space. Thoughts of propriety had fled long before. There was nothing Zooey would ask of her that she wouldn’t do—within reason. She moved quickly to her special corner, and bent over, knowing that her bottom was about to be thrashed and wanting it.


  Zooey started with the baton, laying on enough blows to create a decent sting. But she soon changed to the bundle of switches, delivering them on with fervor twice what she used two days before. Pain seemed to purge Andie’s shame. Her guilt fled. This was punishment…on the road to pleasure…but punishment nonetheless. This she understood. This she craved.


  For a time, her inspired Mistress tickled the rough switches between her legs.


  “Open up!”


  Andie widened her stance.


  “More, slut. And push out that ass. You present yourself to me; don’t make me go after you. You got that?”


  Andie rushed to obey.


  “You got that?” Zooey barked. “Answer me!”


  “Yes, Ma’am.”


  The effect of the scratchy switches made Andie jerk as Zooey poked and prodded her privates.


  “You have no idea what I’m going to make you do, farm girl. How about turn you into the trashy whore you really are?” He lip curled up viciously.


  Andie’s insides leapt on that—what a cruel betrayal. Her ass swayed, loving the words, seeming independent of her mind.


  “Yeah, you like that idea, don’t you? All these years we thought we were the wild ones, but you were there, lying to us with your prissy judgments condemning our promiscuity.”


  Had she really done that? Andie wondered. But she had no time to answer her friend. And disagreeing would be dangerous to her body. It was enough to that she was being punished for whatever perceived slights she was made been guilty of in Zooey’s peculiar judgment.


  The switches rained again with their biting cruelty, turning Andie’s behind into a mass of welts. Only when several of them opened spilling tiny trails of blood did Zooey stop.


  “Come suck my cunt,” she said, leaning back into the post where her farm girl had been previously whipped. The sultry Mistress Zooey raised her skirt and pointed to the naked snatch between her legs. It had been shaved clean of her blonde pubic curls, leaving the pink flesh and tiny slit alluringly pubescent.


  Andie dropped to her knees, crawled three feet, and stared at the awesome thing that greeted her gaze. She licked her lips, humming with desire and crawled further forward, moving between her friend’s quivering thighs and gently licking her shiny labia lips.


  “Ooo, tongue me deep,” Zooey’s voice changed from abrupt to inviting as she accepted the gift of Andie’s affection.


  Andie pushed her face in closer, but was frustrated because she couldn’t get her tongue between the plump lips. She reached in with her fingers and opened the valley wide, drinking in the fragrant musk of Zooey’s pussy, while probing with her tongue, tasting the tart-tasting juices gathered there.


  “Ooo, yes, do that!” Zooey purred. She reached down to clutch a handful of Andie’s hair in her fist.


  Andie flicked her tongue along side of the tiny clit, watching as Zooey’s body clenched and released with her belly beginning to spasm. She purred, then grimaced, and hissing like a mad cat, her hands vigorously tugged Andie’s hair, pulling hard as the cumming started through her clit and groin. Andie’s craving need fed off every tug of her hair, making her cunt begin to clench by the time she felt Zooey reach her peak.


  “Yessssssssss, yess, yes, yes, girl, Ooo, yeeeahhhhhh, yeeeeeeiiiiiiiieeee!”


  Zooey gasped for air and took so long to breathe, Andie worried that she’d fainted. “Ahhhhhh, my…”


  Finished, she slithered against the post down to the floor, expelling a shiver of energy with the last of her orgasmic spasms. Zooey sat with her dress up, her thighs wide open, her hands resting on her bent knees, and stared at Andie with calmer eyes than before, but lust-filled nonetheless.


  “You’re probably aching to get off, huh?”


  Andie shook her head.


  “Well, then, do it.”


  Andie stared at her blankly.


  “Do it, girl! Lean back and masturbate for me. I want to see how you cum.” She picked up the switches, which were now a raggedy mess.


  Andie obeyed, shedding another inhibition among many, turning her thoughts to the wildness that throbbed meanly between her legs. Her hand played hard and fast as the fire in her belly swelled and the engorged places between her legs ached for climax. Zooey half-heartedly—her cum had been too terrifically good for her to quickly recover—slashed at Andie’s open thighs—even once forced the farm girl’s hand aside so she could thrash her pussy straight on. But there was no dissuading the explosion that rocked her body, that threw her head back in ecstasy and made her heated whimpers rise, infusing the tepid air with the sounds of pleasure.


  


  “I want another bundle of branches,” Zooey announced as Andie awakened. She absently drew lines down Andie’s legs, making one particularly noticeable scratch on her inner knee.


  “Ouch!” This one wouldn’t fade in a day.


  “Something bigger … longer… and soak them in vinegar, got that?” She sat up a little straighter against the post. “And clothespins, bring me a package of clothespins and bottles, things you can stick up your cunt. You got that?”


  Andie struggled to sit, too. “Yes,” she tentatively said.


  “You want me to come back, don’t you?”


  “Yes, I do, Zooey, I really do.” She grimaced. “I hate this, but I can’t stop.”


  Zooey frowned, and leaning forward, slapped Andie’s face much harder than the time before. Her expression turned hard. “Don’t you ever say that you hate it again, because that’s a lie. That clear?”


  “Yes.”


  “Yes, what? What do you call me when we’re here together?”


  “Yes, Ma’am.”


  “That’s better. And anyone I bring in here, you treat with the same respect.”


  “Zooey no! You promised. No one else.”


  Zooey sank back to the straw bed beneath her, and her hard, mistress face suddenly softened. She smiled. “Hey, don’t worry… that’s just part of the act. Okay?”


  Andie cocked her head slightly, peering at Zooey with one eye, as if she were studying the motives written in her face. “Okay,” she repeated, although she wasn’t so sure her friend was telling the truth.


  “Here,” Zooey held out her arm, motioning Andie to her side, where she cradled her in a gesture of motherly affection. “You’re so hot, so hot… don’t go spoiling it by getting afraid. Okay?”


  Andie nodded.


  “Promise?”


  “I promise.”




  Chapter Two


  Mistress in the Thrift Store


  


  For the next two weeks, the pair made furtive trips to the Forrest’s barn on languid afternoons. Zooey’s fascination for abusing her friend seemed as potent as Andie’s was for being abused. She made her mistress the requested bundle of branches, which she tightly tied with rope so they wouldn’t slip. As she cut the branches from the hedgerow between the cornfield and the farmyard, carefully stripping the slender saplings of their buds, she mused on the wickedness that had suddenly arisen between her and her next best friend. How far would they go? What evil lurked in Zooey’s demented mind? What devious scheme came next? Her blonde friend had always been a bit garish, impetuous and downright wacky, which made this turn of events—though surprising because it happened at all—not the least bit shocking—just the sort of thing she expected of her.


  As ordered, Andie soaked her new bundle of birches in a bucket of vinegary brine. The hurt would be enormous, shocking and hard to bear—and yet the very thing her body now craved. She gathered a collection of bottles—short, fat beer bottles and other with long necks, and then several slender wine bottles. A deviant thrill in this activity settled in her tummy and between her legs. Her collection complete, she lovingly placed the bottles on the windowsill in her ‘corner’ of the barn. The window had long ago been boarded up, but the sill remained. A shard of afternoon sunshine, streaming through a crack in the boards briefly hit the colored glass and made them shimmer in their shadowy home.


  The day after Zooey gave the assignments, Andie drove into town and bought a package of clothespins, then sat on her bed and squeezed them open, testing them on all the significant body parts where she suspected Zooey might put them. Labia, nipples, cunt, ass, breasts felt the biting pinch, but the effect of them astounded her with the erotic energy they produced in mere seconds. With several attached to the tender flesh of her breasts and one high on each labia, she lay back on her bed and began to masturbate. She practically had to bite her tongue to keep from screaming as a piercing cum shrieked through her body within seconds. Her hand was coated with her female juices, while a puddle of nectar between her legs darkened her white chenille bedspread. The gnawing nips at her flesh produced an ache deep in her cunt where the flood of liquid began.


  When she removed the clothespins, the sharp pain that ensued as the blood suddenly rushed back into her pinched flesh nearly shocked her into cumming again. She hastily put the clothespins in a small satin bag she once used for jewelry, prettifying something she was afraid she’d soon abhor.


  Urged by the lust that would not abate, Andie added to the items she would present Zooey, a number of lengths of rope and harness leather of different widths cut into straps of various sizes. Perhaps her mistress might wish to bind her. The vision was perfectly clear to her, and thus the longing in her flesh and bones expanded as her fantasies took tangible form. With the thought of her body tightly bound stirring her imagination, she even threw in an old pony bit she’d found in the barn. Briefly glimpsing the possibilities of what the bit might be used for, a tantalizing chill of expectation raised her physical fire another degree higher.


  She placed all the items into the private space she’d created under the floorboards of the barn, and then waited—restlessly—for Zooey to show.


  It was nearly four days before her friend blessed her with another visit. Before the incidents in the barn, Andie felt free to call her and suggest they go to a movie or out to lunch. But not now. The dynamics of their relationship had been forever altered by raunchy sexual drives that turned friendship into a pact that separated equals into dominant and submissive, mistress and her playtoy. She missed the friend that Zooey had been, but not enough to stop this mad-dashing boulder of sexual wickedness as it careened down the path of her obsession.


  


  “Honey, you’re going to meet me at Tyler’s Emporium. How about five?”


  Zooey’s voice was as authoritative on the phone as it was in person. Had she always been this way? Andie wondered.


  “Why?” she asked. She could sense a subtle annoyance even through the phone line.


  “Because I want you there,” Zooey finally said.


  “Okay. I’ll be there,” she consented.


  


  It had been nearly a week since she’d been in town for anything other than that package of clothespins and a few groceries. She’d been shunning the haunts of her recently graduated classmates and the classmates themselves—including Harper, who’d been keeping busy working at her daddy’s paper and spent her evenings with Billy.


  Billy, ah yes Billy, she ruefully sighed to herself—her great uncle’s best friend’s son… or something like that. Billy, two years older, which sometimes seemed like ten—given to deep expressions, grim facades, smiles that open wide across his face, but close like steel traps into the hardness that grows with age. Andie and Billy weren’t related, even though they’d spent plenty of time at the same family gatherings when they were little. Now Billy was her best friend’s boyfriend, and a rather strange pairing in just about everyone’s opinion. Since the days when Billy was a little brat of kid, he’d grown into a muscled, brooding brute, who could light up the world with a grin. When he was angry however, the world shrank back in fear. He had dark eyes, of an indeterminate color, like stone when he was just relaxing, able to snap with heat when riled. His nose was a little too big and his lips almost as full as a Black man’s, his eyebrows thick and his eyelids droopy, which made him look sometimes sexual, sometimes simply disinterested. Since he was sixteen, he’d shaved his head close, making him look practically bald. When he was seventeen, he had his left earlobe pierced with a half-inch steel hoop secured by a dark blue captive bead. He looked tough, acted tough. Gambled with his money, his time and his girlfriends, exchanging them with the roll of a die…unless he chose to be loyal, then he was true blue, unwavering, and dogged to the extreme.


  That’s how he was with Harper at the end of her senior year and into the summer that followed.


  Why Billy and Harper? Andie wasn’t sure at all. They were totally unsuited for each other and they both knew it. In the fall, Harper would be going to Yale, while Billy would be taking classes in car mechanics at the Trade School. Billy wasn’t dumb; in fact he had plenty of street smarts, which suggested that his IQ was equal to the girl he dated, but he had no use for Harper’s learned intellectual pursuits. He was a practical man.


  But it was more than just social standing and occupation that made these two a bad pair. Their temperaments were identical, as though they were a matched set, dressed in different clothes. Billy’s cocky confidence equated to Harper’s all-knowing self-assurance. They both spoke as if giving orders from God and rarely backed down to anyone. At the same time, they shared an inherent kindness, chose unlikely friends for substance not outward appearance and were loyal to a fault—if they chose to be. All that acknowledged, they were peas in a pod. Problem was, that pod was much too small for them both and their power struggles were fierce. Their fights were obnoxiously loud and frightening to anyone who watched. They’d never hurt each other, but if you didn’t know them well, you’d think that eventually one would lay on the first swing and they’d be down groveling in the dirt.


  Andie didn’t think they even liked each other. Why they tolerated the relationship had to do with sex and probably the fact that they both knew, come September they’d be separated forever. Their pairing now was a tactical experiment in terror, an interlude of animal lust, a one-time chance to play with forces of nature and personality neither one would have the stomach to play with again. Get it out of their system while they were young…that was Andie’s reasoning.


  The more the two spent time together, the less Harper had for her best friend. And that hurt. When Andie and Zooey began meeting for kinky sex games, that hurt took a back seat to the feverous erotic forces that reeled Andie in like a hooked fish. She forgot Harper for a time. But even if the hurt might have been assuaged for a time, there remained a twinge of longing for Harper as constant as Andie’s wicked need for twisted sex.


  Going to town meant taking the chance that Andie would run into Harper. As much as she missed her best friend, the idea of meeting her on the street while she was on orders from her Mistress terrified her wounded heart. She feared her sins with Zooey would be emblazoned across her chest like a scarlet letter. Well, maybe not a scarlet letter, but Harper would know. Harper read her mind like a book and her heart as if it was her own. It had been hard enough to keep her kinks a secret when it was just her secret alone, but now everything was different with Zooey sharing her private world.


  


  Andie crept into town in her grandfather’s rackety old truck and parked in a lot on the east end, far from the newspaper office, the body shop where Billy worked and any of the pair’s usual hangouts.


  Her plan worked perfectly, since Tyler’s was only a block away. Besides, Harper would never darken the door of Tyler’s Thrift Store—unless she was looking for a Halloween costume and that certainly wouldn’t be happening in June.


  Andie eyed the street toward the west of town. There were only a few people on the sidewalk; she couldn’t even see the newspaper office from such a distance. With a sigh of relief, she scooted inside the store and gazed furtively about, looking for Zooey. Spotting her in the back corner flipping through a rack of clothes, Andie quickly moved in her direction.


  “‘Bout time,” Zooey droned, disdainfully. She didn’t even bother to look up.


  “Why here?” Andie asked as she approached.


  “‘Cause I want you in something nasty, and thought we might find just what we need here for a few dimes not dollars.”


  “What exactly are you looking for?”


  The blonde shrugged. She was particularly sassy looking today, almost as if her new role was giving her permission to take her dress to the limits of decency. A tight black tube top accentuated her abundant breasts, and was only slightly offset by a small red crocheted sweater. She was obviously braless. Skin-tight blue jeans and three-inch red mules gave her height, power, and trashy self-assurance. Zooey’s natural confidence was never a question, but today, it boomed loudly, I’m here, world. Look at me, if you dare!


  “Geez, I don’t know exactly what I want. But I’ll know it when I see it.” Zooey continued her search, not particularly caring if Andie followed her from one rack of used clothes to the next. When they were directly across from each other, on opposing sides of one rack, Zooey suddenly leaned over—exposing an enormous amount of breast flesh. “You got your panties on?”


  Andie’s eyes widened. “Yes.”


  “Take them off,” Zooey whispered—rather loudly.


  “What!”


  “You heard me, or shall I speak a little louder?”


  “No, no, I heard you. But right here, or in the dressing room?”


  “Right here.” She gazed around. “No one’s looking. Just tug them down and give them to me.”


  “You really are stretching things, Zooey.”


  “I should make you call me Mistress.”


  “I won’t,” Andie vowed, disgruntled.


  Zooey smiled cheerfully. “Just do what I asked and I won’t make a fuss.”


  Andie took a deep breath as if she needed that to gather her courage. Then while Zooey watched, Andie, hands trembling, reached up under her skirt, caught the waistband of her panties and tugged. She gazed around, seeing two women who had just walked in the store making their way back to the clothing section.


  “Better hurry,” Zooey warned.


  The frightened Andie recoiled, staring frantically at the women, then giving the panties another tug, finally pulled them off her behind and into her hands. Stepping out of her underwear, she handed them over the rack.


  “Good girl. Now come see me,” Zooey purred. She stuffed the pink panties into her purse and smiled laughingly at her play toy.


  Andie eyed her suspiciously, worried about what she’d asked next—she hadn’t counted on widening their playground to Tyler’s Thrift Shop, or anywhere else. And yet, in the public place, her sexual energies were taking off—as if she were in the barn in the midst of one of her daring scenes. As soon as she was around the end of the rack and standing beside her mistress, Andie watched in awe as Zooey suddenly, deliberately, upended her purse, spilling its entire contents onto the floor.


  “Ah, shucks, Andie,” she exclaimed, remorsefully “will you look at that?” The pair stared down at the mess, lipsticks rolling away on the slick linoleum, dimes and quarters in quick pursuit. “You’d better get my stuff, huh?” Zooey’s devious smirk chilled her, as if someone had just run an ice-cube up her back.


  “What?”


  “Get my stuff, hon. I’m certainly not going to crawl on the floor. That’s what girls like you are made for. Now get going.” She became more snappish as she spoke.


  Andie’s skirt was short enough to make the act of crawling on the floor almost impossible without exposing her bare behind. But seeing little room for compromise, with a shoe-tapping, fuming Mistress, about to make a bigger scene if she balked, Andie dropped to her knees and carefully crawled from item to item, scooping them into Zooey’s purse. Zooey followed closely, while carrying a yardstick in her hand that she used to lift the hem of Andie skirt, or rap her on the buttocks. Andie shot back furtive but quiet objections with the look in her eyes, but it did no good.


  “They can’t see anything,” Zooey whispered, even as the two women browsing the clothing section for bargains moved closer.


  “But my bottom’s showing!”


  “So?”


  “Zooey!” she finally sat back on her heels.


  The Mistress smoldered. “Go get my lipstick!” she ordered in a louder whisper. It was somewhere lodged in the middle of a ring-rack of summer jackets. She gave Andie’s thigh a smack loud enough to make one woman glance their way.


  Zooey just smiled, as her dutiful submissive dove for the lipstick and, mission accomplished, finally rose to her feet.


  “Good girl, you’re learning,” Zooey exclaimed, though her smile turned into a pitiful put-on frown. “But not good enough. I think you need a little turn in the dressing room.”


  “What for?”


  “For me to blister your ass.”


  “You can’t do that here!”


  “Why not? This stick hardly makes a sound and I know you won’t make a peep. Get going.” She tapped her thigh with a gentle smack.


  The two women were moving their way and rather than argue with Zooey, Andie darted quickly to the dressing area, where at least there was some cover—though not much.


  Until a few years ago, Tyler’s dressing area had no separate stalls like most clothing stores. Now there were a few makeshift ones with flimsy curtains that barely stretched end to end across the narrow openings. Andie moved into the one at the very far end of the corridor, hoping to buy herself more privacy since she had no idea what Mistress Zooey might ask next.


  Zooey didn’t object to Andie’s choice, but with a sly grin closed the curtain behind her, her eyes gleaming with mischief and delight.


  “You know what I want,” she said as if that was all the instructions she needed to give.


  “Do we have to do it here?”


  “Of course, we do. You’re pumping slut energy like you were trying to pick up a guy in a bar.”


  “I’d never do that.”


  “Of course, my sweet innocent, Andie, but that’s what you feel like to me now. And I love the way you make me feel, slut. Get down on your hands and knees, just like you were out there.”


  Andie stared at Zooey for some seconds of breathless silence, considering the possibility of simply walking out. What would Zooey do to stop her? Could she stop her?


  The light in Zooey’s eyes had a weird glow that was as frightening as much as it made the butterflies in Andie’s tummy flutter crazily out of control. Her head felt light, like she was going to faint. And then, as if her Mistress had cast a spell on her—without making any conscious decision at all—she dropped to her knees on the cool linoleum and crawled toward her mistress with the yardstick. Fat tears stung her eyes, but with her head bowed, Zooey couldn’t see them.


  “Very good,” the mistress purred, “now turn around.”


  “Yes, Ma’am,” she quietly returned as she obeyed.


  Zooey lifted her skirt up with the yardstick as she had before, though this time, she pushed it back a little farther so it wouldn’t flop back down. Zooey whacked Andie’s bare ass sharply with the stick a dozen times. Although they didn’t make much noise, the smacks packed quite a punch, causing an instantaneous sting to cover the plump part of her rear cheeks.


  “Ooo, I wish I was somewhere else right now,” Zooey exclaimed in a breathy voice. “I’d be giving you another dozen just because it feels so good. But…” She sighed, “We have work to do.” She gave Andie another half dozen whacks and stopped for good, leaning the yardstick against the wall. “Come on, get up. I think I saw a few things that might work for what I want.” She immediately marched from the dressing room back to the main clothing area of the store with a stunned, and still light-headed Andie scrambling to her feet and following breathlessly. Andie arrived at her mistress’s side just as she was pulling a white corset from a small selection of lingerie.


  “This is it!” Her face lit excitedly. “This is what I want you to wear for me in the barn. It will make me think old-fashioned farm girl. In fact, I want you to wear it as much as possible under your clothes, and lace it tight, real tight. You know you can improve your figure with these things…not that yours needs much improvement, but it’s sexy and it turns me on.” She pushed the garment into Andie’s hands.


  Andie stared down at the white corset, feeling a flutter of want pass through her as she touched each stiff bone that gave the thing its distinctive shape. The corset closed in front with hooks and eyes, and in the back with laces. How would she ever get the thing on by herself? And wear it ‘as much as possible’, she wondered silently. How impractical could you get for the farm chores she did every day?


  Zooey read her mind. “Hey, it’s no different than the early nineteen hundreds when women wore these all the time. Just pretend you’re living in the days of washboards and coal stoves.”


  “We still have a coal stove,” Andie said. She continued to stare at the corset, her body swimming with sensation, her mind reeling with wanton desire and painful agitation.


  “Oh, yeah,” Zooey said. “But what difference does that make?”


  “None, really. This just makes me feel kinda funny.”


  “Funny how?”


  “I don’t know.”


  “I’ll bet you’re imagining yourself getting whipped like an old-fashioned damsel in distress. You suppose?”


  “I suppose nothing.” Her mind had drawn a blank.


  “Well, just do it ‘cause I said so. Okay?”


  “Okay.” She looked into Zooey’s eyes. The woman evolved like a stage actor leaping from role to role, hardly skipping a beat between friend, Mistress and harridan. Her eyes turned cruel once more.


  “And when you’re on the way home…sit on that bare ass of yours and unbutton your blouse all the way down. Take off the bra and let your tits hang out.”


  Andie visibly shuddered. “I can’t do that!”


  Zooey slapped her face so quickly she didn’t know what had happened. Thankfully, the two women were now on the far side of the large thrift store and no one heard the nasty sound. “Don’t!” her offended mistress wagged a finger in her face. “Don’t say you can’t because you can. And don’t you dare cum until I’m with you tomorrow.”


  “Tomorrow?” She looked at Zooey sadly pained, scared, and thoroughly bewildered by her billowing lust.


  “Yeah. I don’t have any more time for you today, slut. I’m seeing Junior at six. So, you’ll just have to wait.”


  Zooey hadn’t mentioned Junior in days and Andie was immediately jealous—but was wise to keep that to herself.


  While Andie stood stock still in shock, Zooey moved to the front counter and paid the seven dollars for the corset. By then, her submissive was at her side, and Zooey shoved the shopping bag containing the white corset into Andie’s hands.


  “And remember you’d better not cum, girl,” she said as they were leaving the store. “You can’t lie to me and I will ask. Got that?”


  “Yes, Ma’am.” Andie’s voice cracked, it was so full of emotion. But there was no clear label to put on the frenzied agitation that made her horny, about to cry and even a little bit angry, all at the same time.


  Andie’s ride home in her grandfather’s truck was perhaps the most frightening thing she’d done so far. It was one thing to become a deviant slut in the relative safety of the barn, quite another to expose herself in public. Not that anyone could actually see her sitting on her bare ass, or even glimpse her naked chest when she unbuttoned her blouse as Zooey ordered. But the cool air streaming through the truck as she took the back roads home made her nipples stiffen to twice their normal size. She was afraid that any minute her good luck would run out; someone would be barreling down the country road, coming close enough to see through the window that the driver of the old pick-up was nearly naked. Riding beside her fear, however, was the absurd thrill that made her body nearly orgasmic as it jolted along the bumps and ruts. The leatherette seat beneath her, where she pressed her naked cunt, became wet with her female juices. Andie’s excitement soared as she looked down to see the mess of grimy farm dirt and her sexual liquid.


  “Oh! To be fucked right now by some nasty, bearded, dirty brute!” her body screamed. Clear as glass across the landscape before her eyes, the fucking image rocked her pussy as hard as the road battering beneath her. She could hardly drive—hardly see when all she wanted to do was close her eyes and followed the torrid pictures where they led. She finally stopped the truck, pulling into the trees just off the shoulder of the road. She leaned back in the seat, shrugging off her dress so her chest was completely bare, and teased her nipples, twisting them cruelly, with her nails digging into the sensitive flesh. Oh! What she’d give to have the clothespins pinching them now! Her hand moved down, four fingers diving into her snatch, fucking her dirty wet pussy, until it was slickly coated.


  ‘Oh, No! This is not enough,’ her inner demon chortled cruelly.


  She glanced to her right, seeing a half-empty water bottle beside her. She reached for it, widening her legs, and shoved the neck of the bottle into her cunt. Yes. Damn it! She silently cried, while her body exploded into the insanity of an uncivilized cum, thrashing back and forth. A bottle-fucking, pussy-slapping, nipple-twisting cum crashed the gates of her moral decency. She was ready to expose herself—her real self to the world, no restraints, no secrets, no regrets.


  In that instantaneous moment of surrender, Andie was free.


  By the time she finally finished, her cunt was painfully sore from the hard thrusting action and her pussy burned from being slapped.


  What had she done? What evil drove her? The love, the hate battled back and forth with her mind seeking to gain control. She slowly edged back into the real world, to the truck and the glade of trees at the perimeter of the meadow and to her own mind, which was far more sane and sensible than the debauched world she’d just vacated. A cloud of sparrows swooped down near her open window, then flitted into the woods. The air hummed with insects and the rising heat of the day. Occasionally, a cooling breeze drifted through the cab, soothing body and spirit. She stared out to the world beyond, seeing that she was alone on the back country road.


  Gazing down at her naked chest, she shuddered with shame, remembering the boldness of her impulsive act.


  Her spent cunt still throbbed around the invading water bottle and she quickly pulled it out, seeing the thick coating of her juices glistening on the surface. She wiped the bottle on her skirt and tossed it to the floor, despite the fact that she was thirsty for its contents. Starting the truck again, she pulled out on the road, and made it back to the farm in five minutes, blouse still open and her dirty snatch still pressed to the vinyl, the truth of her disgraceful behavior written in her anxious expression.


  ***


  The following afternoon, Zooey poked her head in the kitchen door while Andie was washing dishes. Seeing the gleam in her Mistress’s eyes, Andie could tell she was up for more dastardly deeds. Her body leapt on the idea, while her battered mind lagged far behind.


  “Got the corset on?” Zooey asked.


  “Of course.” Every second of her day since that morning when she first adjusted the laces and carefully fastened each hook and eye had been a stirring reminder of the restraint the garment placed on her. With every move, the confining stays produced a subtle, but powerful reminder of the submissive essence of her being. This truth would never leave her.


  Zooey smiled, seeing the effect of the corset play across Andie’s face. “Just as I thought,” she commented. “So, is Grandpa sleeping?”


  “I’m not sure. He just went upstairs,” Andie replied.


  “But he will be sleeping, won’t he?”


  “I suppose so.”


  The glimmer in Zooey’s eyes advanced. “Then you’re coming with me to the barn.” Zooey took off like a child at play—about to transform into the mistress from hell, just as surely as Andie would transform into her wantonly slavish slut.


  Andie’s heart thumped loudly in her chest with anxiety born of her previous day’s indiscretion returning to her full tilt. What if she asks about my cumming? The question had troubled her all night.


  What would she say?


  Could she tell the truth?


  Could she not? Since Zooey had taken charge, Andie was driven by forces beyond her comprehension, by a nameless lust that replaced quiet moments of self-indulgent kink with wildly exuberant episodes of daredevil masochism. Now, in answer to Zooey’s command, she dropped her dishtowel on the sideboard, content to let the rest of the lunch dishes drip-dry, and moved quickly to the barn.


  


  “So…” Andie was met by Zooey’s evilly molten eyes glaring at her in accusation, “did you behave yourself and keep your roving fingers in your pockets?” Her sexy Mistress stood with her hands on her generous hips, her feet spread, her blue flowered sundress riding high enough up her thighs to nearly show the denuded mound between her legs. “Huh? Tell me.”


  Andie bowed her head in shame, giving away the answer without saying a word.


  “Ooo, bad girl!” Zooey scowled, although she was obviously delighted by the slut’s bad behavior. “On your knees, you don’t even deserve to walk. I want you to crawl to me.”


  So hard… so cruel… Zooey’s words cut into her like knives. But then, saved the difficult task of admitting her fault, Andie was almost glad to be off in the dreamland of their private sexual world. Her knees hit the hardwood with a force that was sure to bruise them. Then she made her way in a slow, hip-rolling crawl to her Mistress’s feet.


  “Lick it!” Zooey ordered, as she raised her skirt to show off her glistening pussy flesh.


  Andie lifted her face into the woman’s warm crotch and began to run her tongue around the pretty pink clit, while drinking in the sour scent of Zooey’s randy snatch. Overcome with desire, her Mistress stumbled back against the post behind her and purred contentedly, as if this was all about pleasure and nothing more. But then without warning, she suddenly pushed Andie away, and tugged her skirt back into place.


  “Over to your corner,” she snapped. “You’re gonna to pay for disobeying me! You’re gonna pay.” Her voluptuous body bristled with excitement. “Show me my toys.”


  Andie moved as fast as she could crawl over the rough barn floor, avoiding splinters and rusty nails, while Zooey followed behind, smacking her bottom with a wooden slat she’d picked up from the workbench. She winced with each crack of wood and hustled faster until she was at the trapdoor opening to her private stash of toys. Then she sat back on her heels, feeling a pleasant burning sensation in her body.


  “I thought of a few other things you might like,” Andie said, hoping to win a little favor. “Here.” She opened the trapdoor and pulled out the plastic bags with the clothespins, the rope and the leather. She laid the items on the plastic, then sat back again looking for approval. “The bottles are up there,” she pointed to the sill.


  Zooey looked at her, momentarily breaking character to register her amazement.


  “This really is your thing, isn’t it?” she said in wonder.


  Andie smiled weakly. “I thought you’d be pleased.”


  “And it turned you on, huh?”


  “Yes, Ma’am.”


  “Well, good.” Her Dommish attitude returned, moving easily from befuddled friend into fiendish Mistress. And yet, if Andie had watched Zooey closely, she might have seen the hint of self-conscious disbelief regarding the dominant role she played—as if this was all a big joke and she might break out laughing any second.


  That wasn’t likely to happen—once the role was entrenched, Zooey would stick with it, as long as Andie was involved in her own sexual fantasy. The truth of Andie Forrest was her hypnotic energy, a deep and wondrous river, which became the current that carried them both along toward whatever finale that materialized that day. Neither one put much conscious effort into their scenes. They created themselves on whims and flights of fancy and impulsive ideas that they pulled from the ethers as if they were handed to them by some malicious fairy sprite who could conjure up the devil in the most innocuous of places.


  Andie showed off the rope, the leather, the pony bit, the clothespins, the briny branches and the bottles with an odd sense of pride. Zooey, fascinated by this buried treasure, promptly ignored the items she personally requested and picked up the leather pieces and the harness.


  “Ooo, nice. Very nice. I could put these to good use.” The gears in her mind moved quickly. But then, she suddenly threw them down on the floor and ripped off the command. “Over that sawhorse, you bad girl!”


  The angled 2x4s where Zooey pointed had been a fixture in her grandfather’s barn for years, the one particularly appealing device that initially fueled Andie’s punishment fantasy. Going over the creaky thing now, she shuddered with the hundred memories she’d had of her imaginings. Those mental punishments were severe, when fantasy masters forced her over the wooden bar and delivered scorching punishment. It would seem that Zooey instinctively knew this.


  “You’re gonna bleed,” her Mistress threatened as she intently watched her friend adjust herself over the rough wood. Moving into place, Zooey raised the back of Andie’s yellow sundress, exposing the round pink flawless cheeks, where just above them, the tiny eyelet lace of the corset framed the beautiful picture. “So pretty now…too bad you’ve fucked up so badly and I have to mess with your behind.”


  She was hardly sorry. A second later, she laid into Andie’s bottom with one of the thicker leather straps her playtoy had provided, producing a sound that reverberated off the old barn walls. This had a powerful and pleasing effect on Andie’s novice Mistress. In the spirit of a deserved punishment, Zooey hit her repeatedly, cruelly, until her entire bottom was the color of a sky at sunset. Curiously, none of this was truly painful for the submitting Andie.


  Understanding this fact, Zooey took up the wooden slat again and bruised the scarlet bouncing behind with smacks that began to cause striations and little beads of blood under the skin. Andie suffered the new torture with a few soft whimpers, but was so deep into the punishment that the rough sensation felt sacred, not the torture it seemed to be.


  When Zooey finally put down the slat and pulled the ruthless looking switches from their briny bath, her whole arm trembled as she realized what they would do to the farm girl’s ass. With that, a surge of demonic pleasure rose from the black side of her heart, shouting, Yes, do it! Do it until she begs. She hesitated no more. As she slashed the hot buttocks, the girl finally cried out in woe, even though the sound was more like a moan, more like anguish she welcomed, or simply what was needed to cure her reprehensible desires.


  For a time, Zooey felt as if she couldn’t stop herself. This terrible ruthlessness fed off Andie’s pitiful moans; she wanted to hurt her more. Harder. Deeper. Meaner. Each time she hit the blistered buttocks, a rush of energy poured into her crotch. Her body craved more and her mind finally checked out, afraid of what she had become. She was getting off—cumming. Cumming in a wave of pleasure so strong that she finally had to grab one of the barn posts to steady herself.


  By then, Andie’s ass was a mass of wounds, of broken places where blood oozed and rising bruises clouded the surface in horrific shades of purple, as dark as a stormy sky. Zooey finally gathered herself and moved back to her friend, laying her hot hand against the wounded cheeks, while taking a deep cleansing breath.


  “Thank you, Ma’am,” Andie said.


  “That’s right, you thank me, slut,” Zooey purred. She was far less feverish than she’d been just minutes before the surprising orgasm, and wracked by a sudden feeling of panic and self-doubt that she masked for the sake of the scene.


  “Yes, Ma’am. Thank you,” Andie repeated.


  Zooey could feel herself begin to recover in the wake of her submissive’s genuine gratitude. “You failed me, slave,” she spat with a venomous ring in her icy voice.


  “I’m sorry, Ma’am.”


  “Oh! You will be sorry. There’s no cumming without permission. I’ll see to that. Get up and go get that wide band of leather and the straps. Now!” The power was flowing again as her mind created her next picture of supremacy. This one wouldn’t hurt, but it was far more devious than what she’d just done.


  The piece of leather she asked for was one about three inches wide, soft enough to mold against Andie’s body, and thick enough to function for the purpose Zooey intended.


  “You have any scissors?” she called to Andie, who was slowly moving off the sawhorse. “Girl, get up!” she barked.


  Andie awkwardly rose to her feet. “Must I crawl?” she asked.


  “Damn right, you crawl in my presence. I want the leather and those scissors. Get going.”


  Dropping back to her knees, Andie crawled to her stash of leather items in the corner and dragged them with her to her Mistress’s feet. Moving in the opposite direction, she made her way to the workbench and retrieved the black-handled scissors.


  “Put them in your mouth!” Zooey ordered as she watched. She struck her saucy hands-on-hips pose and tapped her foot impatiently.


  This was a tough feat, with the heavy metal difficult to hold in her teeth, but one Andie managed by sheer force of will.


  “Ooo, good girl! You get points for that one,” Zooey praised her as she took the scissors from her mouth.


  They left an aftertaste of axel grease and soot. Made her want to spit, but she didn’t dare.


  “You’re gonna love this little fashion design, just something to keep you chaste. Stand up so I can fit you.”


  Andie stood, appraising her Mistress with a perplexed expression as Zooey grabbed one of the longer leather straps. “Humm…’fraid you’ll have to take off the corset for this.”


  “Why’s that?”


  “Don’t ask. Just do it!”


  A feverish chill dashed up Andie’s spine…despite the arousal and the way her bottom still burned. She began undoing the hooks and eyes until the two sides of the boned corset fell away and she stood naked waiting.


  Zooey smiled, and began with the first strap of soft pliable leather and it pulled around Zooey’s waist like a belt. She tied it off behind her. Then she picked up the wider piece of leather and ran it through her crotch, eyes narrowing as she considered what she needed to do. “Yep, it will work just perfect,” she finally announced. With the leather still in place, she noted the position of Andie’s asshole with a finger jabbing at the opening, then removing the piece, marked it with the end of her scissors. “Better use a knife,” she said, moving to the workbench, while Andie watched in awe.


  Seems she’d become an expert leather-worker overnight. In just a few minutes, she had one end of the leather piece cut in two like a tail. Returning to Andie, she fit the leather between the submissive’s legs and measured the placement of her peehole. That done, she made a small slit to accommodate that function. The chastity harness was nearly ready for use. The three-inch flat piece fit between Andie’s crotch with a hole to pee through and the split at her anus. The important part: it covered her vaginal opening and clitoris enough to prevent her from effectively playing with herself. The two ends at the back were tied to the waist strap, and the broader piece fastened in front, in an ingenious method Zooey devised on the fly. She had punched several holes about an inch from the end and several matching ones two inches down. Folding the end over the leather waistband, she then matched up the holes and laced them into place with a leather cord she found among Andie’s treasures. Turning her back around, she untied the back and tugged it tightly, adjusting for maximum effect, until Andie’s crotch was securely bound.


  Zooey stepped back. “A little crude,” she admitted, “but then that’s half the fun, isn’t it?” Her long fingers inspected her work carefully. She found some satisfaction seeing that she’d perfectly placed the peehole and split the strap just before her anus. “There now. You won’t be playing again without my consent, girl. I might just deny you for days!”


  The funny contraption aroused Andie as much as it shamed her.


  “Zooey, really. Don’t you think this is going a little far?”


  “No! And don’t tell me you don’t like. I know you do. I’ll bet you won’t even sleep you’ll be so desperate to cum and you can’t!”


  “But I count on cumming!”


  “Well count sheep instead,” Zooey quipped. She checked her watch, suddenly reminded of something else she had to do. “Oh, god, I’m late.”


  “But, you’re not going to leave me like this all night!”


  “Oh, but I am. And all day tomorrow if I like. That peehole thing might get a little rank after that, but you’ll survive. Just spray on a little perfume if you start to stink.”


  The submissive in Andie wanted to crumble at her Mistress’ feet, while the sane part of her felt the fire of rebellion beginning to brew. This was a most devilish scheme, and one Andie never expected.


  Zooey moved toward the door apparently finished for the day, stopping by the entrance for a moment while she surveyed the barn—the bottles across the window ledge, the heap of rope and clothespins and leather, still unused. She looked into the rafters and smiled, then back at Andie some ten feet away, who watched her bewildered and anxious. “You know, the possibilities are endless,” Zooey sighed. “Too bad I don’t have more time for you today.” She then scooped up her dropped purse, while giving her submissive the last order. “Don’t forget to wear the corset over your chastity belt. I wish I could get you something fancier to match… in time maybe.” She shrugged and left.


  Andie picked up the remnants of Zooey’s handiwork, and gathering them with her other treasures, stuffed them back in the private safe under the floorboards. The corset was gritty with barn dirt, which she carefully dusted away.


  As she worked, Andie felt her covered pussy, where her clit pushed against the leather, where she could already feel the dampness over her vaginal hole. The idea that Zooey would take such lengths to prevent her masturbating spawned both exhilaration and fear. And yet, the unknown horrors that lay ahead were even more terrifying to imagine.


  Rehooking the corset felt as if she were stuffing herself back into her body…containment, rules, structure, restraint…her new clothes defined her clearly. How far would this go? When would it end? And who would end it? All questions that begged answers, even though the answers were as unknown to her as the next step in this amazing drama.




  Chapter Three


  Shocking Harper


  


  Nearly three weeks had passed since Andie last saw Harper…so much had happened in the interim as the property of Mistress Zooey. Having coffee with Harper at the diner would be no easy feat.


  It was just two days since Zooey put her in the corset and chastity belt, but that wasn’t her worry. By now, she was used to the garments. Regardless of the discomfort they both caused, they fit her soul like skin. The small irritations were reminders of submission, of a state of mind that was becoming her natural state of being, where she felt little anxiety, and a great deal of peace. Of course, not masturbating was the worst of it; the corset and belt not only prevented her from achieving pleasure, but also reminding her with every hour of the steadily building arousal that sought relief like a nagging child begs for candy in a dime store. There were several hours during the beginning of her confinement when she wanted to give up the whole scheme, and was on the verge of doing so. But then she forced herself to calm and some the angry physical arousal abated for lack of attention.


  In spite of her worst fears—that she’d be a raving maniac within hours—she discovered that she was reasonably restrained, as the Andie of old would be, when she met Harper in the diner. This was one feat she’d have to pull off if she expected to keep her secret.


  “My, you’re looking flushed, aren’t you?” Harper almost immediately declared as she inspected Andie’s face.


  “Not really. I mean I may look flushed, ‘cause I’ve been in the sun, but I’m feeling fine.”


  Harper didn’t seem to accept the glib answer. Her critical eye continued its evaluation while they talked. Already Andie’s confidence diminished as she saw the concern on Harper’s face. She’d have to make this meeting brief.


  “You know I’ve been so wrapped up in working at the newspaper—which is godawful boring and being with Billy…”


  “You mean fucking Billy,” Andie interjected.


  Harper looked at her, slightly surprised. “Since when did your vocabulary include the word fucking?”


  Andie shrugged. “It always has. You just never heard me say it. But I thought it a lot.”


  “Oh? Didn’t know that,” Harper returned smugly. She looked beyond the booth and Andie, breaking out in a broad smile. “Ah, just was I was hoping, Billy’s here!” she announced happily, her green eyes lighting with delight.


  A second later the charming bull of a man sauntered toward the table and plopped down next to Harper, kissing her cheek, then immediately turned his attention across the table to the girl with the ash blonde hair and the oddly sensuous look in her eye. He didn’t say anything at all, just raised his eyebrows, as if that was all the ‘hello’ required. But his dark heavily lidded eyes seemed to climb right inside Andie’s clothes as if he knew exactly what lay underneath her sundress—but then, he couldn’t possibly know that, could he?


  Billy Mercer was the last person Andie needed rattling her poise. Being under Harper’s scrutiny was enough test of her restraint, and she had no defenses with this man. It was his eyes, the rock hard muscles, and the depth of feeling that seemed to flood through him the way a powerful current of a river cuts its way through ageless granite. As the current of feeling flowed from him and moved into her, he seemed to flush out her darkest secrets with little effort. They hadn’t talked in years…at least not in any meaningful conversation, and still, he seemed to know her as well as his mother’s face. Perhaps it was the shared memories of their childhood, a bond that transcended circumstance and recent history that made her vulnerable to Billy’s energy. Perhaps he simply turned her on.


  Andie immediately dismissed that thought. No! He’s just a guy, she reminded herself in the brief moment before the conversation continued—Harper’s guy at the current moment. She certainly didn’t want him, but even more, she didn’t want him sitting across the table from her, making her more uncomfortable than she already was. After all, this was supposed to be her visit with her best friend.


  Billy noticed her discomfort. “You look pissed, Andie. How come?”


  “I’m not pissed,” Andie denied it.


  “Yeah, well tell your face, Sissy.” He used the name he called her when they were kids. But ignoring him, she turned to Harper.


  “I thought this was our date,” Andie said, trying not to sound as if she were pleading.


  “Oh, he won’t stay long, sweetie. Billy hates girl-talk,” she playfully elbowed his ribs. He elbowed her back. “But I did see Zooey in the newspaper office and invited her. She should be here any minute.”


  “Zooey? In the newspaper office? You invited Zooey?” Each question escalated in tension and tone of voice.


  Andie’s entire body shook with despair, while Harper’s face registered her surprise. “What the hell’s wrong with inviting Zooey? You two have a fight?”


  She shook her head. “No, not at all.” Suddenly, the corset felt as if it had become two sizes tighter and the leather chastity belt annoyingly rubbed her crotch, irritating her clit as if sandpaper were being dragged across it. She squirmed uncomfortably, while trying hard to control body and mind. Neither seemed to cooperate.


  “Hi, guys!”


  Sure enough, it was Zooey, announcing her arrival with a beaming smile. She pushed Andie to the far end of the booth, climbing in beside her. She gazed at the three, appraising what looked to be an awkward moment.


  “Oh, I suppose Andie’s been spilling secrets,” she speculated aloud, eyes filled with glee.


  “Zooey!” Andie punched her side. Zooey’s big mouth was one of her worst character faults.


  “What’s this?” Harper was immediately on them both.


  Andie knew then that she’d never survive this day with her secret intact. Harper wouldn’t let it rest and Zooey eventually would spill it out in hints and innuendo, if not actual facts, because her basic nature was too damned tactless to let private secrets remain secret. “Nothing. It’s nothing,” she tried just once to stop the drift of the conversation.


  “What do you mean, it’s nothing?” Harper came right back, sounding incensed. (She would be incensed if she knew the truth.) “You’ve been acting strange since the first minute you sat down. Tell me what’s going on. I have a right to know.”


  “No, you don’t have a right to know everything. And Zooey doesn’t have a right to tell you anything,” Andie blurted out. Her face felt hot; her palms sweat.


  “But she will tell me, Andie, if I have to pry it from her…unless, of course, you want to ‘fess up.”


  Talk about matriarchal, Dommish, pushy and insensitive; Harper had it over Zooey hands down. That fact suddenly became clear like it never had before. A sudden understanding shuddered through her body like an icicle. If only she could flee, Andie thought to herself, but she was trapped on the inside of the booth. She could feel her body slinking down…if she went far enough, maybe she could just slip under the table and crawl out.


  But Zooey couldn’t stop herself. “Our little Andie is a whole lot kinkier than you ever imagined,” she whispered furtively.


  “Kinky how?” Harper looked from Zooey to Andie, back to Zooey.


  “You gonna tell them, girl?” Zooey laid her hand on Andie’s thigh and squeezed.


  Harper’s eyes went wide. “You two aren’t…you know…like lesbians, or something?”


  “Weeelll…” Zooey started, twirling the word meaningfully on her tongue, while she made up her mind exactly how much she would confess, “You can’t say we haven’t been fooling around, but I’m still fucking Junior, so I suppose that makes me bi, huh? Andie? I’m really not sure about her.”


  Harper’s normally composed demeanor turned anxious. “Well, what the hell is it!?”


  “Zooey, please, stop! I’ll tell Harper in private,” Andie interjected.


  “Oh no, you won’t tell me anything in private until I hear what Zooey has to say.”


  That statement was all it took for the power within the trio of women to shift across the table. Harper took charge as she always did, and Zooey seemed to be relinquishing it fast, as if she couldn’t wait to pass her slut on to the rightful owner.


  Zooey lowered her voice and Harper leaned in, while Andie closed her eyes and pretended to vacate the diner. “I caught her whipping herself in her granddad’s barn.” Andie cringed. “The little tart likes it kinky, she likes it rough, and she needs to be dominated, taken in hand, spanked on ass, bound to a stake, forced to crawl on the ground…hell, we’ve just started, and I don’t know what all she’ll do for me, but right now…” her big eyes got wider, while Andie’s breathing became more labored, “right now…she’s wearing a corset and a chastity harness I made for her.” The girl smirked and Andie winced. “I won’t let her cum… she hasn’t in two days. Right, slut?” She squeezed Andie’s thigh again.


  “Is that true?” Harper reached out and shook Andie back to life. Her zoned-out eyes refocused.


  “Yes.” She was nearly in tears.


  “Then, what the hell are you telling us for?” Billy suddenly chimed in, casting an accusatory glare in Zooey’s direction. A shockwave of fear hit Zooey in the gut and she backed up metaphorically, since there was a solid booth seat behind her.


  “Well, because…because…”


  “Yeah, why are you telling us this?” Harper turned her vengeful eyes in the blonde’s direction, with a force that matched Billy’s.


  “Because she wants you to know,” Zooey finally blurted out.


  “Doesn’t look that way to me,” Harper snapped back.


  “But she does. You just ask her.” She scowled a bit, daring Andie to defy her.


  “She told you that?” Harper asked.


  “No, she didn’t. I just know. Besides, you were the one who insisted on knowing, Harper Montgomery!”


  Back to Andie, Harper’s gaze surrounded her in a cocoon of protection, while she spoke kindly to her best friend. “You’ve been wronged here, you know. I’m sorry she told if you didn’t want us to know…I shouldn’t have insisted—but I had no idea…”


  Andie pushed back her tears, her heart beating rapidly, her sex in an uproar…the damned corset, the damned harness, her damned fantasies ganging up on her! “But I did kinda want you to know,” she haltingly confessed. The tears that filled her eyes now streamed down her face.


  “You’re sure?”


  Andie nodded.


  “Why’s that?”


  Andie couldn’t say, but Zooey could. “Cause she wants you to see it. She wants you there, Harper. I’m just guessing, but I’m sure you’re the one she’s always wanted.”


  “For what?”


  “A Mistress, what else? I mean, Harper, look at the two of you…that’s basically what you’ve been to her for the last four years. Now you’re practically gone…”


  “Andie?”


  “I never thought of it in that way, but… ” Andie admitted.


  “And everything Zooey said is true?”


  She nodded.


  Harper pulled back, taking time to think. She usually sized things up fast, but not this time. For an entire two minutes, the table of four was silent. Billy nodded as if he understood it all…but then, of course, he wouldn’t say so. Zooey nervously fidgeted with a napkin in her lap, and Andie shook when she wasn’t wiping the tears from her eyes with the arm of her pink sweater. Harper meantime reviewed what she’d heard, carefully mulling Zooey’s revelations against what she knew about Andie, dear Andie, the small wonder of a friend she’d nurtured with her loving concern, who she’d saved from dozens of emotional scrapes, frequently rescuing her from tongue-tied moments when she just couldn’t think fast enough, and overbearing teachers and her own painful awkwardness. Kinky, sexually kinky, did that compute? She cocked her head and studied Andie’s face carefully, one more time, then finally nodded. At last, her lips broke into an odd smirk.


  “You say you’re wearing a corset and chastity harness?”


  Andie nodded.


  “And you like how they feel?”


  She nodded again and bowed her head, though barely able to hide her shame. It seemed as if the eyes of the entire world were on her now or at the very least every eye in the diner.


  “Look at me, Andie,” Harper spoke more sharply.


  She looked up.


  “All right then, girl, I think you’d better take me to your barn.”


  “Yes’m.”


  Harper noticed the strangest light in Andie’s large dark eyes and the whole of her body shook.


  ***


  “My, you are a pretty little plaything when you’re all trussed up,” Harper exclaimed, as she circled her bound friend, while tapping a slim bamboo cane against her thigh.


  Zooey looked on mirthfully, as if saying “I told you so.”


  Billy sat on a nearby apple crate drinking beer, a disinterested look on his placid face.


  Andie, in white-boned corset and black leather chastity belt, hung by her wrists from one of the barn’s mighty beams, with her toes barely skimming the rough wooden floor. The light was dim, a single gaslight burning on the workbench, casting an eerie, flickering glow over the dark space. The cloudy summer night, being thick and starless, added no additional illumination. Except for the hoot of the snowy barn owl and the occasional shuffle of feet, the tiny world inside the old barn was a steamy bath of silence and expectation.


  “Never knew you were such a trashy slut.” She turned to Billy, “Amazing, huh?”


  “Nothing like the little kid who used to chew on her pigtails—when I wasn’t tormenting her.” He chuckled.


  “Look at me, Andie,” Harper snapped, forcing Andie’s eyes to obey the order just by the ruthless tone of her voice. Andie trembled, her thighs feeling heavy, full of the great weight of sexual energy gathering there.


  “Is Zooey right? You want me as your Mistress? That’s what you’ve always wanted?”


  Andie nodded through the tears that burned her eyes, but that wasn’t enough for the auburn-haired beauty.


  “Say it!”


  It was tough to voice her truth to the woman she’d been hiding it from for so many years. Pointing out a grave flaw in their relationship, this was betrayal in Harper’s eyes, and Andie didn’t disagree. So many times the words were on the tip of her tongue to speak…I’m not all I seem, Harper, I have these strange feelings, weird moments I don’t understand…my body, my head, my heart do despicable things in the name of pleasure…so wicked, so base, so depraved…what is wrong with me!


  She could imagine herself screaming out her faults during one of those quiet moments when they were most content, gazing at the rippling water while they sat on the dock at the Montgomery summer cottage…or sat side-by-side in the otherwise empty bleachers bemoaning the stupidity of their ignorant teachers, or even the day they skipped school because they had to, just once before they graduated, do something spontaneously reckless. If Harper had only known then how much she veered off the straight-and-narrow path, what would have happened to their relationship?


  When it was just the two of them, no Zooey or anyone else, when Andie might have put aside her fears and confessed, she kept silent. Harper confessed her secrets, everything, so she said, but then, there was little to hide in Harper’s straightforward life. Andie didn’t know how to begin when her secret was as warped, weird and unnatural as the one that she held close to her heart. And thus four long years of silence.


  Her secret had been exposed by the only other person who could get close enough to expose it, and all the might-have-beens that never happened came back to haunt the shy, mousy farm girl. She was hardly that girl now. Swinging from ropes in the middle of her grandfather’s barn, she faced the music, facing Harper’s cutting wrath with a clear admission of the truth.


  “Yes, I’ve wanted you, Harper.”


  Harper sniggered, anger pouring out all around her, destroying her well-practiced composure. “Oh! What a little deceitful bitch you are!” she exclaimed.


  “I’m sorry! You can have me now.”


  Harper laughed. “Of course, I can have you now; you’re at my mercy, girl. But what makes you think I want you?”


  The tears began again. “Please, Harper. This was just so hard. You have to understand that.”


  Harper turned her back on her and walked toward Billy. Andie heard them whispering and saw Billy nod, then watched as Harper finally sauntered back her way, looking smug and very well contained.


  “Well, little one, you’re in luck.” Her eyes roved the beautiful sight of Andie’s lovely body, for the first time really enjoying the view for all the fine qualities she’d missed so far. The way her breasts peaked overtop the corset when she was stretched like a bow and her nipples turned to knots—exquisitely inviting. Andie’s lanky thighs, trembling with fear and sexual agitation looked like flesh shimmer in the desert heat. And her poor covered puss…dampening the edges of the leather that barely contained it, but kept the little slut’s hands away…Harper could feel the arousal coming from that sluttish pussy beating in her own aroused crotch. Such an amazing wonder this once sad little woman had become. “Give yourself to me, slut. Pay the penance you so richly deserve and you can return to my good graces. You deny me, Andie, we’re done.” Harper stunned the whole room with that suddenly proclamation, including herself. Where was all this coming from? the shrewish young woman silently wondered…the haughty bitch, the crude desires, the anger, the resentment. She had no clue.


  “No, Harper! You can’t say we’re done,” Andie cried.


  “Hey, I gave you a way to restore my trust,” Harper snapped back.


  “And that’s what I want,” Andie pleaded.


  “Then there’s no need to despair.” She turned from her. “Billy…”


  Her boyfriend moved to his feet and strolled forward, while in the act of unbuckling the thick leather belt at his waist.


  “What are you going to do?” Andie gasped in fright, even as her raw sexual energy took a sudden leap.


  “I’m going to give you exactly what you need most, control, restraint, punishment, domination, and the time of your life. Isn’t that what you want?”


  “Yes.”


  “Yes, what?” The cane snapped against her leg the way the sound of Harper’s voice snapped in air.


  “Yes, Ma’am.” Andie bowed her head.


  “Look at me, girl.”


  Her face shot up, eyes wide.


  “I’ll be your Mistress and Billy will be your Master,” Harper explained.


  “But…” Andie gazed at the man with the leather belt dangling from his hand and her body trembled even more frantically than it had before.


  “But what? You take my proposal as is.”


  They waited in silence.


  “It’s what she wants,” Zooey finally spoke up from the sidelines with a sigh in her voice. She’d already been down this road before and knew all the twists and turns in Andie’s denials.


  Harper’s focus returned to the sorrowful face, eyes meeting eyes. Billy stood off her left shoulder like a dark angel of hell.


  “Zooey wouldn’t lie, would she?”


  Andie stared at Harper blankly.


  “’Fess up, girl,” Billy added the weight of his powerful voice, moving one step closer.


  Andie closed her eyes again, afraid.


  Harper slapped her. “Look at me!”


  “Oh, god, Harper, I don’t care, just take this horrible chastity thing from me and help me cum. I need it now.”


  “You need me now? Is that what you’re telling me?”


  “Yes. I need you now.”


  “But how about after your cum is over, will you need me then?”


  “Yes, ma’am, I’ll need you then.”


  “And Billy?”


  Andie stared over Harper’s shoulder where Billy stoically waited. “And Billy.” Her whole being shook as she said his name, tapping a gaping undercurrent of desire she’d ignored so long.


  Everything changed with this admission. Billy moved around to Andie’s back and began loosening the laces of the corset so he could untie the straps of the chastity harness. His fingers had the effect of tiny electric shocks along her backbone. Harper worked on her from the front undoing enough hooks and eyes so the leather harness would drop to her feet once it was untied. With that done, Billy’s fingers began probing Andie between the thighs, fishing around in her cleft for the sensitive openings of her anus and vagina.


  “She’s going to be one fine plum, Harper,” he said in his deep baritone, as a single finger worked her slit. She was almost cumming from this tiny teasing. Her breathing expanded the arousal and her body began to spasm. It had seemed like years not days since Zooey imposed her chastity.


  “Oh, god, yes,” Andie quietly hissed as her head fell back.


  “Don’t you dare cum without permission,” Harper reminder her, giving her face a gentle slap. Billy slapped her hard on the rear.


  “Yes, Ma’am.” Andie righted herself and looked into her Mistress’ eyes.


  “Billy’s going to make a woman of you tonight, my sweet. There’s no reason to guard this virginity any longer. Not when it’s such a sham. From what Zooey tells me, you’ve used your cunt for your pleasure in plenty of wicked ways, I doubt if you’ll even bleed when you’re used like the sex slut you really are.” She strolled away as if in disgust and then turned back. “Besides, your damned virginity will get in the way of my plans,”—as though she’d been planning this moment for years, not just a few short hours.


  “Yes, Ma’am.” Andie felt her heart race and her stomach turn sour, while her pussy spasmed desperately wanting something inside it to bear down on.


  “So, Andie, I’m giving you your last chance to back out. Do it now, right now; otherwise, consider yourself owned for the rest of the summer, our property, our toy, our personal plaything, doing our bidding no matter how daring, how painful, how repulsive it is. You’ll obey me. You’ll obey Billy. And if I feel like giving you back to Zooey for a night, you’ll obey her, too. Got that?”


  Andie gulped, almost too excited, too scared to answer. “Yes, Mistress.”


  “In exchange, I’ll make sure you’re not permanently damaged in any way. No harm will come to you.” Harper’s cold eyes softened for just an instant, “But we will have some fun.” As soon as she said that however, her tone changed again, now as hard as before. “Take it or leave it.”


  Andie’s body rushed wildly to the thrilling sound of the woman’s hard-edged demand. She’d been seeking the confining bonds of sexual enslavement all her life—since she could remember daydreaming of prison cells and dank-smelling dungeons as a young child reading fairy tales. All the cruelly brilliant possibilities lay before her now, her dreams materializing out the ethers of once unspeakable desires. A feeling of utter bliss, of total giddiness swept through her crotch and rose up from her loins, through her gut to her heart, which passionately burned with need. “Yes, I’ll take it now, Harper. I’m yours, I promise.” Her desperation was as clear as her commitment to her new Mistress.


  Harper smiled in amazement, seeing aspects of her best friend she’d never noticed before. Had they always been there? Had she, in her self-righteousness judgment made Andie into something that she was not? Had she simply refused to see what was so plainly stated for her now in every angle of Andie’s surrendered face and form? Previously veiled behind a cloak of awkward mannerisms that were in no way sexual, the truth was blatantly obvious now…she’d only known half the girl who’d lived in Andie’s mind and walked inside her flesh. She’s seen the Andie she wanted to see. How had the rest of her escaped her all this time? The realizations hit her hard…so hard another woman might have cried, might have broken down and embraced the whole of Andie Forrest and made her own confession of guilt. But then, it was not in Harper’s character to so show her flaws in any direct way. And this was not the time for baring her soul—it was all too unsettling. Hardening herself for the act this moment required, her smile of amazement turned into a disquieting frown. “Have at her, Billy,” she said, and she backed off allowing her boyfriend to move in.


  Given the stage and the permission to proceed, Billy Mercer stepped up, lips curled into a licentious scowl as he hoisted Andie by the ass cheeks into his arms. He held her tight to his belly and looked in her eyes. In this position, her bound arms were given some reprieve from the awful strain; she was almost as relieved as she was scared of the man who had charge of her now. The boy of her childhood was nowhere inside Billy’s sultry grey eyes. Yes, grey…she’d never bothered to notice their odd color before; she’d never bothered to know Billy, the man. Now his smoldering grey eyes looked almost inhuman, like those of a primal beast. Every nerve in her shuddered.


  Billy held her in one powerful arm, and ran his hand through her hair with the opposing hand; an act of affection and control. “It won’t hurt much, if at all,” he said to be kind. “Just look at me. Don’t take your eyes from my face. You got that?”


  She nodded.


  “If it hurts, just scream, but don’t take your eyes off my face.” His voice became oddly mellow, soothing, paternal and in command.


  “Yes, sir,” she stated as if she’d been calling him ‘sir’ for years. Fixing on him in a mindless stupor, she waited.


  “Good girl,” he noted, smiling slightly.


  While his muscled left arm held her to him, he unzipped his jeans with his right hand and pulled from his pants a hard erection, curved and instantly prodding at the base of her wide-open snatch. Carefully, easing her crotch down, Billy aimed the head of his prick at the center and slid her further down so the tip pricked the edges of her moist pink center. Then in one sudden movement upward, his hips shifted and he shoved her down on the ready stalk.


  She sucked in air, seething, breathing deeply, closing her eyes wincing, gasping in small pained whimpers.


  “Look at me!” he ordered.


  She opened her eyes and stared into the eerie grey that had somehow deepened to a smokier hue in just a few minutes time.


  “You’re doing fine,” he purred as he held her to his chest and began moving his hips, drawing his rod slowly from her cunt and then thrusting upward with a deliberate show of force.


  Her body bucked with him in an uneasy rhythm.


  Billy’s cock was big while Andie’s untried pussy was tight—tighter than anyone would have guessed. The deflowering wasn’t easy; her insides felt rent in two, but the rape of her cunt continued without a single mournful cry. A fuck like she’d never forget… Billy pounded her hard—the only way he knew to fuck—hitting deep, hitting her cervix as far as his prick could go, hitting the farthest reaches of her virgin body and tearing them free. By the time he finally opened his mouth in a silent scream and came, Andie was squeezing his prick with taut muscles. Her natural instinct to give pleasure engaged and her body responded like a dutiful slave girl.


  Though they stared each other in the eye, their minds were elsewhere, far away, when the orgasm crashed around Andie’s impaler and she felt his powerful release.


  Billy felt the force of her—the virgin-slut had some practiced set of muscles, he thought to himself as he returned to the real world and Andie’s penetrating stare. Thanks to Harper Montgomery and this little waif, this once hapless summer looked a whole lot more interesting than it previously had. Harper was first class and even a decent screw, but little pig-tailed Andie Forrest had grown into a woman who could take him places Harper would never trust herself to go.


  


  Harper and Zooey watched the scene from the sidelines, a little in awe and a whole lot envious.


  “You know I’ve never seen two people fuck… I mean in real life. They look pretty good together, don’t you think?” Zooey remarked. Her ass sluttishly caressed the workbench behind her.


  “He’ll run right over top of her,” Harper remarked dryly, refusing to acknowledge what she’d observed.


  “But isn’t that what our Andie wants?” Zooey countered.


  “Maybe,” Harper humphed. Envy poured through her every vein. “Maybe it’s just experimentation, long held repression finally having its say. Why not take advantage of her willingness? Could prove to be fun.”


  “That’s sounding rather cold,” Zooey noted.


  “Not really. I suppose I’m a little putout that she’s turned into such a slut. I certainly can’t compete with her on this level. I really liked the old Andie.”


  “Oh, you are a piece of work, Harp… You’re just realizing that from her humble position of surrender, she has all the power, which makes you her servant.”


  “Don’t be insipid.”


  “And ‘insipid’ is just another world for ‘right’?


  Harper scowled. “I’m not going to talk about rightness or control with you, Zooey. You had your jollies ordering her about, don’t try to say otherwise.”


  “Yeah, it was fun, but I could see it becoming dull…” she thought again… “well, maybe not dull, just redundant. Besides, I really like a big scene, lots of people to feed off, sometimes Andie can get too damned intense by herself.”


  “Is that why you gave her up to me? I thought you were just scared.”


  “Scared? No, but maybe intimidated,” she was willing to admit.


  Harper nodded without making it clear what she was agreeing to. The conversation had reached its end, just as Andie’s deflowering reached its explosive finish.


  


  Billy finally pulled away and set Andie on her feet again, wobbly as they were.


  “Better cut her down, Harper,” he said, now giving orders, which were quickly obeyed. Harper reached up and snatched the end of the rope that tied Andie to the beam and tugged at the bonds.


  “Oh, yeah…you’re gonna make us a fine summer, Andie Forrest,” Billy said. His hands were still on her hips to steady her, while she looked in his eyes as she never had before, seeing a man she’d never seen. “Do what you’re told and we’re gonna have one hell of a time. You don’t,” he frowned in a grim expression, “you’re gonna feel my belt blistering your hide, you hear?”


  “Yes, sir,” she visibly gulped looking very much afraid. The sexual energy pouring from her body had everyone in the barn captive to its relentless power, everyone wanting what she seemed so willing to give.




  Chapter Four


  Sex On The Beach


  


  The first taste of Billy’s belt came shortly after that defining fuck in the barn, the day they were in his Jeep, heading out of town toward the lake. He and Harper were in the front seats of the open Wrangler. It was decided that Zooey and Andie would sit in the small bench seat in the back.


  “You’re going naked,” Billy told Andie when they picked her up at the farm and drove out of the yard. He stopped the Jeep not far from the spot where Andie had masturbated just days before, and pulled into the brush, well off the road. “Get undressed right now.”


  “But I can’t do that, Billy. Someone will see!” Andie protested her voice cracking painfully.


  “On these back roads? I don’t think so. Go on, take off your clothes,” he said, while turning around in his seat and leveling her with a piercing stare.


  “But…”


  Billy’s hand went for his belt. Andie could tell even from the back seat what the move implied.


  “Oh, please.”


  “You gave us your word, Andie. Remember,” Harper droned. She was directly in front of her and had to turn in her seat to see her friend’s face. “Don’t disappoint me.”


  Andie didn’t move. She sat in the back of the Jeep, while Billy waited for her to do as ordered.


  “Do it, Sissy.” His voice had a threatening urgency that made her shudder.


  When she didn’t move, he finally opened the door, stepped out and moved around to her side of the Jeep, where he leaned on the open window frame with lips pursed and an odd air of amusement in his expression.


  “I could blister your ass, take off your clothes myself and leave you here. You want that?” he proposed.


  She still didn’t respond.


  This was a first class face off that continued for several interminable minutes, until a fed-up Billy finally hoisted Andie from the car as if she was a six-year-old kid and carried her into the woods under his arm.


  The move shocked the terrified girl. Her mind raced out of control wondering how far her would go. This summer had suddenly descended into a decadent indulgence of sexual appetites and power games…Zooey’s, hers, and now Billy’s and Harper’s. But where she had once envisioned Billy as Harper’s sidekick, the idea of him as an occasionally useful afterthought changed in her mind once she felt his powerful force move through her again.


  The prickly undergrowth of the woods scratched at Andie’s bare arms and legs, until Billy finally stopped in an open space some fifteen feet off the road and out of sight. Even Harper and Zooey who waited in the Jeep wouldn’t be able to see.


  Billy’s plan was firmly set. He quickly found a place to raise his leg and securely rest his boot, then he shoved Andie over the hard muscle of his thigh, lifting her sundress her ass and surveying his target. The two mounds of soft flesh were still marred a bit from a previous beating Zooey had given her, but they were healed enough to take another right over top.


  Drawing his belt from his jeans, he doubled the leather in his right hand and began smacking Andie’s ass with forceful strokes, hitting her without letting up, covering every square inch of her soft behind and the tender places at the base of her ass, until she was squirming and jerking, cawing hysterically for him to stop. She wailed like crazy almost from the outset, which surprised him. Since the girl knew how to take a good beating without a fuss—so he’d been told—he decided that her cries were a sign of real distress and she’d had enough. Stopping, he added a few well-chosen words to punctuate the punishment.


  “You going to defy me, Andie Forrest? You going to break your promises to me the first day?” he queried her in a rough voice, still holding her in place, the belt still poised to strike again.


  “No, sir,” Andie immediately answered. Her bottom felt like hell itself. Zooey’s punishment certainly packed a punch, but it was nothing like the firestorm of pain Billy rained on her.


  “You’re sure?” He gave her another rough smack across the center of her stinging cheeks.


  “Yes, yes, sir. I’m sure,” she gulped back tears.


  “Then take off your dress.” He pulled her off his knee, stood her back on her feet and waited for her to follow the instruction.


  Andie stood up, shivering to the bone, despite the fact that the day was warm with hardly a chill breeze in the summer air. The two nights prior had been beset with dreams and her waking mind had been awash with a thousand thoughts that never settled. This was Billy—not Harper, not Zooey—and the desire in her body was more rampant than she’d ever felt. This wasn’t right, or was it? Was it right to question what was happening to her? Should she confess the feelings that haunted her? Harper and Billy would probably say no, just do as she was told.


  She waited too long to act and Billy threatened again. “Do I need to start over?” She looked down, seeing the leather clenched tightly in his fist.


  “No, sir.” She began to disrobe…an easy task since she wore just the sundress for anyone of her owner’s easy access to the body they now owned by her consent.


  She shrugged the thin material off her shoulders and caught it before it reached the ground and stepped out, leaving herself completely naked. A subtle breeze made goosebumps break out over her skin and her nipples shrivel into knots.


  Billy smirked in that sexual way he had that made her so ill at ease. Then he shook his head and took her by the hand, leading her back through the woods to the car. He her lifted into the seat where she slunk down to hide.


  “You won’t be defying me again, will you?”


  “No, sir,” she confirmed.


  Zooey giggled next to her, while Harper smirked, smugly triumphant.


  Billy climbed in, gunned the engine and took off for the lake, driving purposely toward the private end on a deserted road leading to a secluded beach where they wouldn’t be disturbed.


  


  The quartet swam in the warm waters of the lake and lay on blankets to dry. They might have all shed their clothes and have been perfectly safe from the public eye, but the other three chose to wear their swimming suits, making a statement of the naked Andie. She was their play toy, defined by the rules they made up on whims, for devious reasons; for the chance to play with the darkness they harbored secretly and rarely revealed. This was an uncivilized society they had just created, all because of Andie Forrest’s uncivilized perversions.


  Zooey and Harper took turns swathing Andie’s body with sunscreen. “Wouldn’t want to damage this pretty skin,” Harper said. After the swim, she put on her sundress and a broad-brimmed sunhat to ward off the damaging rays. Zooey, just on the outskirts of the blanket, stayed inside the shade of a tree to protect her fair skin. Billy with a natural tan didn’t worry about the sun, but he did consent to having the naked Andie spread sunscreen over his shoulders and down his chest to his crotch, where she was permitted to seek out the penis rising inside his trunks. He pushed her away after several minutes of teasing play and grabbed Harper by the hand, leading her into the woods where they screwed in private, Zooey and Andie straining to hear the noises of sex.


  “Aw, I should have invited Junior,” the blonde fumed a bit disheartened.


  “But he’s not part of us,” Andie reminded her.


  “He is if I want him to be,” Zooey shot back, cryptically. “You certainly don’t make the rules.


  Put in her place, Andie lay back and stared into the trees, trying her best not to respond to the anxious sexuality that brewed in her belly. The warm sun on her skin always made her horny, but she didn’t have permission to act on the raging need in her now clawing for relief.


  


  Later, when the sun had slunk low in the sky, Zooey and Harper lay on either side of Andie, kissing her. Their loving hands moved over her flesh in passionate caress—something they would have never done as just friends. Now, as though they’d been freed of sexual restraints as much as Andie had, they acted on the languishing affection that was rarely expressed. They kissed each other on the lips, three pairs of lips and tongues dancing back and forth from one mouth to the other as if sharing private secrets.


  Billy watched them from a few feet off, sitting with his back against an old boat hull, smiling, and drinking his third beer. “Pretty sight you are. Who would have thought?” He called, shaking his head in wonder, while the three continued, ignoring his comment.


  The kisses were only the beginning of the compelling hunger than swept all three women. Harper’s hand moved into Andie’s crotch and began feeling its way around the unfamiliar terrain of her best friend’s lusty center. In seconds, her tentative play turned the little toy’s body into a quivering mass of desire. She cried out, plaintively appealing for their continued caress.


  “You’re going to cum, aren’t you?” Harper guessed, as one finger teased the wet edge of Andie’s vaginal opening.


  “Uh huh,” she gasped as she thrust her chest toward the sky.


  Seeing the two flattened mounds of Andie’s breasts with their pert nipples rising like minute mountain peaks, Zooey could not resist the temptation to lean in and suck the tempting nubs. She sucked until she heard Andie squeal, then moved on to the soft white flesh of Andie’s breasts, clamping her mouth over milky skin and biting down just hard enough to send a wild sensation of pain downward into Andie’s spasming crotch.


  “Oh, god, yes!” She wanted more.


  Zooey pulled away, leaving a hickey behind and chose another location to play vampire with her sweet suffering victim. Another bite and the submissive girl felt her pussy start to cum. A third bite and her belly exploded in a fiery climax.


  “That’s it, girl,” Harper purred as she inserted several fingers into Andie’s cunt in the fashion of a cock. They fucked her like a drilling jackhammer, as the orgasm rent the lusty slave from one end to the other, from breast, to belly to cunt, from tingling fingers to her toes.


  As she finished, Billy hovered over her, looking down as she opened her eyes. “Hold her for me,” he ordered the two women. Obliging him, they grabbed Andie’s knees and pulled them wide apart, baring the center of her sex for his taking.


  Billy seemed to dive into the girl’s wet home like he would a warm bath. He wriggled against her crotch for several seconds, then pulled back and started the fuck, drawing his dick out to nearly the head, then ramming it back inside as if he meant to drive it all the way to her throat. Over and over, again and again, repeatedly without pause, his hard erection—the erection he’d spent just an hour before in his girlfriend cunt—hammered Andie into a senseless stupor. He’d torn her virginity asunder just nights before in the sagging old barn, and now laid waste of her under the starry canopy of heaven.


  Even as the last of his cum was settling in her womb, he withdrew, moved up and pressed the head of his diminishing erection at her lips.


  “Lick it, slut!”


  Andie opened her mouth and let him in, tasting the remnants of Billy Mercer and her sexual juices, and maybe just a hint of Harper lingering on the skin.


  


  “I think you owe your girlfriends,” Billy said, when he finally pulled off the slutty farm girl and collapsed on the blanket beside her. “Get going.”


  Zooey was already playing with herself on the sidelines, her body becoming more aroused the longer she watched Andie get screwed. Hearing Billy’s order, she took a deep breath of cool night air, let her head fall back and drifted willingly into the erotic moment as Andie crawled between her legs and started lapping at her wet folds of flesh. Zooey had been leaning against a tree stump, but with Andie between her thighs, she pulled to the side and lay flat on her back so her toy had more room to roam.


  Andie moved on this familiar territory with great relish. Her first Mistress tasted more delicious every time she serviced her—sour, sweet, pungent and bitter all at the same time, much like Zooey’s all-encompassing personality.


  “Lower, baby, you’re gonna suck my ass,” Zooey hissed, body raw and needy. She bent her knees and raised her hips, inviting Andie to dine on the whole of her privates.


  Andie made a first few tentative laps of her tongue along the crack of Zooey’s rear cheeks, then she plunged in unafraid, feeding off the forceful surges of passion as Zooey practically fucked Andie’s face, her strong thighs holding the farm girl’s face with vice like strength. “Yeah, do it, baby, you’re gonna make me cum!” Zooey’s body shook with a physical thunder that seemed to reverberate down the beach. She’d grabbed for Andie’s hair and held on as the frantic climax ripped her belly, her cunt, her ass and every roused nerve. “Gawd, you’re fucking wonderful!” she gasped when she finally let go of Andie’s hair and the girl game up for a breath of air.


  “Just do it all over again,” Billy said. Sitting on his tree stump drinking another beer, he pointed to Harper, who more sedately lay on one of the blankets mindlessly touching her body between her thighs. She observed the scene with haughty indifference, and would likely have refused Andie’s offer if Billy hadn’t been presiding over the scene, intent on seeing the whole of it play out as he planned.


  Andie approached the green-eyed beauty warily, uncertain what was happening in her best friend’s mind. She’d thought she knew Harper as well as Harper claimed to know her, but that was before the Zooey incidents began, before her perversity was outed, before the well of her desire had been rent, spilling all its contents for those who knew her best to view. The games, the habits, the shared rituals the two adopted and lived by had suddenly vanished with new knowledge Harper never wanted in the first place. Andie’s once best friend was now a mystery to her, a stranger she hardly knew. Andie didn’t know where to begin loving the woman she loved so dearly. Zooey, brash beautiful clever Zooey, was as easy as her own body to understand and please, but Harper as the impenetrable stranger remained aloof and potentially cruel, even now.


  “May I?” she asked as her hand reached out to caress Harper’s thigh.


  “Only if you promise to stay away from my ass,” she answered. “I hate anything fucking with my ass.”


  “I’ll do anything to please you, Harper.”


  “Ma’am, call me ma’am. I’m supposed to be your Mistress.”


  “Yes, Ma’am, I’ll do anything you ask.”


  Lying on her side, Harper pulled her sundress to her waist, bent one knee and opened her thighs.


  “In here, and carefully. I cum quickly, but rarely without a cock inside. It’ll be quite a feat if you get me off.”


  “Yes, Ma’am.” Andie dove for the delicate nakedness of Harper’s feminine treasure, toward the pale skin with the soft bush of pale red pubic curls that created a sensuous swath of color across the lovely Venus mound. The surprising daintiness of her pretty pussy disproved the theory that she was a tough cunt. Her hard exterior was no more than the covering for the gentleness that lay beneath, a gentleness Andie had been blessed to often see in its emotional form, though not in the last week. As if this one moment was payback for four years of Harper’s protective nurturing, Andie poured love and nothing more into the act of pleasuring the Mistress she’d served she since was fourteen. Her tongue, her mouth, her teeth in a playful tango danced about the folds of flesh between Harper’s thighs. She had a surprisingly fresh windswept scent—perhaps the scent of the lake water. And there was just a hint of Billy Mercer hidden in her pinkish curls and that pleased Andie, as if she was truly serving both her Master and her Mistress in one loving moment. She slipped the tip of her finger over Harper’s clitoris and heard her seethe. Then she rubbed the hard bud, curling her tongue just inside the opening of the wet portal.


  She heard Harper gasp, not a hard cum, but, as promised, a swift one that didn’t require a man at all. Even if Harper remained distant, Andie allowed the fact that she’d pleasured her newest mistress to warm her heart.


  After the last of the spasms seemed to have drifted off, Andie pulled away, and lay close to Harper, waiting for her to awaken. When she did, there was a smile on her face.


  “To think I’ve been missing this all this time,” was all she said in thanks.


  It was enough.




  Chapter Five


  Billy In Charge


  


  The preferred location for the quartet’s acts of depravity was the Forrest’s barn, which was nearly as safe from exposure as a bunker hidden in the desert sand. As the sexual antics flourished, Andie’s grandfather’s will for living receded. He became more reclusive every day, which allowed the activities in his barn to go unchecked. It was just as well the old man was oblivious to his granddaughter’s behavior—it would have put him in his grave sooner than scheduled.


  As the summer slid slowly by, the sexuality between the four became more bizarre. With Andie as the submissive playtoy for the three randy dominants, their inventive sessions took shocking twists in wantonness, where none of them would likely go on their own. Andie was manipulated, beaten, tortured, toyed with and used in a variety of ways, but the end was commonly the same, their mutual pleasure. The darkness in their hearts spoke loudly inside the clapboard walls of the old barn. Only occasionally did it creep into the rest of their lives.


  By the middle of July, Andie’s ass was being trained for sport, just as her cunt had been in the latter days of June. For that purpose, Zooey bustled in one evening with an armful of enema equipment, a large amount of hose, two enema bags, several plugs, and a small tin of ginger.


  “I understand it creates quite a stimulating experience,” she said smiling, as she handed the mass of stuff to Billy, who’d become the de facto leader of the trio. “Not just the water, but the ginger.” She smiled and cast her eye on Andie who was in the corner squatting over a bucket, which she used as a toilet while in the barn. Her hands were tied behind her back, her breasts were heavily bound and laden with clothespins, her nipples clamped with cruelly biting pinchers. Her mouth was kept open by a double ratchet dental retractor, a particularly fiendish looking device with all its obvious implications—another of Zooey’s amazing finds. Billy’s latest threat of punishment had been a golden shower of his piss while her mouth was held wide with this nasty toy. So far, he hadn’t followed through with the punishment, though he’d come close several times. With his hand wrapped inside Andie’s hair, he’d drawn her to him while she sat meekly on the floor, and delivered the menacing warning with a scowl on his face.


  “You cross me just once, bitch, and I’ll pee all over you.”


  Andie gazed up at his hardened face, at his hardened eyes, noting the hardened bulging muscles beneath his T-shirt. She trembled with such desire that anyone looking on would think she actually wanted him to live up to this threat. No amount of sassy sarcasm leveled at Andie by her female Mistresses—and there was plenty—could come close to the fire in her gut that Billy’s produced. Her crotch would be dripping with juice as she listened to his ominous talk, her belly heaving with swells of pre-orgasmic spasms.


  “Over here, girl,” Billy barked just as she was finishing up with the bucket.


  Andie made the awkward crawl without her hands for help, a long ten feet between her bucket and Billy’s feet, where she was expected to sit.


  “I told you I’d be taking your ass. Now’s the time.” He smiled. “Better be brave.”


  Andie shivered, as Billy reached down between her legs and felt for her juices. He smiled again.


  “You don’t ever quit, do you?” he said, once again amazed by the flood of liquid he found in her crotch. “Turn around and bend over,” he ordered.


  This put her in a crouched position, her open mouth practically on the floor, her ass exposed.


  “Ass up.”


  When she struggled with the command, Billy reached down and began smacking her bottom with his palm in a fast staccato of swats that had her whimpering in seconds. She almost toppled over. When he stopped, his hand moved along the cleft of her ass, gathering the abundant juices from her cunt and swathing her anus with a finger diving into the hole.


  “You have the dildos, Harper?” he called to his girlfriend.


  “Small, medium and ‘she’ll never get it in her ass’,” Harper nastily returned.


  “I thought the enema comes first,” Zooey spouted off, dismayed.


  “Well then, get it ready. You say the ginger will heat her up a bit?”


  “Just a rumor, but I accidentally got some on my clit one time and I thought the damned thing was going to burn up. Let me get the water heated a little, we don’t want her cramping from the cold too soon.”


  Zooey moved with some speed to fill a pan with water and set it on the hotplate on the workbench. She added a few shakes of ginger to the mix, which, as Harper walked by, were doubled when she seized the can of ginger from Zooey and gave the tin a few more shakes. The last of the three to approve of these nearly nightly sessions, Harper found her taste for the domination of Andie grew the more she saw the effect on their little slave. Her heart was not as hardened as it might have first looked on the surface. She was more hurt than angry; there was a lot to deal with when this significant relationship changed course so dramatically. But regardless, behind her caustic sounding judgments, there was still a relationship of caring that sometimes made it difficult for Harper to witness the brutality that Billy and Zooey found so easy to inflict. Only when Andie screamed with pleasure and fainted into bliss was she convinced of the rightness of their terrifying schemes.


  Yet, even as Harper became more accepting of this startling kinky sex, disquieting feelings tiptoed about her psyche unnoticed. It took some effort to ignore this inner agitation, but then Harper was accustomed to ignoring signs of her own restless urgings—she done it for years.


  “Come here, girl,” Billy ordered, lifting Andie from her crouch so she was kneeling before him. “I don’t suppose you still need this?” he said, detaching the holding strap that kept the dental retractor in place.


  She shook her head, one of the few times she felt comfortable showing her obvious relief.


  “Perhaps you think I won’t live up to my threat,” he joked as he massaged her mouth.


  “Oh, I know you would,” she chimed in readily.


  “Good,” he nodded his approval. “Fact is, there’s nothing I could do you wouldn’t accept.” Only Andie and Billy were aware of the triumph in that brief claim.


  Billy looked toward Zooey. “You have that ready?”


  “All finished, boss, plug her up and let it run.”


  Sometimes Zooey was much too elated by the prospect of torturing Andie. But if it wasn’t entertaining, why bother? she would readily explain. Having the water warm and the bag bulging full, she carefully stepped toward Billy, happily presenting him with the wicked looking bag and nozzle. This particular nozzle had a hard rounded end, a little smaller than a golf ball, but a formidable size for a woman who’d never had a foreign object of any size in her rectum.


  “Can we hang it somewhere?” Billy asked, as he stared toward the rafters above.


  “Works better that way, I’m told—you know the higher it is the more it jets into the body.” Zooey was literally trembling with excitement. “And you don’t have to worry about it releasing. This valve controls the tube. Open it and she gets it as fast as the nozzle will allow.”


  “Interesting little device,” Billy said as he hooked the bag to a nail that had been driven into the rafter above them and leaned down to prepare the shivering slut. In her subservient pose of bound surrender, Andie peered into the barn’s ceiling and quaked to her core at the sight of the equipment to be used on her. Seconds later, she cried out as Billy began removing the nipple clamps and clothespins. Everyone he took off created another painful but urgent rise in her sex-hungry body. She could have orgasmed in seconds with the least bit of attention paid to her soaked cunt, but no one cared about her cunt now that her ass had become the focus of her owners’ fascination.


  With her breasts stringently bound and hands still tied behind her, she was lifted from the ground and dragged over the rounded side of an oak barrel, which was cradled inside two sets of crossed 2 x 4’s. With her buttocks nearly at the apex of the barrel, her toes barely skimmed the ground. At this point, she was slightly off balance with her head, shoulders and most of her torso falling over the far side. To secure her in place, her legs were pulled wide, and her ankles bound with rope, each tied to one of the supports below.


  Billy gave her cheeks a hearty smack as he eyed the tempting mounds of flesh.


  “Don’t you think we should warm her up?” Harper came forward for the first time that day.


  She rarely initiated any of the tortures, and this made both Zooey and Billy stand back in surprise.


  “Be my guest,” Billy pointed to the target, and watched his girlfriend pick up one of the slats of wood they used to spank their farm girl. This one had been sanded down and oiled to a shine, and in a moment of inspiration, Billy had drilled it with half a dozen holes. He understood that the pain would increase with this added feature. No one had used it for more than a couple of swats since it was initially created, but Harper would use it now, motivated by that still unspent emotional wrath churning unhappily beneath her normally calm surface.


  Taking aim, she made the spanking swift, but memorable, delivering ten hard swats to Andie’s upturned behind, covering the area from the padded cushion of the submissive’s buttocks to the tender undersides where her bottom cheeks meet her thighs. A howl of displeasure issued forth as the smacks thundered across her flesh.


  “Ooo, what’s the problem, farm girl?” Harper chided. “Too much for you?”


  Andie didn’t know how to answer.


  “Speak to me!” Harper barked, giving her another firm swat.


  “No, Ma’am,” Andie immediately replied.


  “Then you want another, don’t you?”


  “Yes, Ma’am,” the girl quietly gulped.


  “Then ask for it! Politely.”


  Andie choked back her tears and spit out the last thing she wished to say, “May I have another, please, Ma’am?”


  “Well, of course, since you asked so nicely.” Harper reared back.


  SMACK!


  Andie’s entire body shook from the violent blow.


  “Keep asking for it, slut. I want to hear you loud and clear!”


  “Another, please, Ma’am,” Andie haltingly returned.


  SMACK!


  A significant pause followed before she asked again—this became more difficult each time.


  “Another, please, Ma’am.”


  SMACK!


  Andie’s skin burned with fire, as each horrible swat shook her ass, her body and the barrel beneath her. How long would this last? she wondered in silent, tortured desperation. “Another, please, Ma’am.”


  “Boy, you are quite a masochist.”


  SMACK!


  Zooey and Billy looked on, Zooey apprehensive, Billy not worried—not yet. He understood the dynamics of the scene, and knew that probably Harper and Andie did too. This wasn’t fun and games, this was another round of revenge, paybacks and atonement that might go on until summer’s end. He understood that Andie Forrest was a whipping post for his girlfriend’s repressed emotions, and perhaps it was the best gift a friend could give another—at least to a point. He wouldn’t let it go too far, but as long as he felt the sexual urgency in Andie’s loins rip free with every cruel strike, he allowed the scene to continue.


  Another three swats, however, and Harper stopped on her own.


  “Another, Ma’am.” Andie asked again, just as she’d been told to do.


  “What is this? You have a steel-clad ass?” she sarcastically spit out as she tossed the paddle to the ground. “No, I’m not going to give you another swat, you damned slut!” None of Harper’s disquiet had abated with this session. That was clear to everyone, but regardless, Andie visibly shook with relief knowing that the grueling punishment was over.


  Taking a deep breath, Harper finally moved away to regroup and Billy moved in, laying a hand on Andie’s hot ass. His palm felt like velvet as he stroked the roughened flesh with a gentleness she would have expected from a woman, not a man as virile and commanding as this one.


  “Zooey,” he turned to the blonde, nodding to the enema nozzle.


  Zooey quietly whispered as she handed the item to Billy. “I’ll just lube her up a bit, then you stick the thing in.” She swathed her three middle fingers in a pot of cold cream and parting Andie’s back cheeks, she spread the goop along the channel. “That should do it.”


  While Zooey held her cheeks wide, Billy pressed the rounded head of the nozzle against Andie’s anus, pushing steadily until the knob popped inside, disappearing into her bottom. It seemed surprising how far the nozzle traveled on its own, as if the girl’s muscles were drawing it deeper of their own accord. The procedure was easy enough to start, but when Billy released the valve and the water from the enema bag started to flow, the turbulent rush of liquid into Andie’s bowels made her instantly flinch.


  “You’d better relax; we’re only getting started,” Billy warned.


  “Oh, please, I just can’t,” she suddenly voiced her anguish as if she were really hurting.


  “Of course, you can…unless you’d rather have my fist up there,” Billy scolded. “What do you think?”


  “NO, not that!” she cried.


  “Then behave.” He gave her bottom a soft smack for emphasis.


  The waters continued to flow in a steady stream, moving like an invading army deeper and deeper into mysterious territory. Andie could feel the signs of a profound arousal begin to build, this nothing like what she vaginally felt at the moment of entry or climax, or at any moment of a mounting orgasmic surge.


  This was just the start of the amazing session in pleasure and pain; what began as a feeling of fullness turned, for a moment, into a desperate battle to keep the waters inside her and not force them out. Intense cramping made her want to expel it all, but her own instincts warned her long before Billy did that such an act would bring grave consequences. When the cramping pressure at last subsided, new sensations advanced on her. The ginger absorbed into the walls of her channel and made her entire bottom burn from the inside out. She panted in agony, while flushed with desire, inwardly begging for the fire to cease. But such relief was a long way off.


  By the time Billy pulled the nozzle from her rectum and replaced it with a holding plug, she was hardly aware of that happening. Then, as if the current torture was not enough, Billy began his own form of punishment to her already punished behind. With more finesse than Harper, he worked her buttocks with a wooden slat, with a leather flogger he’d made of the leather strips and a switch he’d cut from a young sapling, experimenting with each one and noting the effect it produced. Hisses, sobs and moans that sounded like ecstasy filled the heated air about the barn, terrifying and wonderful at the same time.


  Every heart beat in unison from Andie’s to Billy’s to Harper’s to Zooey’s. Every inhale and exhale became timed to Andie’s labored breathing. All eyes focused on the girl sacrifice and her every movement in awed wonder.


  When Billy began to play with the flushed folds of Andie’s pussy, he found her dripping wet, her nectar flowing over his hand, and her orgasm about to crash the party. And what would that do, he wondered to himself, if she lost control?


  “Don’t you dare spill a drop,” he warned her with his lips pressed to her ear.


  With a finger strategically placed against her clitoris and another at the gateway of her vagina, he shook her cunt with the energy of his demanding action reaching deep within her. The hot waters sloshed angrily, the tempest in her built to a crest, and at Billy’s urging, though she hardly needed any urging at all, Andie forgot the turmoil and the pain, climaxing into his hand, as if offering him a treasure.


  “Good show, girl,” he smirked. He had moved a short stool in behind her so he could reach her cunt when he stood at her rear. Ready moments after her climax died off, with the waters still moving diabolically through her, Billy fucked her until he came and she was about to cum again.


  When he at last pulled out, despite the rise to another orgasmic crest, the desperate state of her bowels was more urgent than ever. Andie prayed that he would allow her to release the enema. And that had been his plan—to send her outside the barn where she could void the waters inside her—that is until Zooey appeared wearing a strap-on dildo, smiling brilliantly.


  “Isn’t this nasty?” she announced. “I’ve always wanted to try one? If I can’t have a guy’s ass, I can certainly take this slut.”


  Three pairs of eyes turned her way, seeing a purple silicone cock attached to a leather harness and bobbing at her groin.


  Billy wanted to laugh, but simply showed her the way instead.


  Harper looked on appalled.


  Zooey had all the angles figured, the movement down as if she’d been fucking women doggy-style for years. Plunging the fake prick into her friend’s ass, she thrust even deeper than Billy was able to go with his erection. This was no mere eight-inch dick, the size of Billy’s cock, but a thick ten inches shaped like the muscle of a porn star. With her better-than-average endowment, Zooey stretched the tight space of Andie’s vaginal channel even wider than Billy had, while refusing to listen to the mournful sounds that followed as Andie endured another rough fuck.


  The submissive shuddered in her silence feeling her feminine territory raped for the pure sport of it by a woman oblivious to everything but her own need. But was this not the essence of being owned, being taken, being used? This was Zooey getting off at her slut’s expense, and the only possible response, the only appropriate one for a surrendered girl was to yield to the woman’s power and hold on with all her strength.


  Zooey came hard as her body rammed like the best of men at the moment of climax.


  It seemed that the blonde-haired, bubbled-headed tart was in such a fury of excitement that she orgasmed from the mere tease of the leather strap-on harness. This wasn’t even designed for her pleasure, but a girl like Zooey who thrives on excitement doesn’t need much stimulation to get off. And this climax was as much emotional as it was physical. She did look incredible, wild hair flying savagely, her mouth open in awe as if she were praising God—which she probably was—groin beating into Andie with furious determination.


  This was bliss!


  Poor Andie just hung on, desperation mounting with every second.


  


  “Hey, Zooey, I think you’d better give her a break, hon,” Harper mentioned as soon as she thought the woman would hear her speak.


  Zooey’s eyes fluttered open. “Ooo, my,” she groaned.


  “I think our farm girl’s a little on edge.”


  “Okay,” she sighed, “if you say so.” Zooey pulled her silicone cock from Andie’s pussy, making sucking slurping sounds as she withdrew.


  With cum juice pouring from her vagina like a fountain, the girl’s crotch was sopping wet, although she hadn’t spilled a drop of the enema water.


  “Out the back,” Billy ordered, taking over. He carefully removed the plug from her ass, untied her feet and helped her stand. Breasts still bound, hands still tied, she awkwardly walked to the back of the barn and slipped out into the weedy growth of bushes where she squatted. Before she was finished, she was looking up into three pairs of eyes that turned her private moment into an embarrassing public one.


  “Oh! You stinky girl,” Zooey muttered with a happy grin.


  Harper looked on more than a little overwhelmed. Rarely speechless, she was now.


  Billy seemed to be the only one with his wits about him.


  “I think she’s rather pretty this way,” Billy remarked as he handed her a roll of paper towels. Then he turned back to the barn, motioning toward a shovel leaning on the siding. “Throw a little dirt over the mess before you come back inside, will you?” His mood was as jolly as Zooey’s, as amazed as Harper’s. Was it all just good fun? he would wonder later, as would everyone else.


  Andie wouldn’t think about it much. The sex, the degradation, abuse, desperation and humiliation scared her as much as she loved it all. The danger of it was diving in and never surfacing again. And at that moment, she was dangerously close to doing just that.




  Chapter Six


  Andie’s New Jewelry


  


  It took some days for the quartet to recover from the perversion of that night with the bondage barrel, the enema, and Zooey’s silicone dildo. Conversations were muted between the Master and the two Mistresses. Farm slut Andie was left alone to brood on the unspeakable acts that made her blush, while warming her entire body with remembrance. Satisfaction swam around her while she busily worked to forget those gruesome, yet painfully perfect, hours of torment—that was the only right thing to do, she thought. To dwell on her perversion was a perversion in itself. To feel at least a little bit guilty was a good thing.


  Just experimentation they all silently agreed. Who would want to repeat the scene? They couldn’t make it any better, or more severe. By daylight the episode took on the quality of a dream—or better said, a nightmare.


  Billy was the first to revive—as he was the least troubled by the event. When his Jeep shrieked to a stop in front of the newspaper office, Harper was waiting for him on the steps looking a bit harried from a day of mindlessly staring at ad copy, still such a painful bore.


  She knew something was up and asked immediately, “Where are we going?” Just the smirking grin on Billy’s face and their lush open mouth kiss told her so.


  “Just out,” was all he’d say. Zooey was in the Jeep minutes later and they were headed toward the farm.


  Arriving at the Forrest’s farmhouse, the three were surprised to see Andie’s grandfather drinking lemonade, sitting side by side with the pale-faced girl as the two rocked gently in the porch swing. It appeared as if they were in the midst of a private conversation, and they both looked up a bit startled when the Jeep came to a halt just a few feet away from the porch rail.


  “Hey, Mr. Forrest,” Billy jumped from the Jeep, took the stairs in a second and greeted the man with a firm handshake and a warm smile. They’d known each other a long time and their genuine fondness for each other was plain to see.


  “You’re here to take Andie away,” he said.


  “Not if you need her here,” Billy answered with a big grin.


  “Oh, my no! You go on with your friends,” he urged Andie with a nudge. “I’m all right.”


  “What about dinner?” It was hard to tell if she was excited about leaving with her friends or if she would have rather stayed home.


  “It’s already fixed, Andie,” he patted her knee. “Not the kind of day to waste, I say. You’re only young once, you know.”


  She gave him a warm hug. “You’re sure you’ll be all right?”


  “I’ll be fine, even better if I know you’ve having fun.”


  How ironic, she thought, as she gave her grandfather an affectionate peck on the cheek.


  Andie was in the car, roaring out of the dusty farmyard seconds later, tucked into the backseat next to Zooey.


  As usual, Billy wasn’t going to let her go very far with her dress on. As soon as they were out of sight of the farm, he stopped the Jeep, turned around and reached into the backseat with his hand out. “Give me your dress.”


  Andie stared at him for no more than ten seconds realizing that if she balked, he’d only haul her out of the car and spank her as he had before. This time, there were no woods close by, just open farmland along a relatively busy highway. Blushingly, she pulled up the hem of her dress and drew it off over her head, pressing it into Billy’s hand.


  “Good slut,” he said. “Now put your hands behind your back and stick out that pretty chest so I can see it when I look in the mirror.” Taking his foot off the brake, he pulled out onto the highway and took off.


  Thankfully, with the threatening rain, the Jeep’s windows were installed, which would do a great deal to obscure anyone who was driving by from catching a glimpse of her naked torso. But that did little to fend off her fears of being seen. In a small corner of her sexual self, the thrill of being seen was a breathtaking turn-on, but she would be mortified if anyone she knew actually saw her this way.


  Billy took several winding country roads through familiar terrain and then into less known territory until, after nearly thirty minutes, they approached a small country town, stopping on the outskirts in front of a ramshackle building that looked as if it should have been torn down years ago. Like old barn wood, the siding was a weather-beaten grey; one would think that with even a slight gust of air the building would simply fall into the ground. Hanging slightly askew over the storefront door was a hand-lettered sign that explained the purpose of this mission, bringing gasped expressions of delight to both Harper and Zooey.


  


  Tattoos


  & Piercing


  


  “Oh! Damn, you’re really gonna do it?” Zooey exclaimed.


  “Do what?” Andie asked suspiciously.


  “Have you pierced,” Billy announced with a grin.


  “Noooooooo!” Her body seemed to draw up into itself, as if it were possible to hide her naked privates and vanish into the seat.


  Harper, sitting directly in front of Andie, turned around and leveled her with an incisive stare. “Yes, you are, farm girl. Two fat rings so I can string you to the rafters of the barn while I beat you.” She smiled almost as gleefully as Zooey would. “So I can lead you around by a tether…so you’ll never forget who owns you.”


  Andie’s nipples already ached knowing what would happen.


  But as much as she was afraid, this was a good ache, coupled with a feeling of powerlessness as she realized that no matter how much she might protest, she would eventually give in. Nothing that her trio of owners did to her seemed out of reach or too absurd. Perhaps they were reading from her soul, from pages even she had not yet read, remaining one step ahead of her, inspired by what she secretly told them.


  “Can I have my dress?” she finally asked Harper in a timid voice.


  “No, she can’t have her dress,” Billy answered for her. “Even if someone sees you in this sleepy town, they don’t know you. And my friend Ruben isn’t gonna care; he’ll just want to fuck that pretty cunt of yours.”


  “Oh! Please!” She had to voice her reservations, although her protest was just for show.


  “Out of the car, girl,” he barked. She felt the shrill order jangle her entire sexual body.


  He jumped from the car, and just as quickly Harper was on her feet, pulling back the front seat to let Andie and Zooey out too. To Andie’s great relief, the door to the tattoo parlor was just three feet away, and she was safely inside the building in a matter of seconds.


  


  “So this is the bitch you been banging, Billy boy,” a gruff and scraggly hippie emerged from behind a curtain of beads. The bearded, bushy-haired man wore black leather pants and a leather vest, exposing tattoos of dragons and snarling beasts that covered his upper arms and shoulders. He gave Andie a head to toe inspection before turning to his friend. “Hey, man!”


  The two men knocked fists, then backed off.


  Andie stared around her, her eyes taking in odd things she’d never seen before, tattoo paraphernalia, hundreds of sketches of tattoos tacked to the wall and finally a display case of body jewelry with strange shaped amulets, gleaming at her portentously from inside the glass. Just the idea that a pair of those rings would decorate her nipples made her legs feel like Jell-O. Overcome by terror she could hardly move.


  “Big ones, I want big ones.” Harper loomed over the glass counter and pointed to a pair of fat rings.


  “Humm, you don’t want anything that big to start,” Ruben said, moving in behind her. “I won’t pierce her with anything bigger than 12 gauge. If these heal right, you can come back and I’ll move her up to 10’s.”


  “Oh,” Harper pouted, dismayed. “But look at the size of her nipples,” she said, as she reached out, grabbed at one of Andie’s nipples and pulled her toward her, roughing the bud into a firm and rather large pink knot.


  “Yeah, and 12’s will be just perfect,” Ruben assured her.


  


  Andie lay on a medical table in the back of the tattoo parlor with her three owners surrounding her, and Ruben doing the ‘dirty work’, all according to sterile procedures. Gloves, disinfectant and needles pulled from sterilized packages appeared from a drawer below the table.


  Meanwhile, the shivering subject looked from her prone position, eyes wide in horror as she stared at the instruments, her belly heaving with emotion.


  “Give her clit a good massage while I work,” Ruben suggested to Billy. “It’ll remind her why she’s being pierced.”


  Zooey and Harper, standing on either side of Andie, pulled their submissive’s legs apart and held them tightly, while Billy moved in and teased her moist pink cunt with his agile fingers. “You like that, don’t you?” he looked her in the eye.


  Andie nodded nervously.


  Swathed, pinched and finally poked through with the first sharp 12 gauge needle, a roar of pleasured pain shot through her body like a bullet, mitigated—but only afterwards—by the sweet sensation of Billy’s fingers gently rimming her center. Her pussy exploded with juice.


  “Damn! There’s nothing that won’t make this girl hot!” Billy exclaimed.


  “Ya gotta real live one here,” Ruben said, admiringly. “What I could do in an hour with a slut like this…” He shook his scruffy head in wonder.


  With one of Andie’s nipples pierced with the quarter-sized ring, Ruben moved efficiently to the second nipple, producing the same results in Andie, including another astounding jolt and later the lavish wave of pleasure as Billy fingers reminded her that this was as much a sexual act as it was a test of her submission.


  He spanked her pussy at the finish, drawing her attention back to the present moment and the hot look of arousal in his fierce eyes.


  “You three are gonna hafta lay off the rough stuff with these until they heal,” Ruben told them.


  “How long will that be?” Harper asked.


  “’Bout six weeks.”


  “Six weeks! That’s practically the end of the summer!”


  The man shrugged. “There’s plenty else to do with a slut like this that would suit me just fine. Any invitations?” He stared at Billy.


  “Maybe,” Andie’s sly master nodded as if he was seriously considering the possibility.


  “So, get up, girl, and show them off,” Ruben nudged her. The four backed away giving Andie enough room to rise on her own power until she stood before the lot, sheepishly looking down at her new jewelry. She touched the left piercing enough to make her wince, feeling secretly pleased.


  “Ooo, would I like to get my hands on those now,” Harper retorted meanly. She passed right by Andie moving toward the door, and flippantly added, “You’d better be good, or you know what’s going to happen.”


  


  “What do you mean, ‘maybe’ an invitation?” Harper was on Billy hard as the four left Ruben’s tattoo parlor minutes later and they were back in the Jeep.


  “I said maybe because I mean it,” he viewed his girlfriend with raised eyebrows as if daring her to challenge him more.


  “So, what did you have in mind?”


  “I think she ought to be gangbanged before the summer’s over.”


  Harper looked at him with surprise and Zooey squirmed in her seat, while Andie listened silently, provoked by every word the man spoke.


  “She’s begging to be used, can’t you tell?” Billy said. “As good as the three of us are, there’s nothing like a rough cock banging to bring out the best in a randy slut like her.”


  “You have the friends who would do that?” Harper wondered.


  “I’d have a lineup half way around her grandfather’s barn if I put the word out.”


  “Really?” Harper, even Zooey looked a little worried.


  “But I will be more discreet than that. What do you take me for?”


  “Sometimes I wonder about you, Billy,” Harper shook her head.


  “Wonder about yourself. You’re just as much a part of this as Zooey and I are. Just as much a part as our farm girl is herself.” He nodded toward the backseat, where Andie was now safely stowed and nursing the throbbing pain in her nipples. She listened to the conversation between Master and Mistress alarmed by the frank exchange even as her body responded erotically as it had all summer.


  Billy turned to Andie and caught her eye with an imperious stare.


  “You want to be gangbanged, don’t you?”


  Andie stared at him blankly, feeling her belly beating with such lust that she could have lay back at that moment and let the whole world use her.


  She nodded—biting her lip, feeling her cheeks flush and her ears burn. At the same time, her eyes watered with tears.


  “See,” he made his point to Harper. “She’ll do what she’s told, even if you don’t understand that. Facts are facts.”


  The point was well taken, but gave her pause. Harper was beginning to wonder how this strange occupation of theirs would end. It had to once summer died for lack of days, along with the raunchy spirit of the season. What would Andie do then? Maybe it wasn’t her place to worry. Life would take care of itself just as it always had; they all would move on. After all, this was entertainment, nothing serious or long lasting had ever been discussed—and it wouldn’t be anything more as far as Harper was concerned.




  Chapter Seven


  Just Me Tonight


  


  August began with Andie’s nipples incredibly sore from the pain of being pierced. Every time her dress or T-shirt brushed against her body, a tingle of sensation thrilled her loins, filling her head with new pictures of debauchery. There had been no gangbang as threatened by Billy the day of her piercing. Had he been bluffing? she worried. Perhaps she should be more worried if Billy followed through. But, curiously, living a reasonable and decent life was as far from her thoughts as what she would do when summer gave way to September.


  It had been three days since she’d seen her randy trio of abusers and her body ached with want. She felt the heat of the day on her skin; a wet layer of perspiration making it glow. To stay cool, she’d piled her hair on top of her head in a loose bun, held with a yellow pencil woven through the mass of curls. The sky of evening with its gathering clouds and the humid air of a threatening thunderstorm made her belly pulsate with a vibrant beat, enough that she was rubbing herself against the kitchen sink as she cleaned the dinner dishes. She could almost feel her three friends coming to her as they usually did on days like this one when the air was thick and ripe with expectation. She stared into the farmyard, gazing as best she could toward the road that wound past the farm, willing them to come, all the time watching for the rising dust produced by passing cars. She knew they would be there soon, her raw cunt told her so.


  Every few minutes she stopped what she was doing and looked for Billy’s tan Jeep, finally smiling with exuberance, her body careening almost climactically when she spotted the vehicle headed her way, kicking up a dire-looking cloud of dust as it moved closer. When the Jeep came to a halt in front of the kitchen window, she was surprised to see Billy alone—no Zooey or Harper.


  “What happened to them?” she greeted Billy. The screen door remained closed, creating a cloudy veil between them. With the sky outside was nearly black, she could hardly see him in the cavernous shadows.


  “Harper’s sick and Darlene at the diner had an asthma attack so Zooey had to work her shift.”


  “Then it’s just you?” She blushed.


  “Just me tonight.”


  “Is that all right?”


  “It’s all right if I say it is.”


  Her blush brightened.


  “And it’s just me here. Aunt Julia took my grandfather away for a couple of days, to give me some rest,” she said. They fell silent at this admission, the space between them stirred by the images that poured into their minds.


  She finally ended the quiet. “Why don’t you come in?” She held the door for him as he walked through—the first time he’d been in the house that summer.


  “Been awhile,” he said. He stared at the familiar room with the eyes of a young man, not a child. It had been a long time since he’d been inside the Forrest house and yet the old rooms looked the same. Smaller, but familiarly the same. The place sagged heavily with the weight of age, but bore the years proudly, as if to say there was a lot more life to be lived within its walls.


  “I suppose I’m here for the taking,” Andie said, as she put down her dishcloth and sheepishly bowed her head. Her blood raced and her heart pounded so loudly in her chest that she could hear the beat of it in her throbbing temples.


  Billy nodded, moved by the eroticism of her quiet submission, made more profound by the silent house and the stirred air of a stormy night.


  He nodded and she moved toward the stairs.


  The old staircase creaked from their weight as they moved up step by step, until Billy stopped her in the middle of their ascent.


  “Just one thing,” he whispered from behind. He was close enough for her to feel his breath on back of her neck tickling the hair like a ghostly whisper.


  For an instant, the wind howled through the house, sending a warm gust of air up the stairs.


  Reaching around from behind her, he carefully unbuttoned her dress until the soft blue cotton fell open and he pulled it off her shoulders. He let it drop to her feet and she stepped out, allowing the smooth fabric to slide a few stairs down, discarded.


  “Go on now,” he pushed her naked body forward and the steps started to creak again.


  The flesh between her thighs began to moisten from her seeping juices, as she imagined Billy’s eyes directly on her swaying naked ass.


  When they reached her room, Billy gazed about making quick decisions about what he’d do next. He began opening dresser drawers, rummaging through the contents and finally pulled out two scarves—a blue silk and a lavender cotton embroidered with pink roses. He tied her wrists with the ends of the scarves, and pushed her onto the bed, tying off the opposite ends to the rails of the headboard, so that her arms were stretched wide above her. Then he opened her thighs, reaching inside to feel the familiar pool of juices at her snatch. He smiled at her readiness and the delicate layer of goosebumps that appeared as she shivered, nervously waiting.


  “Cold?” he asked, thinking of the stiff breeze that swirled in through the open windows. The air had cooled significantly; it had rained somewhere nearby.


  “No. I’m burning up.”


  And she was. With every breath, her chest heaved, fevered and wanting. Her hips swayed, undulating like the summer breeze through trees. Her belly throbbed, rising, falling, inner muscles spasming involuntarily in preparation. She drew him down with her eyes alone, which darkened to a nameless hue, beautiful and wise.


  Smitten and seduced, Billy stripped in front of her and mounted the bed between her open legs. He balanced naked above her, hovering like a bird of prey, an intoxicating creature filled with fury. His muscles glowed like a powerful oiled machine, as his erection grazed her sexual center, between legs parted to expose the pink of her wet slit. Inside the aura radiating from her sweltering form, he moved deftly, plunging with perfect accuracy into her cunt, laying waste the treasure he’d confiscated as his own for this one summer. With Andie’s erotic power exploding at the moment of their coupling, it became difficult to tell who drove this fasting fucking clash. Even the storm, banging at the windows and shaking the house with thunderous claps added its untamed ferocity. A raw wind whipped the curtains in the open windows and sent cold drops of rain to sizzle on their heated skin.


  Andie cried mirthfully as Billy’s erection thrust inside her cunt, finding the invasion of her womb rougher and more troubling than she previously remembered. Perhaps because they were so very alone. There was no one watching; no one made sassy retorts, witty snide remarks; no fingers tugged at her nipple rings, or slapped her fanny with a stick.


  No Zooey.


  No Harper.


  Just Billy and Andie, humping like crazed lovers, separated from the others, desperately, for one brief hour, stealing this moment from a lifetime they had chosen not to live.


  Her insides longed for this taking, as she led him deeper into her feral sexual home, as far as her heart and soul would allow. While her body ached in desperation, he stared down with jaw clenched and eyes wide in wonder of the taunting muscles squeezing his erection as if she were holding on to him for dear life. As she drew him further down, her oddly affectionate eyes grabbed his heart. Soon, they would disappear, become one body, the way real lovers become one in body and spirit when making love.


  But they weren’t real lovers—they would have to remind themselves; this wasn’t supposed to happen to those engaged in a fleeting, no-strings-attached, fantasy fuck.


  That fact didn’t stop Andie’s desire to hold him. She wanted her arms around him, wanted to lick his lips and tease them with her tongue, to flirt coquettishly, batting her eyes as she lovingly seduced him. She wanted to love him, allowing her body to open beyond its blood and skin and bones. Her substance sought that higher state of sexual joining that transcended physical sensation.


  Sadly, being bound denied her this foolish, silly hunger, and the imprudent desire passed them by, unfulfilled.


  The storm swept the room again as violently as the climax that swept her insides, as furiously as the climax that wracked Billy’s quivering body and sent his seed far into her womb.


  “Oh, GOD, yesssssssssssss,” she cried with magnificent joy when the first sharp spasm hit. Her message carried into the wind, while she thrashed back and forth and the hard cold rain came down on them in a chilling shower.


  When Billy finally pulled out of her, he moved quickly to the windows and slammed them shut. Then he returned to the bed and Andie, sinking into the sheets beside her. Reaching up he untied the scarves and set her free—although she didn’t move an inch.


  


  Silence invaded the room with the stealth of a stalking cat. With the windows closed and the thunderous storm moving briskly to the East, the utter immensity of the quiet that dwelled around them gave them another cause to quake.


  Andie feared him so close by, feared the prickly energy that rose unbidden between them. She wanted to touch him, but she didn’t dare make a move.


  “Harper won’t like this,” she said, as she finally lowered her stretched arms to her side.


  “What Harper thinks doesn’t matter,” Billy replied.


  “How can you say that?”


  He waited a while before he spoke again, as if he was weighing answers in search of the best one. He finally replied, “You don’t get it, do you?”


  “Get what?”


  He turned to her, jiggling the mattress as he moved. “Harper and I are only together because it’s over the first of September. We’re about as suited for each other as the Queen of England and a potato farmer.”


  Andie turned on her side too and looked him in the eye. “But that’s not true!”


  Billy grimaced and shook his head. “You’re so naïve, Andie. She wants me for my brawn, my bark, my bite and the slap in the face I occasionally give her to bring her down…”


  “You slap Harper in the face?”


  “Just twice,” he smirked. He reached out fingering her hair in his hand. The messy bun had fallen loose, the pencil having rolled onto the floor, unnoticed, during the frantic coupling. “I gave her what she wanted…and afterwards, she smoldered as hot as you do when you’re bound.”


  “I can’t believe…”


  “Besides, she told me to. Goaded me. Asked for it.”


  “So you just hauled off and slapped her?”


  “Twice, but not the third time.”


  “When was that?”


  “Last week.”


  “Can I ask why?”


  “We were fighting over you.”


  Andie pulled back, shaking her head, “No, Billy, I don’t want to come between you two, I swear.”


  “Hey, that wasn’t the fight. She worried that you’d get hurt. Can you believe that? After being such a bitch. I swore you were safe with me and she rattled on like a maniac, crying and swearing…I thought she’d lost it. At one point she got the feeling that I was about to slap her—which wasn’t the case because I’d already vowed that wouldn’t happen again—and she started egging me on like she had before. There was nothing behind it but bottled up emotion.”


  “But you didn’t slap her this time?”


  “No. And I won’t again.”


  “Why is that?”


  “Like playing with matches. The flash of the fire is the rush, but the flame destroys. She doesn’t need me to destroy her.” He chuckled softly. “She doesn’t need me at all.”


  “But she loves you! I see that in her eyes. You can’t tell me that she doesn’t.”


  He shrugged. “Maybe for a time. But I can already feel her retreating from me. She is gearing up for the rest of her life—Yale and journalism school and Mr. Perfect in the Armani suit. Her moodiness now is just fear. She won’t admit that, but she’s afraid.” His tone was bittersweet, sad, and mildly contemptuous.


  “This is going to end…I try not to think about it much,” she said unhappily. “Maybe we should drop the conversation; it makes me sad.”


  “Why run from it, Andie? Facts are fact. Summer is only so long.”


  “And when it’s over for you?” she asked.


  “I’m heading out, too.”


  “What?”


  “Hey, I’m splitting like the rest of you. I’m getting this trust fund money from my aunt, remember li’l ol’ Sweeney?”


  She did. The lady with the braids who tied them into a bun at the back of her head.


  “It’s mine when I’m twenty-one, which happens to be September first.”


  “And then you’re gone?”


  “That’s right. Hitting the road.”


  “I thought you were going to trade school or something like that?”


  He laughed. “I know. That’s what everyone thinks. I don’t know where I’m headed, but staying here isn’t it.”


  “Does Harper know?”


  “No. And I’m not telling her.”


  “But why tell me?”


  “Because you won’t tell a soul.”


  “You trust me that much?”


  “Why wouldn’t I? If you give me your word, I know you won’t break it. Now Zooey would be another matter and I’m not even sure Harper could keep a secret. I really don’t want the rest of the family grilling me about my plans. They’ll be all over me if they found out and I’d never get out of here. As for Harper…the truth is, as much as she picked me because I’d be easy to say goodbye to, I picked her for the same reason. She’s going places, and I have places to go. I can work anywhere I want, sleep anywhere I choose, no one to answer to. No one. When I heard about the trust fund, I knew I had my ticket out; been polishing my boots ever since.”


  “So you have enough money to last forever?”


  “Oh, I doubt that. But long enough to soothe the soul of a rootless spirit.”


  “But you’re not rootless, Billy Mercer. Your family has been part of this county for years.”


  He shook his head. “It isn’t about where I have roots. The world is tugging at my heart.”


  She frowned. “I understand that. I feel it too. Maybe not the world, but something…”


  He held her for a time, caressing her tenderly as if there were something special between them. Then, just as she was about to doze off, he came-to with a jerk, scooted off the bed and got dressed.


  “Say, is your grandfather gone for a while?”


  “I don’t know. Why?”


  “Just let me know when you have the farm to yourself again.”


  “Why is that?”


  He started to answer, then thought better of it. “It’s not your place to ask the questions, slut.” The surly tone of authority she was accustomed to entered his voice again, giving her a chilling reminder of the role of master he played so well and was not yet ready to relinquish.




  Chapter Eight


  No Matter How Brutal It Gets


  


  That night Harper and Zooey were condemned to remain on the sidelines. Zooey didn’t think it fair when she had a cock of her own bigger than those of the boys Billy rounded up for Andie’s gangbang. But Billy said, “No way in hell, girl. This is a guy thing. Watch, but that’s all.” Harper was content with her role, and Zooey sullenly followed along.


  Andie sat on the living room settee in the farmhouse, demurely, virginal, hands in her lap, back ramrod straight, knees and lips slightly, submissively parted, her heart thumping like that of a wild beast cornered. Her arousal had been driven high, first with innuendo carefully placed all week long as Billy baited her with the promise of a brutal gangbang and then when the boys arrived in their trucks and reality came leaping on her like the hot breath of a fire-breathing dragon. Though they’d been sworn to silence, her worst fear was that her grandfather would find out, that the community would know her sin and how eagerly she participated in her own gang rape.


  For a while, the boys milled about talking, drinking beer, gazing occasionally at her, hoping to catch her eye. She remained passive on the outside, body, mind and emotions seethingly hot on the inside. One of group would stand before her running thick fingers through her hair, sneering in anticipation. Another would stand behind her, running a finger down her back until he felt her shiver with excitement.


  “How about you open up that dress?” the husky Bobby Long brayed to the room of murmuring voices as he swaggered to the settee. His dick luridly tented his shorts.


  Hearing Bobby’s question, Billy moved from the dining room toward her and the others gathered around.


  Billy stood in front of her for a moment, then he dropped to one knee, gazing at her squarely in the eye. His hand reached for the back of her neck, cradling it in his palm and holding on to it fiercely.


  “You’re going to get hurt tonight. You know that, don’t you?”


  “I know,” she said without emotion.


  “And you don’t want to run?”


  “No, sir.” She shook her head just slightly.


  “When it starts, there’s no stopping. I won’t end it until they’re done. That means finished, spent. No matter how brutal they get with you.”


  “Yes. I know that.” Every nerve in her quivered with excitement; any fool could see that.


  “Harper and Zooey won’t stop it; they promised me.”


  She briefly glanced their way and then back at Billy. “I understand that.”


  “You won’t die and you will survive it; that’s the only thing I can promise,” he added for good measure. Perhaps this last warning would break the spell that had her nearly begging for the rape to begin. But it didn’t. His rough words filled her imagination with images of the gang rape until she could feel a frantic fire burning in her belly.


  “That’s all I care about, sir,” she answered truthfully.


  He nodded and returned to his feet, ordering brusquely, “Unbutton your dress.” His voice turned cold, as his heart clanged shut like a bear trap, and the act and the actor became one in the same, ruthless and unwavering. She’d get exactly what she asked for. He’d feel no remorse. Not now. Not ever.


  “Yes, sir,” Andie answered his order as her fingers moved to the top of her dress.


  “She calls you sir!” a redheaded, freckle-faced boy of eighteen jibed light-heartedly, in nervous anticipation, momentarily lifting the dour mood of the room.


  Billy nodded. “Yes. She knows her place,” he answered him, sharply. The resonant tone of his voice returned the mood to the grimly erotic tenor he’d so carefully established. No one would challenge it again.


  Andie looked into Billy’s face as he stared down at her. Hands shaking as she reached for the first button between her breasts, her eyes clung to his face as if he alone could walk her though the next few minutes. She struggled with the first button and noted the impatience in his expression.


  “Why don’t you just rip it off?” a voice shot out.


  Dark snickers sounded through the room; doubters grinned as if they’d taken bets that the girl would never do it.


  “She’ll do it herself,” Billy assured them all. “And she’ll do it now,” he said with his glowering eyes fixed on her, “even if I have to blister her ass to get her moving.”


  “Hey, I’d like to see that!”


  The threat and the exclamation were especially unnerving to the waifish girl. But Andie’s fingers moved a little faster as she knew the threat was real. One button and then the second and she was well on her way, all to the wide-eyed wonder of the boys who watched.


  Once her fingers reached her waist, she dropped to her knees with a nod from Billy and let the dress open wide and fall to the floor. They thrilled to see her naked, as much as she thrilled to have their lecherous eyes combing her flesh.


  “Help them with their shoes, slut,” Billy ordered next. “And show them some respect.”


  Following the command, she crawled from one male to the next, untying laces, pulling off shoes and kissing feet like a dutiful slave. The boys got busy while she worked, removing their clothes in preparation for the onslaught that would land on her, as aching loins grew stiff cocks from nests of kinky pubic hair, each one reaching toward her for the affections of her mouth and the sweet muscle of her snatch.


  Once finished with their shoes, she circled the group from one to the next, filling her mouth with the tastes of semen and stale pee that clung to their erections. Her lungs filled with the scent of fresh earth and the musky odor of sexual anticipation. Anxious as schoolboys, they forced their cocks down her throat, gagging her repeatedly to the tune of their companions’ catcalls.


  “Take it, baby!”


  “Do your stuff!”


  “Down the hatch!”


  “Look at her suck!!”


  All from an adolescent playbook of porn.


  When their cocks were firm and ready for fucking, Billy changed the scene from the living room to the bedroom. All seven present climbed the stairs, with Andie thrown over Billy’s shoulder, pirate booty ready for plunder.


  Billy tossed her in the center of her white bedspread, in the middle of the virginal white room; its starched white cotton curtains fluttered at the open windows. There was little difference in the room between this night and the night Billy had sex with her alone. However, this time it had been prepared in advance with ropes tied at the corners of the head and footboards to restrain her movements—at least until the gangbang was underway.


  Don’t hold back, they’d been told. “Fuck her hard and long, in the mouth, in the ass, in the cunt,” Billy told them, then scornfully added, “just leave your condoms at the door so she’ll know afterwards how many.”


  The four men stared at her in wonder, still not believing their good fortune.


  Was she being paid?


  No.


  Was this blackmail?


  Only sort of.


  Was this punishment for a trashy slut?


  Of course. She’s been a very bad girl. Billy’s scorn became amusement.


  What if she cries?


  Then gag her mouth with cock.


  What if she screams?


  Slap her sane.


  What if she cums?


  Enjoy it, man! She’s good with her cunt.


  What about two at a time? the last question asked.


  Wouldn’t be a gang rape without it, now, would it? the sly retort came back.


  


  They started with Andie’s arms and legs tied to the four corners of the bed and a thick hard pillow forced under her ass to lift her crotch for easy access. The hot cunt at her center already oozed with her sweet nectar, almost begging the boys to suck her first.


  But that wasn’t in the rules of the game. Her cunt was for fucking; her mouth for using; her ass for reaming. As for her getting off? If she did, they couldn’t help that, but it wasn’t the point when plundering a farm girl for their enjoyment.


  Eager and ready, one boy mounted Andie’s face, while a second mounted her cunt and began to work it with a rhythmic beat of his groin. She could feel the energy in her body explode with that first rude assault. Then her face opened naturally to receive the penis tapping at her mouth. Almost from the start, her mind kicked off, vacating for the remainder of the night, while she busied herself in giving head, sucking cock and laying her body open for the fury of them all.


  Anger, frustration and disappointment poured into her, for a hundred unhappy moments in their thwarted lives. She bore their grief, their wrath against women, and endured countless slaps on her face that ceremonially put her down as the lowly sex beast Billy made of her. She wasn’t one woman but a hundred who defied the subtle, kind and well-meaning advances of silly youths with cutting malice. They made her nipples hot with pain as they tugged viciously on her rings, then happily listened to her cries for mercy, just as they would happily listen to those cries for mercy from the women, the girls, and the would-be lovers who haunted their dreams with repeated rejection.


  Harper and Zooey stood by licking lips, envious, but not daring enough to put themselves in Andie’s place. They could hope that Billy would forbid it, if they tried to join in. But fear that he would say ‘yes, go right ahead,’ kept them from making an attempt.


  The virginal bedroom soon lit with sound, with sucking, slurping, grunting, groaning noises, and the moaning sounds of Andie’s sexual music. The boys all came once fast, and were back again with only a short recovery time for another go at whatever orifice they missed the first time.


  When all four needed a break, they stopped and stood on the sidelines while Billy mounted Andie’s widespread legs and used her cunt for himself. Once he finished, the five trouped from the room, and Andie was left tied to the bed in wait for them to recharge their batteries and return for more.


  When Harper and Zooey lagged behind, Billy motioned for them to join him.


  “Dammit it, Billy, she needs a little comfort!” Harper exclaimed. She was troubled, both excited and nervous in a rare moment of ambiguity, feeling unsure of how she should respond to what she’d just seen.


  “No,” Billy grimaced. “Don’t give the bitch what she doesn’t deserve. The little animal is learning what she’s about. You think you knew her before? Well, this is the real Andie Forrest.” He cast her a meaningful scowl that she’d remember long after this night was over. Of the few things she’d remember about her gangbang, days, weeks, months later, this would be one of the few. Billy’s scowling putdown, delivered with a forceful and lust-filled anger, as if he really meant every word, grabbed for her heart and took hold.


  


  It was nearly two hours, after a barbecue of hamburgers, chips and beer before the quartet of studs returned for the second round. After all, they needed to let their stomachs settle if they planned to enjoy the next two hours.


  Just before the group trouped back up the stairs, Billy appeared in Andie’s bedroom to redo the bondage. He untied the ropes at the four corners, then retied her hands, this time so they were bound together. He roped them to the headboard while she lay on her tummy over the hard pillow.


  “I have to pee, Billy. Couldn’t you let me go?” she pleaded.


  “Sure. But you can squat right here.”


  He already had the scene planned with a small metal bucket ready to place under her crotch. Billy pushed her knees up under her and shoved the bucket between them, until her legs were splayed to either side of the circular rim and the steel edge cut into the soft flesh high on her inner thighs. “Go ahead and pee,” he said.


  “But I can’t like this!” she moaned in distress.


  “Sure you can.” He tickled her clit a bit and pushed on her belly, applying pressure to her bladder. “You know, I could always try a catheter. In fact, I’ll bet Zooey has exactly what would work. Want to try that?”


  “No, no, no, no! I can do it. I just have to relax.”


  “Sure you do.”


  It took some minutes for her tense body to let down, and when she finally did, the sound of liquid splashing off the sides of the bucket traveled all the way down the hall to where the boys were coming up the steps.


  “So’s our little fucktoy ready?” the first burst in the room.


  “Looks like she’s a pisstoy,” the one following exclaimed.


  “How about she take my piss before I stick it in her ass?”


  Billy didn’t bother with answers; he wanted the show to proceed as planned.


  The first boy started, reaming her well-lubed ass doggy-style, to the tune of his mellow groans and her anguished grunts. Thankfully, he was one of the lesser endowed of the group, so Andie could get used to what would follow.


  After he dismounted, another boy pushed the pillow under her groin out of the way and climbed in under her body on his back. Andie straddled his hips, mounting his cock as was expected of her, while another of her boys slowly slid his erection in her ass.


  Fucked with cruelty, with fire and testosterone, male ego and hard emotion, frailty, sadness and misplaced pride, she thoughtlessly accepted what she was given. Her body cavities opened naturally, as if, perhaps, she was made to be stretched this way and used hard. Two opposing forces battled for possession of her body and the right to cum first. One would buck viciously while she strained, trying not to jerk the other out. Then the second would demand its turn


  Her own arousal was only secondary. Enduring, holding on, giving, and then giving more were all that was required of her, but far more difficult than she expected. Demanding of herself a perfect performance forced her to concentrate carefully in fear of losing her tight grip. Hold on! Hold on! Hold on! She repeated to herself with every labored breath. This was a far more conscious act than simple mouth and cunt fucks, when it was easy to let go and enjoy. To let go now, she’d fail. Fail her body. Fail Billy…and Harper and Zooey and Andie Forrest, and that she wouldn’t do.


  She hung on because she had to, concentrating, failing no one but those who failed to believe in her.


  


  The feeling of emptiness inside her began when they boys finally slipped out of the room and left the house. She heard their cars drive away. Smelled the gasoline and dust.


  “You’re going to just leave her?” Harper said, as Billy was packing up to leave.


  “Yes, we’re going to leave her.”


  “But we can’t leave her like this,” Zooey stared blankly at the ravaged girl, lying almost lifeless on the bed.


  “Yes, you can leave her. She’d like that. Taken. Used. Tossed out with the trash.” He chuckled darkly.


  “I don’t think you mean that,” Harper addressed him directly, putting herself in the doorway of Andie’s bedroom, not letting him out.


  The two stared each other down. Harper stood her ground with hands on hips. Billy scowled, until his face finally brightened slightly with sly pleasure. “You know I fucked her on my own the night you were sick,” he informed his girl friend. “Real lovingly.”


  There was hardly a flutter of response in Harper’s expression.


  “That’s a good thing, Billy Mercer. So, why don’t you go to her now and love her?” Harper pointed toward the bed.


  Billy looked back. “She knows why. Don’t you, girl?”


  Andie didn’t reply.


  “C’mon, Billy,” Harper shoved him lightly in the side. The intensity of his stance suddenly slackened and he moved back to the bed, while Zooey knelt on one knee at Andie’s side and took her hand in hers.


  “You want us to go?” she asked.


  “I want you to do what you want,” Andie answered. “I’m really quite all right.” She smiled.


  Billy stood at the end of bed, and reach down, toying lightly with her toes. The hardness in his expression had dwindled. “You know you’re one peach of woman to love this like you do?”


  Was this a compliment? “Am I?”


  “Yeah, you are. And don’t forget the other night, okay?”


  Okay what? What did he mean? Was he talking about the way they’d made love? Was it true affection they shared? Yes, it was something different that night, and she’d been left with lots of questions. But now was hardly the time to figure this out.


  “We will be back for more,” he finally said,


  “I know,” she answered, giving him a smile as vague as her feelings for him.


  Billy then spoke to Zooey and Harper, “You two do what you want; I gotta split.”


  The three watched him leave.


  “Don’t worry, honey, he really does care about you,” Harper said.


  Strange that she should say so, when Billy was supposed to be her boyfriend.


  


  Zooey and Harper didn’t stay but a few minutes; just long enough for Andie to assure them that she was okay, something that the dreamy look of satiation communicated with little effort. That she was unsettled at all was a fact Andie chose to ignore, rather than spoil what had been an evening of unbridled self-indulgence she could not easily repeat. This had been a thoughtless act, better left in memory as impression, as sensation and emotion without a name. To call it a gangbang, abuse, rape or even debauchery tagged it with loaded words that skewed what it meant it her. Freeing might be the closest adjective to describe her mirth while she was in the midst of being so brutally taken, but that was just not enough to describe what cannot be explained in words.




  Chapter Nine


  Retaliation & Punishment


  


  The three sat in the diner like giggling high school girlfriends, drinking chocolate shakes and eating hamburgers. Andie was not without several marks of her submissive status, but those were well hidden beneath her clothes. When Harper and Zooey picked her up at the farm that noon, Harper bound Andie’s upper thighs with connecting ropes, leaving a scant three inches of rope between the two, which made it slightly awkward for her to walk naturally. The 5/8” thick rope had been looped around her flesh making tight four-inch wide bands that barely moved when she did. To add to the effect, a clamp had been placed over her clitoris, made tight enough to hold even when it was firmly tugged. Attached to the bottom of the clamp was a tiny rope, which had been tied to the rope between her thighs. With almost any movement, her clit felt a healthy jerk, which rasped at Andie’s almost constant sexual arousal with a clear reminder of who she was. The fact that each tug was slight painful brought sly smiles to her Mistresses’ faces whenever they caught her wincing.


  Walking inside a crowd of three, she looked less conspicuous than if she were walking alone—thus Harper didn’t worry about anyone noticing Andie’s odd manner of moving. The feeling of complete power over another human being became a turn-on so strong that she was willing to take the chance of being found out. Of course, who would really notice Andie Forrest? The girl had never been approachable, was rarely even seen, and had to that point, gratefully lived her life as a social outcast, a misfit even in Harper’s company.


  Since the night of the gangbang in her room, Andie’s arousal had been nearly constant. Frequent masturbation did little to settle the angry roar that seemed unquenchable. There were a few reprieves when real sex made a brief difference. Sometimes, Billy would stop by alone and take her into the barn for a brusque fuck. Or Zooey would do the same thing using her strap-on, producing crashing climaxes in them both. Harper never showed up alone, even though Andie waited for her, hopeful that she eventually might.


  The lunch in the diner was the first time the three had been together in public in some weeks and it seemed oddly like high school days, as long as they forgot that Andie was being silently tortured beneath her clothes.


  At least while she was sitting in the diner booth there was little discomfort and Andie could join the conversation as she might have in June before all this began. She might have had something to say, but the topic of conversation was one that Zooey and Harper owned, and except for an occasional resigned smile, there was little for her to add.


  Harper was all aglow, babbling on about Yale, the internship she expected for the following summer and how unhappy she was to be breaking up with Billy.


  “But it’s really for the best,” she said with a winsome smile, regarding Billy. “I can’t imagine making my life with someone who will never wear anything but blue jeans.” She sighed.


  “But he’s a blue jean kind of guy,” Zooey sighed herself. “He just wouldn’t be himself any other way.”


  “True. But the thought of a whole new world of men just has me creaming my panties.” Strangely, her grief over Billy had quickly passed. “Can’t wait to get out of here, away from this silly small town paper. I’m dying for hard news. You know we get the wire feed every day in the newspaper office, dozens of terrific stories that go untold, because we simply don’t have the space. Can’t forget to report Mrs. Myers’ prize winning rutabaga or Muriel Stevens breaking her hip last week when she fell on Mr. Morton’s sidewalk—‘will she sue?’ Of course not. Or Daniel Trowbridge retiring as fire chief,” her words dripped with sarcasm. “Hell, everyone already knows the town’s business, why the fuck do we have to report it in the paper?”


  “That’s why you’re leaving, Harp,” Zooey chimed in. “And exactly why I’m taking off for California soon as I have enough money for the plane ticket.” Her eyes got wide and excited. “Did I tell you that I got an email from my cousin Candice in Berkeley? She’s got a room for me to stay in; her boarder moved out. And…the UC art dept is very close to giving me a scholarship. I have my fingers crossed.” She briefly closed her eyes in silent prayer. “They raved about my designs! Finally, people who understand how I think!”


  “I understand how you think,” Andie interjected.


  “Honey, you don’t count where it matters. I mean you count, but not in the big picture of things. When you want to do art, you have to have a climate that accepts your work. And you know his town. I tried putting that very tasteful nude in the library—on the far side away from the children’s section and you’d think I’d taken a picture of you fucking three dicks last week.”


  “Zooey, lower your voice, please,” Andie squealed.


  Zooey fumed, annoyed. “I will not. You’re paranoid. There’s no one in here listening.”


  “But…”


  Harper shot her a meaningful glance. “You got a loose end on that rope, don’t you, Andie?” she asked tersely.


  “Yes.”


  “Give it to me.”


  “Give it to you?”


  “Yeah, reach under the table, under your dress and hand it over. Now!” Her voice was barely a whisper, but she delivered the order with an unmistakable bite.


  Andie hesitated.


  “You don’t, girl, I’ll take you to the auto shop and have Billy blister your butt right in front of the boys.” The boys, meaning two of those who were part of the gangbang.


  Shivering and fearful, Andie followed the instructions, surreptitiously reaching under the table and pulling out the loose end of the rope she had tucked into the ropes that bound her thighs. She placed it in Harper’s waiting hand. There was enough for Harper to hang on to while her hand lay in her lap, and right off, she gave the rope a significant tug that Andie felt through her entire body, especially in the clit clamp that directly attached to the rope.


  “Now, you be careful what you say,” Harper reminded her smugly. “Just because we’re having a little free time here doesn’t mean you’re free to criticize a Mistress.”


  “Yes, Ma’am.” She bowed her head, shamed.


  “Sorry, Zooey,” Harper singsonged. “Go on.”


  Zooey appraised her farm girl critically. “You know I don’t think we’ve tortured her enough since she was gang-raped.” She spoke as if she was purposely sharing confidences, with her voice loud enough to attract the attention of the other customers. Thankfully, for Andie, they hadn’t, yet.


  “I’m sure Billy will have a remedy for that,” Harper indulged in the taunting too.


  Andie merely breathed in, gritting her teeth and wincing as Harper tugged on the clamp a little longer.


  “Got it real tight, didn’t I?”


  “Yes, you did,” she answered. She looked around then focused on her friend again. “So, you’re studying journalism. You have a minor yet?” She changed the subject.


  Harper sat back. “I don’t know. I thought I’d stick with something like English or History. I want it pertinent to my career. Daddy says that I should be able to land an internship next summer at some New York magazine or paper. Wouldn’t that be divine? Hey, you could come up on weekends and visit.”


  “What? So you could tug my rope some more?” Andie quipped despondently.


  Harper tugged harder this time. Too bad the damned clamp was on so securely that there was no way it would come off without tearing her fragile skin. “Oh, c’mon, Andie, you’ve got prospects for getting out of here. Why, there are three schools that want you.”


  “I’m not leaving my Grandfather alone.”


  She pursed her lips. “You always were stubborn about that.”


  “That’s just me, Harper.” She felt the rope slacken as if her friend had lost interest in the game.


  “I know. And I know we’ve argued about this before. But you know, you don’t have to stay forever. You’re soooooo smart. Please don’t let your life go to waste.”


  “JC is just fine for a couple of years. It really is.”


  Harper nodded patronizingly. “Sure it is. And you read like the wind. I’d get on the Internet and find some advanced university classes to augment the ones you’re taking. They have all sorts of writing workshops you could join. You can’t let your skills go to waste. Then by the time you transfer…”


  “See, you have no need to worry, Andie. I always said you were going places with your fiction; just in your own time,” Zooey added to be nice. “Besides, maybe you’ll have Billy, too.” She smiled.


  Yeah, maybe I’ll have Billy. But Billy won’t be here. “Maybe I don’t want Billy,” Andie noted, trying not to sound cross.


  “Why wouldn’t you want Billy?” Harper snapped too harshly.


  “For the same reason you don’t want him.”


  Harper shook her head. “You know I try to set up something for you and you just brush it off like it’s nothing.”


  “You’ve been setting me up with Billy?”


  “Well, the possibility is always there. I mean he fucked you at the gangbang and has been ever since, so I hear. I was rather glad. I thought you two might just be the perfect solution to my…” she stopped, suddenly uncomfortable with the rest of her statement.


  “What? Your problem? Your problem being leaving Billy and me behind? Harper, you really don’t have to worry about us,” Andie said as sweetly as possible “We’ll take care of ourselves.”


  Harper looked at her critically. “Yes, I suppose you will.” She sounded as if she was conceding the point. And as if she acknowledged for just that instant that they were equals again, she dropped the rope altogether.


  ***


  Andie’s brief moment as Harper’s equal didn’t last long…


  On the way out of town, Harper stopped her car in front of Billy’s auto shop and the three piled out and into the store. A few minutes later, Billy, wiping his greasy hands on a rag came moseying through the swinging door, approaching the counter with an amused smile.


  “So, to what do I owe this visit?” he asked. He leaned over and gave Harper a wet kiss. She tensed up and pulled back.


  “I think the farm girl needs a little heavy-handed discipline,” Harper stated, now as smug and critical as she’d ever been. Anger boiled beneath her surface calm in a slow rolling wave; resentment clouded the air.


  “Now? You want her punished now?”


  “And why not now?”


  He shrugged. “I suppose I could do her out there,” he stated, motioning with his head to the body shop behind, where a blaring Carlos Santana overpowered conscious thought, or at least blared loud enough to drown the sound of a leather belt pummeling a girl’s naughty behind.


  The four moved through the swinging door behind the counter, through the teaming shop, into the shop office. Billy closed the door behind him and pulled the shade. He liked the ceremony of it, especially since two of his repairmen were particularly interested in the girl they’d screwed a week ago, and paused to take note. Surely they noticed that she walked a bit peculiarly between Zooey and Harper. She’d have even more reason to limp oddly once he was done with her.


  “So what’s the crime?” Billy asked as he turned about and fixed his eyes on the three young women.


  “Oh, it’s not so much a crime,” Harper explained, “as it is a matter of general submissiveness.”


  “Getting a little uppity,” Zooey stated, with a grimace.


  Billy moved closer to Andie so he was standing right in front of her, inches apart, nearly nose to nose, his breath and hers commingling. “You getting uppity, bitch?” he asked, accusingly.


  “I hadn’t thought so,” she said softly. Her eyes locked on his as if they had been trained to do so.


  “You say my girlfriend lies?”


  “No, sir.” She shook her head.


  “Then you’re either uppity or not. Which is it?”


  “If Harper says so, I guess I’ve been uppity. I’m sorry.”


  She could feel the slow moving force of Billy’s loins, the power between his thighs pulse with fire that affected her pussy with almost instantaneous results. A little trickle of nectar seeped down the inside of her leg.


  “Sorry isn’t good enough.” He reached up, and with his hand around her neck, he pushed her forward, while stepping out of her way, not ending the solitary movement until he had her bending over the front of a paper-strewn desk.


  Her entire body quivered in nervous anticipation. Her hands became sweaty, her mouth dry. Her eyes surveyed the messy desk, seeing grimy receipts, damage reports and license plates. The odor of stale coffee hung in air, while the scent of a shriveling half-eaten apple turned her stomach sour.


  Billy raised her skirt, discovering Harper’s unique bondage, even the little string still attached to the clamp that bit into her clit. He gave it a firm tug and Andie squawked ineffectively swallowing her cry. “How long this been on?” he asked.


  “Oh, about two hours,” Harper replied.


  “Ain’t that a little long?” He looked up concerned. “Must be numb by now.”


  It was.


  “Well, take it off then,” Harper said disinterestedly.


  Oddly gentle with her now, Billy opened the clamp allowing the pinched skin to breathe with life again. There was a first intensely painful breath as her flesh flooded with a rousing sensation that made Andie shriek, and then stuff the sound back down her throat. Thankfully, the music blared from the shop beyond, some Bob Seger rock and roll that thrummed the instrument of her sex as much as Billy’s tender touch was now.


  However, the welcome tenderness ended abruptly, when Billy stepped back, removed the belt from his pants, and after doubling it in his fist, began striking her ass.


  “DO HER HARD,” Harper said with some determination.


  Billy questioned her with his eyes.


  “Just DO IT,” she answered him in a terse whisper.


  Hearing the passion in her voice, Billy’s eyes gleamed. Her verbal cruelty yanked at his dark side with a ruthless tug. Setting free that demented power, a thrilling terror swept the room with a high they’d almost forgotten since the last real barn blowout a couple of weeks before. Perhaps it was the small space, which felt pretty cramped once Billy took his first swing and laid a hot one on Andie’s lower ass cheeks. Perhaps it was just a need in them all that required expression.


  Andie grunted and fell forward with her torso flattening onto the desk. Despite the nasty mess there, she grabbed for the far side and held on, knuckles whitening almost instantly


  Her bare behind looked scorched after just a half dozen cracks of the leather, but there was no way Harper would let Billy stop until she’d had her revenge—even though no one including Harper quite understood why this sudden need for retribution.


  Andie took the punishment well, finding for all the intense arousal she’d been feeling, a fast moving erotic drive as the blows transformed pain into an endorphin high. The sensation reached a certain threshold and her body careened downward like a soaring falcon swooping to seize its prey. Then the orgasm caught hold and she was gone; her naked hips and bound thighs jerked savagely against the desk. Her voice rose in volume so that it was doubtful even Springsteen could cover her cries. Of course, if the ear weren’t specifically tuned-in to the sounds coming from the auto shop office, one might simply think the noise was part of the background band.


  The color of Andie’s ass turned from pearly white to red to black and purple streaks against a rash of scarlet.


  Zooey was frightfully appalled by the beating, and Harper would be too, once she came down off her high, offended horse and realized what her explosive anger did to her friend. Was she even a friend anymore? Probably not. Billy? Billy loved the physical effort, the energy that exploded off Andie and on to him. He could have gone on, just as Andie in her inebriated endorphic state could have gone on too. But he did have mercy and a conscience. Thus, he quit before she was permanently damaged.


  “That has to be enough, because I’m not doing anymore,” Billy stated flatly as he let the belt dangle from his hand.


  “Yes. You’re right. That’s enough,” Harper conceded. “I just want to be sure the brat doesn’t forget who she is.”


  “How could she with you reminding her?” Zooey quipped, not intending to be nasty, but Harper took it that way.


  She stared at the trio—even Andie was back on her feet now, a bit listless but able to look her friend in the eye.


  “Stop it! Just stop looking at me that way. I’m just so tense. Can’t you guys figure that out? Andie’s going to live. Besides, look at her, she loved it! I wish I could let go for just once and be out of this world the way she is.” She was appalled by what she’d just said, though it was an honest glimpse of the truth.


  Thankfully, Billy broke the awful tension with his laughter, saying, “That will never happen in my lifetime.”


  “No, I don’t suppose it will,” Harper said half smiling, though she was almost in tears.


  Zooey snickered and Andie said nothing.


  “I want to go home,” Harper suddenly announced.


  “Yeah. That’s a grand idea,” Zooey agreed. “I think Andie and I will walk to my house and grab my car. I need some fresh air anyway. Let’s go.” She grabbed Andie’s hand and the two left Harper and Billy to themselves.




  Chapter Ten


  All Good Things Must Come To An End


  


  Billy padlocked the barn door from the inside. This was an ominous move that Andie watched with some concern.


  Inside, the light from two antique oil lanterns was the only illumination, that and the smoldering fire in the old blacksmith’s grate. Billy turned the irons that glowed above the coals, watching them carefully as the menacing orange color brightened. He’d branded cattle and even a classmate when the practice became a daredevil stunt the year following his high school graduation. But he’d never branded the flesh of a woman and that gave him reason to be especially careful.


  The three gave Andie no choice, not that they expected her to refuse them; she never refused them anything. Regardless, they told her what would happen and watched her shiver with fright as the idea took hold in her mind. Before she could say anything, Billy added, “This is for posterity, farm girl. So you’ll never forget what we did here, this is a reminder, should it slip your mind. Every lover you have from now on is going to ask you why the brand on your ass. Whose initials are those? You’ll have to tell the truth,” he smiled disdainfully. He thought a moment…“Perhaps we should brand ourselves…”


  Andie wondered why not? but she didn’t say so.


  Harper spit out rather limply, “Let’s get on with it.” And Billy agreed.


  With a last arrogant grimace, he put the scene in motion, saying, “Better strap her down,” as he moved toward the fire and irons.


  The barrel had already been set up, laid between its 2 x 4 struts with plenty of rope to tie her ankles, wrists and torso so the bondage was tight. Zooey stripped the farm girl her of her dress, while Harper pulled her forward, but for the first time in a long while, Andie resisted.


  “It’s okay, slut,” Harper said quite nicely. “I’m told it doesn’t hurt all that much. You burn the flesh, which cauterizes the nerve endings, and it’s done.”


  Andie wasn’t convinced.


  “Besides, this is the last act we have together. Don’t ruin the moment with your fears. If your heart had not been begging for the branding, it wouldn’t be happening now. Isn’t that so?”


  Andie’s dark eyes told a big story, through sadness, pain, regret and panic—as she looked at the molten irons—and the emotions moved across her face until finally, she showed a degree of acceptance in her expression. She realized that she wanted to be branded as much as her Master and Mistresses wanted to brand her. Fat tears formed in her eyes. One slid down her cheek to her chin.


  Zooey, moving in from behind her, thrust her fingers between the submissive’s thighs, for several seconds massaging the central portal, feeling Andie’s wetness gather on her skin. “Honey, you can’t lie,” she said almost kindly. “This turns you on.”


  Of course it did. With a bit of prodding, she stumbled forward, going over the barrel with little effort this time, with her entire body throbbing from the great need aroused by this daring act. Her head ached; her stomach turned sour. And now the smell of heated metal proved to be a bizarre aphrodisiac.


  “Right here,” Billy said, after the girls secured her with the ropes so that she couldn’t move. He pointed to her flank, where the white expanse of skin along her outer thigh and her left buttock gleamed without blemish in the mellow lamplight.


  


  Andie couldn’t move an inch. They’d even collared her neck and attached the collar to the end of the barrel. But she could feel Billy’s hot fingers on her flesh, making nerve endings quiver and her crotch feel as if it were about to explode.


  “The madness ends here, Andie,” Billy went on. “And it won’t take long at all.”


  The only one who didn’t shake to the core was Billy. Harper for all her anger and the meanness it provoked, stood motionless, unable to budge, her eyes fixed on the fire and the glowing irons. Zooey fidgeted, moving fitfully around the barn, peering into the fire, biting her nails, sighing, coughing, eyes opened, eyes closed, eyes open again, restlessly uncontained, until Billy shot her an angry glance and she tried to settle herself.


  Andie closed her eyes for a time, but the images in her head were too horrifying to view, so she opened them and stared at the floor, blanking her mind of all thought as she concentrated on a single piece of yellow straw stuck in the floorboards of the barn.


  Billy moved to the fire which was just a pace or two from his inert victim, and drawing the first iron from the hot coals—the open “B” that looked more like a 3 than a B—he quickly gauged the heat and deciding it was ready, swiftly turned and pressed it to Andie’s flank for the required seconds. The smell of burning flesh rose in the air, but except for a faint scream at the outset, Andie remained mute. The only other sign of her pain was the way her body flinched in terror.


  “I’m doing them all,” Billy announced after that first brand. Though this was not according to the original plan that had each of them branding their initial into Andie’s flank, no one argued with Billy’s announcement after seeing what daring the act required. Neither Zooey nor Harper had enough nerve to see it through, and might have turned and ran if the padlock hadn’t securely locked the door.


  Taking the second iron from the fire, Billy burned Zooey’s “Z” next to the “B”, producing the same smell, the same feral cry from Andie and leaving another startling wound on her flank.


  When Billy pulled the “H” from the fire, Harper winced and turned her head. She remained a cauldron of contradictions; one moment the mother hen, the next the horrid shrew. She was neither now, just scared. Thankfully, the sizzle was over in seconds, leaving a neat brand 3ZH inscribed on Andie’s skin and seared to her soul. She understood what his meant. She’d forever remember and so would they. Even the girls too chicken to do it themselves, by their tacit compliance, would be forever marked as she was marked. No one would forget what happened in the barn this lazy, miserable summer of restless in-between. Whether or not Billy, Zooey and Harper knew it, the horror of it would reverberate long after in their physical and psychic memory.


  “How do you feel?” Harper asked her, apprehensively laying a hand on Andie’s naked back.


  “I’m fine.”


  “You’re sure?”


  “I guess I gotta be. What’s done is done.”


  “Can’t deny that logic,” Zooey agreed. She inspected the brands, thinking them rather awful looking. She’d been assured that they would heal leaving only slight impressions in the skin, no different than a childhood scar. Now they stood out like a symbol of pure evil, and after a few seconds, she was unable to look at the brand any longer. Making herself useful, she began undoing the bindings and helping Andie to her feet.


  


  With the branding over, Andie dressed gingerly, trying to avoid hitting her raw wounds. Billy doused the fire, and Harper and Zooey removed from sight any sign of the activity that had just taken place. The mood was quietly sullen; perhaps the effect of this last act had not yet hit—or maybe it had. They were reluctant to leave, knowing that as soon as they exited the barn that night, this summer was over and new chapters in their lives began when dawn broke the following day.


  The four sat down together in a circle of straw bales, as they listened to a howling wind through the old barn walls.


  “That’s a sign of fall,” Harper noted.


  “Seems too soon,” Zooey said.


  “And you’re leaving tomorrow,” Andie reminded Harper. She hardly looked as if she had just been branded; not even the slightest wince appeared in her eyes when she moved. She exuded calm, her face serene, and utterly beautiful as the light from the oil lamps made it glow warmly.


  “Yes, I am leaving,” Harper said with a sigh. She stared around, still nervous. “I suppose I should get home and pack.” She still didn’t move.


  “I’m leaving tomorrow too, you know,” Zooey announced.


  This came as a surprise. “I thought you had another week.” Andie looked at her almost desperately.


  “I know. I thought I was leaving next Saturday, but then my cousin wants me to come out early and spend a week sightseeing. Isn’t that a hoot? We’re going to all the San Francisco touristy places, Fisherman’s Wharf, the beach, all those loopy hills—can you imagine me?—cable cars, Golden Gate bridge…” her voice trailed away swallowed by the sadness that sat glumly around them.


  “So that leaves you two, huh?” Harper turned toward Billy and Andie.


  The pair exchanged knowing glances; neither one had mentioned Billy’s plans to leave, and neither one would.


  “Doesn’t even feel as if we’ve had a chance to say goodbye to high school and we’re all off to other lives,” Andie threw in, sounding remarkably cheery. For that moment, the spirits in the place brightened with her. But then she let out a breathy sign. “But you know, getting branded is pretty tiring.” She abruptly stood up. “I think I’ll go to bed…that is if Billy will unlock that padlock.” She smiled as she moved toward the door with every expectation that Billy was close on her heels.


  For the first time in three months, Andie was free to do as she chose, and to all their surprise, she was the first to leave the barn that night.


  “You take care of that brand the way I told you,” Billy reminded her.


  “I’ll do it lovingly,” she said. No one knew if she was being sarcastic or serious.


  She was gone just that fast, while her trio of her tormentors stared in awe.


  ***


  Andie could almost feel a hint of autumn in the air when she heard dry leaves rattle in the maple trees above. Despite the heat, she hugged her arms as if it were cold. Sometimes inner chills are more unsettling, colder than a winter blast. She walked to the barn, staring into the emptiness, seeing the bottles along the windowsill, used just once when Zooey was trying to widen her ass so her hand would fit. It never worked out.


  “Tighter than a witch’s twat,” the blonde had said, when she forced her fingers into the channel and Andie cried in distress. She was not about to open herself that widely, not yet, not with Zooey.


  The rafters, the straw, the workbench with the slats of wood, the wooden sawhorse in the corner and the barrel now sitting upright like a stool—nothing seemed unusual or out of the ordinary for a barn where cattle once fed, where tractors and horse tack were stored in the winter, where sometimes she’d played when she was a child. Then she’d played hide and seek with her cousins. But games do change over time.


  The barn walls still rang now with her anguished cries, with Billy’s barking commands, Harper’s sarcasm and Zooey’s snide giggles. She knew then that they wouldn’t be coming to her again. They would grow another year older before they returned home, if they returned home at all. The spell that wound about them during twelve weeks of summer had been broken now, their unity scattered like dust in the wind.


  Tears burned her eyes, another cold chill shook her slight frame and she ran from the barn, knowing now what she needed to do.




  Chapter Eleven


  Missing … Eight Months Later


  


  “Hi, my darling,” Zooey swooped into the diner looking like something from a Sci Fi novel. Her blonde hair was now streaked with purple, short and spiked, her nails chartreuse. She wore an orange leather collar around her throat—not meant to be bondage related, just decorative—a long purple skirt and a gold tunic with a deep cleavage between braless, unfettered breasts that swung against the delicate fabric showing two not-so-subtle nipples poking through.


  “Good God, what did you do to yourself?” Harper gasped.


  Zooey gave her an enthusiastic hug and a wet kiss on the cheek. Pulling away, she sat down in the seat opposite Harper, only then gathering in her expansive aura. “You like the new me?” she asked.


  Harper still looked at her aghast.


  “You don’t, do you?” she grimaced briefly. “A little much for this town, I know. But I’m not going to change for anyone. Not anymore.”


  “Why should you?” her friend replied, maintaining a cautionary distance as she evaluated the woman before her.


  “Oh, Harper, you wouldn’t believe my life. You just wouldn’t believe it. So much has changed. Art school is the very best thing that has ever happened to me… my mind is blown every day. The artistic world is so exhilarating. I’m only just beginning to understand what immense power I have. It’s uncanny,” she shook her head in amazement. So like Zooey, part mystic, part cheerleader, part nutcase extraordinaire. “But it’s not all crazed,” she seemed to read Harper’s thoughts, “not in the slightest. I’ve learned to center myself. In fact, I spend several evenings a week at the Ashram in Oakland….”


  “The Ash…what?” Harper asked.


  “Ashram. Meditation? You know, sit on the floor eyes closed, chanting? Seeking the source of divine inspiration. It’s weird what comes to me when my mind is totally blank. You know, until these last few months, I’ve never in my life had a moment of true serenity, complete quiet and total peace.”


  Harper could believe that. “And…”


  “My guru says I’m ready for an explosion of creativity. It’s like giving birth, Harper, well at least I think so, since I’ve never had a child. And I’m really thinking of doing that, just so those passageways in my body are as open as the rest of me. You know that a woman’s womb has all sorts of power that can only be unleashed by the birthing of a child?”


  “You’re going to have a child?” Harper almost shrieked.


  “Well,” Zooey backed off, “I’m not completely sure of that, but it is a consideration.”


  “You’re really off your rocker, aren’t you?”


  Zooey suddenly stopped. “You do think I’m nuts.”


  “I’ve always known you were a little off, but now…”


  Zooey smiled, more like the Zooey of old. “C’mon Harper, you know I’m half bullshit. But the fact remains that I’ve had the most powerful experience of my life since moving to California. It boggles my soul. I mean really ripped it wide. Oh!” She closed her eyes and shook her head, hands wiggling in the air like a Shaker. The moment passed and she opened her blue eyes on Harper again. “So,” she took a deep breath and expelled it, “how is New Haven?” Settling her purple-clad ass in the diner seat, she intently focused on the auburn-haired Harper who looked back, still recovering from the shock.


  “Well…Yale is tough, ruggedly tough, but I like it. I think I needed the challenge after our Podunk high school. Seems like I study constantly, but then everyone does. I have had two small articles published in The Yale Herald. And there will be more. I’m just getting my feet wet. After all, I’m just a freshman. That said, I have the next two years planned down to the last detail. You watch.” She smiled, with self-satisfied determination.


  “Well, knowing you…” Zooey started. The two were suddenly interrupted by the sight of Billy Mercer moving directly toward them. Same shaved head, same jeans and T-shirt as if nothing changed in his world. Same engaging smile, although this one had a darker quality of concern, intense concern.


  “Damn, I’m glad you’re finally here,” he said, sitting down next to Zooey, very obviously distancing himself from his former girlfriend.


  “You were desperate when you called,” Harper reminded him.


  “You think this isn’t a desperate situation?”


  “Well, I really don’t know, since no one will tell me what’s happening. You call all frantic that Andie is missing, insisting that I drop everything to be here. Missing? Why? Where? What the hell’s been happening since I left?”


  “Yeah, after six calls you finally bother to answer one of mine,” Billy replied grimly.


  Harper shook her head in that exasperated way she had, as if the world just doesn’t understand the constant stress she lived with. “Just tell me what’s going on.”


  “You know Andie’s grandfather died in January?”


  “Yes, everyone knows that. I’m sure momma sent flowers.”


  Billy glared at her, not believing what he just heard. “You thought she sent flowers? But I suppose that you really don’t know that, do you?”


  “I don’t handle those things,” she returned defensively.


  “Did you even talk to her?” Billy probed.


  “She wasn’t home when I called.”


  “And you tried how many times?” His gaze moved from Harper to Zooey.


  “I’ve emailed her,” Zooey immediately put in, “but I don’t think she goes online very often. And I did send her a nice card when I heard that Mr. Forrest passed away. Of course, she was not better at communicating.” She stared at Billy earnestly. “Don’t you get it? High school is high school, those that stay after graduation tend to gravitate toward each other, like friends for life; those who leave…” She stopped, almost afraid to say what she was thinking, “well, they leave. The fact that Harper and I are even here must say something!”


  He shook his head. “Why did you come back, anyway?”


  “Because you practically ordered us to, Billy Mercer,” Harper snapped, “like this was life and death. I mean this better be good, not just some stunt of hers to get attention, because if it is, I’m splitting fast and she won’t hear another word from me.”


  Billy smirked darkly. “She got you rattled, didn’t she? Both of you.” He looked from one to the other.


  Harper breathed in sharply, anger surfacing fast, while Zooey’s face seemed to collapse against itself, a wince of pain traveling like an arrow across her bold features.


  “What about you?” Harper snapped. “I suppose this is all about us, and you have nothing to do with it?”


  “Yeah, it’s about me too,” he agreed. “The reason you’re here is that no one’s seen Andie for three weeks. Stories vary, but the fact is, no one seems know anything about where she might be. No one seems to know if she’s even alive, and worse yet, no one seems to care.”


  Harper looked befuddled. “What do you mean? Where have you been?” she asked.


  “I split for awhile.”


  “You left her?”


  “No. I didn’t leave her any more than you two did. I left town. After you were gone, I pocketed some inheritance money that came in from my Aunt Sweeney, sold the Jeep, bought this class antique Harley and put as much distance between this berg and me as I could.”


  “You what!”


  “Do I hafta say it again?”


  “You never told me you were going to do that.”


  He frowned glumly. “That’s because you would have found some way to hassle me and I didn’t want to listen to you harp…” he chortled darkly, “boy, were you named appropriately.”


  Harper’s face turned beet red in seconds.


  “Just like that, you left Andie?” Zooey leaned further across the table, incredulous and concerned.


  “Was Andie my responsibility? I never committed to staying any more than you two did. And Andie knew that long before the summer was over.” He stared at their blank faces. “What was I supposed to have done, feel obligated because I beat her? You certainly didn’t.”


  “But I thought you did?”


  “Only cause that’s what you wanted to see, Harper. Besides, Andie wouldn’t have bought that anyway. You seem to forget, she may have been a submissive little slut, but she’s as smart as you are Harper, Phi Beta Kappa material, and she wasn’t about to want a guy like me in her life. You condemned her to a small town future without ever bothering to ask her what she really wanted.”


  “She as much as told Zooey and me that she wouldn’t leave while her grandfather was alive.”


  “But her grandfather’s dead now. Don’t you suppose she has some ideas about what she wanted next?”


  “I would think so.”


  “But, that doesn’t matter now. She’s gone. I mean really gone, as in missing person gone. And that, ladies, is why you’re here. The police suggested that the three of us who knew her best—which really means the two of you—put our heads together, go through the house, see if there’s any clue where she might have gone, because there’s no one in this fucking town who has any idea who Andie Forrest is or was, and where she might be now, if she’s not dead at the bottom of some ravine.”


  Harper’s face turned pale, while a pool of tears formed in Zooey’s eyes.


  “I never imagined…” the once blonde tart replied, sadly. “I can’t believe that … you don’t think that’s actually possible? She just can’t be gone! Oh, God, I hope nothing’s happened to her; she means too much to me.”


  “Means too much to you?” Billy couldn’t decide if the display were real or a good fake in typical Zooey fashion of fakery.


  Zooey stared at both of them in disbelief.


  “I don’t know about you two, but…if confession is good for the soul, which my guru says is so true, I should be honest here. Things haven’t been all that perfect since I left for California. What I said about my creativity is true, and my life is just bubbling over with ideas…but then,” she stopped and stared down at her coffee cup, lips pursed, “there’s the summer and the barn and feelings that rush at me when I least expect it. I started getting all unsettled and restless after my first weeks in California. At first, I thought it was just being away from home, but then…well, I couldn’t stop dreaming, daydreaming, remembering in detail that last night. It comes on me so suddenly…all the times I did horrid things to her. I know she loved it, I know that. But that fact hasn’t stopped me from feeling guilty. I worry about her, but I’m afraid to call her. She rarely answers an email. I tell myself that she’s really okay, just moving on with her life. But there’s this hard, cruel passion that still surfaces inside me. Alison…she’s my meditation guide…she suggested that I repeat that last night’s ritual for myself, as if I were the center of the branding.”


  “You branded yourself!” Harper was aghast.


  “No. Not exactly. I…I started, you know, dabbling a bit with the leather and dungeon crowd; they are all over the place in the City.” She giggled self-consciously, like she would eight months ago when all this kink was fresh and hers to command. “I mean there are places that make that old barn look like a Mary Poppins’ parlor.” She shuddered, then her voice deepened and her face almost glowered demonically. “I get restless, an agitation in my bones I can’t shake, so I put on my leather corset, black stockings and high heels and take off for my favorite kink spot, a dungeon near North Beach, out-of-the-way kind of place, gets real moody. It’s so smoky you practically get lung cancer walking through the door—but it fits my temperament. I go there to get down and nasty.”


  “As in beaten?” Harper asked.


  “Humm… sometimes, but I do the beatings too. I remember beating Andie; this raw fire would build inside my body like I was raising demons. I couldn’t shake it except to torture someone cruelly. I do men well, most of the time because they are the ones who want it, but I prefer women, women like Andie…those slavish little monsters who are out to trick you with their sweet appeals for mercy.” Her eyes narrowed, becoming brilliantly focused and brutal. “I love to make them hurt, mark their bodies and make them cry. I orgasm, the best orgasms ever. Alison says it’s a primal thing, but that I have to give myself to both sides. In taking command I surrender to the forces within me, giving them a necessary voice. To deny them and say they aren’t real would only turn me into a blithering idiot…” she suddenly softened, “and we all know how bad I can get.”


  “And if you get beaten?” Harper wondered.


  “It’s good, but not as good as when I do the whipping. Tessie, she’s my dungeon mentor, says I’m a natural Domme. ‘Cept I hate the role. I just like the doing. All the clothes and the posturing seem so silly. Anyway, when I fixated on the branding so much, Alison suggested that I re-enact the scene and put myself into it in a more meaningful way.”


  “How so?”


  Zooey sipped her coffee, then impulsively bit into a gooey pecan sweet roll on her plate, sniggering nervously. “I had the three initials tattooed to my butt, same place that Billy branded Andie.”


  “You’re kidding?” Harper exclaimed.


  Billy shook his head amused.


  She wiped her face with the napkin. “You want to see it?”


  “No! I don’t want to see your tattoo.”


  Zooey smiled broadly—this was just like Harper. “But the tattoo and the scene stuff I do isn’t really important, what is…is that Andie had that kind of power over me. I’ve realized that last summer was more than fun and games. Everything about that scene was real; you know what I mean? Like we were playing with good and evil? The primitive forces of nature.”


  “Oh, don’t start down that road, Zooey,” Harper pulled back, voice laced with judgment. “I don’t need this primitive forces of natures shit…it was sex…”


  “What? Uncomfortable for you?”


  “Not at all,” she lied. “If that’s what last summer did for you, fine, but you know it was always more your thing than mine, anyway. You started it. I was just there to get Billy and Andie together, which I guess was a big mistake.” Though she spoke with a typical sureness in her voice, she was not at all convincing in her denial.


  “You know the funny thing, Zooey,” Billy finally jumped in, “I believe every word you said.”


  “See?” she turned toward Harper as if she’d proven her point.


  “Really, Billy, I’m surprised. You were never given to introspection,” Harper noted. “You have a revelation to share, like Zooey’s?”


  “Maybe. But if all you’re going to do is judge me the way you do Zooey, I’m not going to bother.”


  “I don’t judge Zooey!”


  “Bullshit, Harper!” he shot out angrily.


  “Easy, guy,” Zooey laid a surprisingly firm hand but gentle hand on his arm.


  “But, I don’t really!” Harper snapped. “We are just polar opposites. We always have been. The only reason we tolerated each other for four years was Andie.”


  “Speak for yourself,” Zooey piped up. “I kinda thought we were good friends.”


  “We are friends, just not bosom buddy companions, and you know that. We argue the opposite sides of every issue.”


  “True.”


  “So,” Harper looked Billy in the eye. “Since this is the time for confession, how about you let us in on your last eight months, Billy Mercer, who I thought was right here in town, at least watching over Andie.”


  “That’s what you really thought?”


  “Yes, that’s exactly what I thought because you never led me to believe anything else.”


  “No, I didn’t stay, and I’m sorry now. I’m sorry I left town, I’m sorry I didn’t fulfill your vision for me, because Andie’s nowhere to be found. And I have a real strong feeling that her not being here has everything to do with last summer, especially the way it ended. Every day of big carefree adventure away from this fucking town, every dusty, dirty road I traveled, every mile I put on that old Harley, made me think, think real hard. I realized that we screwed up. We brutalized her, beat her up for our own ends, and left her branded to us, while we merrily went on our way and no one bothered to check up on her, I mean really check up on her to see how she was doing. Zooey passed her off to you, you passed her off to me and I really didn’t think I had any responsibility for her.”


  Faced with the truth, the three stared at each other silently.


  “But you feel responsible now?” Harper finally asked.


  “I guess, maybe. I’d make this my problem, just mine, except that you two were co-conspirators in the crime and as guilty as I was, especially when you hardly bothered with her after her grandfather died. A card? Flowers? How the hell is that supposed to comfort her? You’re crass, cold bitches, as much as I’m a cruel man.”


  “Gee, thanks,” Harper said.


  “Well, it’s true. You’d think a guy like me, on the open road, wouldn’t have a care in the world. But it didn’t work that way. Andie haunted me from day one. Every single, fuckin’ session with that girl came through as if I’d filmed it in Technicolor. It would replay in my brain until I did something about it. I thought I needed a sex fix.


  “I went through a stage of being a hardass warrior Dom, every girl I met, with even the slightest desire for masochism or submission—and that was the only kind I wanted—I had tied to bed rails, ass-whipped and ass-fucked until she finally begged me to stop. This chick in Albuquerque gets me in bed with her, I start off telling her that she’d better hold the seduction, unless she wanted it rough. Her black eyes get real big and she her lip curls cruelly. She says, ‘Give it to me, baby, you give it to me hard.’ So, I take her word for it that she wants it rough. ‘You want me tie you up?’ I ask her. She says, ‘Ooo, yes, baby.’ So I do. Then I gag her mouth and spank her ass really hard. She’s just like Andie, creaming her panties, only more. Her cunt’s so liquid that I think my dick’s gonna drown. I slap her around and she loves it. She wanted her tits bound…big triple D-sized knockers that she likes to push in my face. I slap them first, then get a clothesline and tie them really tight, make them stick out like one of those Japanese porn cartoons. She’s loving every minute, every abuse, baiting me for more. I whacked her pussy with one of those eighteen-inch school rulers, looked like her whole cunt was one big red, blistered hunk of raw meat. And she still keeps asking for more, like she’ll never quit.


  “We were holed up for three days in a motel, screwing, her getting beaten, me getting off, she getting off when I beat her. I woke up on the fourth morning, wondering if I’d lost my mind. She’s all tied up, sleeping next to me. No gag. Just the breast bondage and her hands and feet. Andie’s picture shows up in my head; won’t go away. I watched the slut sleep for about an hour, just sat in a chair, smoking one Camel after the other, watching her breathe and how she snorted a little and her body would do this sexy little shimmy as she settled back to sleep. I finally moved back to the bed and started to untie her. Had her feet and hands all undone before she woke up enough to know what I was doing. When I started to untie her breasts, I thought she was going to cry. She looked so sad. I told her we couldn’t keep doing this. If we didn’t stop now we never would. I don’t think she cared.” His voice drifted off, as if there were more to say, but what came next really didn’t matter. He lit a cigarette, taking a long drag, then squashed it in the ashtray. “Look…” he pointed to the cigarette butt. “I’m quitting again for the hundredth time because of her…” he chuckled ruefully.


  “And you left her the girl like that?”


  “No. I stayed with her another three days, trying to get her back to normal, but she kept saying that it was only good when she was getting beaten. I couldn’t do that anymore. I’d hurt her enough. Good god, she was black and blue almost all over her body. I suppose half my reason for staying with her those days was to see the bruises heal, make sure she wasn’t going to turn me in or something.”


  “And this is about Andie?” Harper, looking bewildered, asked.


  “Of course, it’s about Andie…and me.”


  “What do you mean it’s about Andie? You want her now, you love her?”


  “Don’t you see it? We pried open a can of worms…some pretty heavy shit in that barn, then walked away like we’d been playing Parcheesi all summer. That was no fuckin’ board game. Isn’t there somewhere in your cold dead heart that feels that, Harper Montgomery?”


  Harper’s instantaneous anger made her lunge forward; if she’d had a knife, Billy might have been dead. But Billy was quicker than Harper and stronger and he pushed back the raging woman. She started to cry.


  “We’d better get out of here,” Zooey was suddenly there to take charge. “Come on, Billy, out the back door.” She pushed him from the booth, and then both of them pulled the sobbing Harper to her feet and toward the back entrance. Once she was in the truck—Billy’s latest vehicle—Zooey returned to pay the bill.


  


  The three sat in the parking lot for nearly twenty minutes waiting for Harper to compose herself. When she didn’t, Billy started the truck and started to take off.


  “Wait!” Harper finally placed her hand on his arm, stopping him.


  “What?”


  “I do have a confession to make.”


  Zooey sat scrunched in the tiny seat behind Billy, waiting, while staring blankly at Harper. They all felt the absence of the fourth member of their quartet, the sweet girl with the ash blonde hair and the kinky mind that was at the heart of the mystery that they hoped to unravel that day.


  “I should be ashamed of myself,” Harper finally began, finally shaking off her sobs. “I mean you two came clean, but, well, you know me. Gotta be perfect. Gotta stuff it all inside for the sake of the perfect façade. You know why I was so angry with Andie? Why I held back then suddenly exploded like the wicked witch? I was scared. Frightened out of my wits. Every kink that girl thought up was as if she had read my mind. Can you imagine? Andie Forrest had more courage, more guts than I did. Even when I was alone and could have made my masturbations as kinky as hers were, I was into looking good for God-knows-who, keeping my panties on, pretending that those thoughts didn’t really affect me. They were just fleeting desires that had no real substance. You want to know how fleeting they were? You have any idea?”


  No one answered, since they were sure that Harper would tell them on her own.


  “My dear Andie, my faithful friend, opened a Pandora’s Box; she pried me wide apart. I was so afraid, every day I was afraid someone—you—” she pointed to Billy, “would guess what was really going on for me. I was so damned jealous of her being the center of attention. I wanted it to be me! Me, Harper Montgomery who never took a back seat to anyone. You have any idea how it galled me that the girl I’d nearly single-handedly saved from complete humiliation, suddenly takes my theater and makes it hers?”


  She stopped, fishing through her purse for a Kleenex, found a wadded up remnant of one, and blew her nose.


  “God, how beautiful she was! So perfect in her surrender, and yet, all I could think of was that I’d do better if it had been my part. I didn’t even get a part…Zooey got to be the little Mistress—it pissed me off that you found her in the first place, and then I handed her to Billy because I thought I was being magnanimous. My ass! I’m surprised my skin wasn’t green as a leprechaun’s by the end of the summer. I wanted to wring her neck. I wanted to love her. Share her stage, be the one in the middle. And none of that happened. I couldn’t wait to get away from all of you. By September, that’s all I cared about.” She stopped abruptly and took a deep breath, some of her agitation spent.


  “You know, I never once considered how my leaving might have effected Andie. Never once.” She looked sullen and remorseful “I treated her pretty badly, didn’t I?”


  No one had to answer.


  Billy finally interrupted the glum silence. He looked exhausted. “I think, maybe we should go to the farm and see what we find there, huh?” He put the truck in gear.


  “And if there’s more to my confession?” Harper asked.


  He nodded. “I’m sure there’s more. But I’ve really heard enough from you for right now. The rest can wait.”


  It was rare for Harper to be humbled by anyone, man or woman. Normally, she’d ride right through a rebuke like this one of Billy’s, but this time she let it stick, allowing herself to feel submissive, as if that mantle of surrender was one she needed to live with, at least for now. It felt strangely calming being denied the rest of her story.


  “Yes, I suppose,” she agreed. “This is about Andie, isn’t it?”


  Again, no one had to answer.




  Chapter Twelve


  Thank You For Caring


  


  Billy hopped from the truck first and produced a key to the Forrest farmhouse.


  “Sergeant Sparrow said he’d come out here this afternoon and have a look around too.” He showed them the key. “I found this yesterday when I was looking through the barn. Frankly, I’d like to get a head start before he gets here.”


  “You were here yesterday?” Zooey asked.


  “Yeah. But I didn’t want to do this alone.”


  “But what if she’s in there… I mean… you know—”


  “Dead? She’s not. The sheriff opened the place up a few days ago and looked around. Said she wasn’t here. He said it looked as if she cleared out on her own, but then she might have been coerced. He couldn’t be sure. He said he’d have the place dusted for prints, but the guy who does that has been working another case and won’t be back until later today.”


  “You think she’s really gone? Like in kidnapped…” Zooey asked.


  “I have no idea, but I get a really bad feeling about it. That’s why I wanted to look around before the sheriff gets here.”


  Harper looked stoically about the yard, Zooey shivered nervously.


  They mounted the steps to the porch, each turning briefly toward the swing wishing Andie were swinging in it now. The house, the barnyard, even the road from the highway felt empty and forlorn, as if the spirits that once made the farm a home had abandoned it to the elements of nature that would eventually reclaim it to the earth. The heaviness in the air made their hearts sag with a sense of loss. Zooey was nearly in tears by the time Billy pushed open the kitchen door and they moved inside.


  Billy surveyed the room. “Kind of like the sheriff described it. She didn’t leave anything in order, like she rushed out with the expectation of returning. Be careful, don’t touch anything, you don’t want to leave your prints.”


  Harper shook her head, baffled by what she saw. “This isn’t right,” she moved on without him, staring at the kitchen counter with half-washed dishes, a moldy loaf of bread lying open on the table, fruit rotting in the basket. “No one bothered to clean this out.” She turned up her nose. “So, who reported her missing?”


  “I did.”


  “You did?” Harper looked back at him surprised.


  “What, you came back for her?” Zooey asked.


  “Kind of.” He nodded, grimly chagrinned. “I came back about a week ago. I was pretty freaked out by what happened with the girl in New Mexico. I didn’t know what to expect, if anything would happen between Andie and me. But I had to at least talk to her. I tried calling, no answer. I drove out here; she wasn’t home. I even waited for about four hours on the porch. Nothing. I kept calling, nothing. I checked in town, at the college. Looks like one day about three weeks ago she just didn’t show up to her classes. Just stopped going. I had to check her professor’s records for the date because nobody actually noticed. Not a soul. Can you believe that?”


  “Ah, c’mon, Billy, of course we can believe that,” Harper turned to him amazed. “At last she was somebody when I was around. But that girl could melt into the woodwork faster than any soul I ever recall knowing. She disappears so quickly you’d think she dematerializes. Why, she might be here even now and we just can’t see her.”


  “Oh, like she’s dead and her ghost is haunting the place?” Zooey wondered.


  “You know what I mean.”


  Zooey sighed heavily. “Yeah, I know exactly what you mean.”


  “But she was almost done with the semester, and she ups and splits?” Billy shook his head. “Not like this, not with the house a mess and beds unmade and food lying out on the counter. Andie wouldn’t leave it like this, would she?”


  “So, we’re assuming that she was what?” Harper pondered…“she was abducted…raped and killed. Someone showed up on her doorstep and spirited her away?”


  They were moving up the stairs and into her room, the white room, where a small pot of dead yellow daisies sat on the nightstand, and the inerasable imprint of the gangbang still hung in the oppressive air.


  The closet door was wide open, several bureau drawers only half closed, papers strewn in disarray on her desk, not like the perfectly ordered Andie.


  “It looks like she left in a hurry,” Zooey commented.


  “Maybe,” Harper mumbled. She moved to the desk and turned on Andie’s PC. After the whirring of the machine booting, the sound of a modem dialing screeched in the air.


  “Damn dial-up. I forgot how obnoxious they are,” she said, staring at the screen as Andie’s desktop appeared—a collared throat that looked strangely like Andie’s own throat, although there was not enough to identify it for certain.


  “My, she sure changed that,” Harper said, startled. She clicked a few keys.


  “You’re opening her email?” Zooey asked.


  “One way to find out who she’s been talking to.”


  “If anyone.”


  “Oh, yeah, here’s a list.” Harper hit pay dirt as a list of Masterful sounding names popped up in Andie’s inbox. Dozens of emails and even more spam remained unopened, but there were several observations to be made from what was there. “This could be exactly what we need. Did the sheriff check this?” Harper asked Billy.


  He shrugged. “I doubt it. You know that relic of a sheriff of ours, not much of a computer buff.”


  Harper sat down at the desk chair and began clicking open emails, centering in on two senders whose had emailed frequently. The first, Dr. Pain, had continued with several emails after the day Andie disappeared, but Sir Blackstone had stopped sending email three weeks before. With both, it sounded as if their Andie was deeply involved in cybersex relationships, carrying on hot kink play with both Doms, taking orders from them and enacting scenes reminiscent of the sessions they’d shared with her in reality.


  “I suppose it’s safe sex,” Zooey commented.


  “But I don’t see anything about arrangements to meet either one of these men,” Harper noted, as he eyes quickly flew through one email after another. “Except this guy, Greathouse, the email is more specific with dates and times…suggesting that she’d be meeting him soon. Sounds as if she’s talked to this one on the phone.”


  “What if she’s hooked up with a murderer preying on innocent women?”


  “Then she’s likely dead,” Harper stated flatly.


  Zooey looked around and shuddered. Her mind drifted off… “You remember what happened in this room? Kinda gives me the creeps.”


  “Say, what about one of the guys from that night?” Harper asked Billy. “Could one of them? Was she dating anyone? Does anyone know?”


  “I’ve been down that road as far as it goes. Sonny and Joker took off for Florida at the end of the year and won’t be back. Raymond has a new girlfriend, says he hasn’t seen Andie since early fall, and Mark, he quit the shop right after that night, suddenly got religion. I mean he’s really bad. I think that night really messed him up and he won’t even talk about her. He’s all Jesus this and Jesus that.”


  “Guilt maybe?” Harper wondered.


  “Of course it’s guilt, but he wouldn’t hurt a flea. Really. I mean I thought of that—mild mannered mechanic turns killer—but there’s just no way.”


  “Maybe he got a message from God to kill her,” Zooey exclaimed.


  “Wait a minute, look at this!” Harper suddenly shouted.


  “What?” Zooey leaned in.


  “Andie was here a week ago, not three weeks. Look at her send file. To Sir Blackstone. Two messages. Harper opened them both. “Humph. This is odd…”


  


  “Yes, sir, I know I must. I thank you for caring so deeply.”


  


  “I can see no other way for myself. You can trust that there are no others. sa”


  


  A freaky chill ran up their spines.


  ‘sa’? What does that stand for?” Zooey wondered.


  Harper shrugged. “I don’t know; maybe slave andie. It sounds as if this Blackstone is her Dom and that she’s made a commitment to him. That leaves Greathouse, whoever he is, out of the picture.” She closed Andie’s email. “This is really weird. She comes back here a week ago…no one sees her. She answers email…goes back to him, maybe?” Harper mulled the sketchy facts deep in thought.


  “Or, maybe she never left,” Zooey conjectured. She immediately turned her back, jumping as if she expected Andie to materialize from the walls.


  Harper moved into her recent document files, finding nothing particularly earth shattering to start, most of her Word files dated back to high school. But then there was another folder from the fall when she’d written several papers… “This is interesting: ‘The Psychology of Dominance and Abuse.’”


  “A term paper?”


  “Looks that way for a class, Sociology Sec 106: Power and Authority in Contemporary Culture.


  Harper briskly read the document, skimming, as she was adept at doing.


  “Yeah, it’s a term paper, research, documentation. She made a real study of her kink.”


  Harper moved on finding several more papers apparently authored by Andie for the same sociology class. ‘Masochism’, ‘Female Slavery’, ‘The Socialization of the Female as Submissive’ and finally ‘My Slave Life’.


  Harper opened the last one and read the opening, a few paragraphs in the middle… her green eyes got wider with every word she read.


  “These are all assignments. Although this last one reads more like personal history than research.”


  “Are we in it?” Zooey asked.


  “No. Not us.” She read more. “But this is really creepy…she’s got to be under the control of this man…this Sir Blackstone, but I can’t be sure. He might even be her sociology professor. I mean, if this is not made up. It could be fiction… but I can’t really tell.” Reading on, chilling reminders of her own past made her entire body quake. She shook it off. “Thing is, she’s a damned good writer; could make fantasy sound like reality and no one would know the difference.” She shook her head, bewildered and more confused that before. “I have no idea what’s true here. I’d sure like to figure out who this Blackstone guy is, or talk to the professor who she wrote these papers for.” She turned around in the desk chair and stared at her friends.


  “So where does this get us?” Billy asked.


  Harper looked at him blankly. “Nowhere,” she finally said, taking a deep breath.


  A long silence followed, until Billy finally suggested the obvious, “I think we should have a look at the barn.”


  No one had dared say it before. But they couldn’t avoid it longer.


  ***


  With straw crunching under their feet and the smell of dust and mold drifting to their nostrils, Billy, followed by Harper and Zooey, crept inside the familiar barn as if they almost expected to find Andie there, waiting for them as she had so many evenings. A cold chill of regret passed through them like a ghost as they surveyed the space before them. Was it just eight months ago they’d done their nasty deeds in the name of self-indulgent pleasure? At first glance, nothing seemed to have changed; the workbench, the blacksmith’s furnace, the barrel, the slats, the bales of straw and Andie’s collection of bottles on the windowsill.


  “Look,” Zooey moved forward, staring in stupefied amazement, “she pried off the boards that covered the window.” Her fingers ran lightly over the amber, green and blue glass bottles, reverently looking at the collected dust on her fingers. She gazed down at her feet. “I suppose her stash of toys is still here.”


  “Look at this.” Billy stood some ten feet away staring at one of the barn posts where a loop of leather strap had been nailed into the wood. “This wasn’t here before.”


  “Nor was this,” Harper said, pointing to a fat, squat stool, about two feet high with a vinyl padded top. “It looks rather obvious, doesn’t it?”


  Billy moved toward her, staring at the thing. “Homemade.”


  “Clearly.”


  “She’s been playing again,” Zooey said. “Look over there,” she pointed to a heavy razor strap hanging on the wall just inside the door, like it had been there forever.


  “Maybe she never stopped,” Harper said.


  “But there has to be someone else,” Zooey speculated. “There’s no way she could use these things without someone here to submit to.” She knelt beside the trapdoor and pushed the straw away, opening the door to Andie’s secret chamber as if the Holy Grail were contained inside. She sat back, stunned.


  “What?” Harper asked.


  “It’s empty. Nothing.”


  “Maybe she has another hiding place?” Harper said.


  “Or maybe her new Master keeps her toys,” Billy added.


  “This is soooo spooky,” Zooey shivered, head to toe. “I keep getting flashes of her…”


  “Like what?” Harper asked.


  “Like she’s being brutally fucked,” her eyes closed, “ravaged, beaten hard…pain, this wondrous pain showering down around her. Evil men, I mean really evil men coming and going in this barn, doing far worse with her than we ever did.” Her eyes shot open.


  “Zooey, stop! You’re acting like a possessed maniac. Andie wouldn’t let herself…”


  “Yes, she would let herself, Harper. You’re in denial of the facts. Look how easily she surrendered to us. What if she were with someone who really knew what they were doing? Worse yet, someone she fell in love with…I think she’d die for them.”


  “Zooey, calm down,” Harper insisted. “This is nothing but speculation, girl. Who knows what she did, or whom she met after we left? Remember, she trusted us, and that’s probably why we took her as far as we did. So what if she found another master to dominate her…nothing is really all that odd here, except your freaky imaginings.”


  “Harper’s right,” Billy joined in. “There’s no reason to believe Andie wouldn’t continue with her kinky games. It’s a safe bet that she did. But she’s an intelligent woman…”


  “She’s an obsessed woman. I think you’re both taking this too lightly. I can see her now, clear as day, with men around, but not like the evening in her bedroom when Billy had it all under control. No…these men wear suits…except maybe for one rugged enforcer with jeans and shirtsleeves rolled to the elbow. They bind her to that post so her feet barely touch the floor, if they do at all. They stalk her with whips in hand, real pony whips, and single-tails, bullwhips they wrap around her neck for a little breath play. One forces a leather handle into her pussy and fucks her with it until she screams for mercy. ‘Way out here, she can howl bloody murder and no one will ever hear. She’s alone, the surrendered bitch for these men to use as their whore. A second man sticks a staff in her butt-hole, enjoying the sound of her distress, because she likes it, because she’ll let anyone who touches those dark, crude places in her have her, and not care about the results. Yes, she’s an intelligent woman, but she’s obsessed…”


  Zooey’s maddeningly eerie voice evoked such darkness that the sky, hearing her speak, appeared darkened, the sun slipping under a greying cloud. The atmosphere in the barn took another step back in time, suggesting something more medieval than present day. All three felt a tremor pass through the empty air, moving through them…perhaps Andie’s ghost had just been there and left.


  Harper could hardly breathe.


  “Good God, Billy,” Zooey continued, her voice low and quiet, “you were worried enough to bring us back here…and now you think there’s nothing to worry about? Even to little ol’ zany Zooey that makes no sense.”


  “You may be right,” Billy finally recovered enough to say, “but you may be wrong too. The sheriff should be here any minute, I’d like to wait until he arrives.” He headed for the barn door and the two women followed.


  ***


  They sat on the porch, Billy and Zooey on the swing, Harper in Mr. Forrest’s rocker. They’d pulled Cokes from the fridge inside and waited for the sheriff who’d called Billy on his cell phone saying that he and the detective would be late. He couldn’t be more specific than that.


  “Hey, guys, I didn’t mean to fuck with you that bad…” Zooey apologized. “It just seemed so clear to me that Andie’s in danger.”


  “You are a damned good storyteller,” Billy tried to make light of it.


  “Maybe she’s a good storyteller, and maybe there’s some truth in what she said,” Harper acknowledged. “But she is right, sexual obsession is a dangerous thing.”


  “What? Are you saying that even the self-possessed Harper Montgomery has been taken in by her lust?” Billy joked.


  “I told you I wasn’t finished with my confession,” Harper said.


  The porch swing creaked—it always had, since Andie never got around to oiling it. The cool air, warmed by the springtime sun, cast off the heavy feeling of gloom that bothered them in the barn, but a troublesome disquiet lingered.


  “What if this is nothing?” Zooey asked. “I mean maybe we are making something out of nothing.”


  “Do you really think that?” Billy asked.


  She thought about the loaf of bread, the way Andie had left her room, the mysterious emails, the odd changes in the barn… “No.”


  “So we just wait for the sheriff, who will fingerprint the place, and then…what? Probably nothing,” Harper fumed. “I say we should head out to the JC and talk to that sociology professor.”


  “Sounds good to me, but first, I want to report what we’ve found to the sheriff. Show him the emails. Might get him working a little harder.”


  “You think so?” Zooey asked. “I wonder what he’ll think if he gets the idea Andie’s into kinky sex. You sure you want to let him in on that?”


  “You got a point,” Billy agreed. “But then, if Andie’s really in danger, what she does sexually shouldn’t matter.”


  As much as they might have needed to do something, none of the three was ready to move. Harper sat back in the old rocker, head to the wood, eyes closed, soaking up warm rays of sun.


  “This house, this farm used to be a healing place for me,” she mused. “I never thought of it that way then, but I’d come here just to get away from the world. Andie—you know Andie—she made no demands on me. She just liked me here. That is, until last summer when everything changed.”


  Harper’s emotions bubbled to the surface, her face worried and sad.


  Billy and Zooey watched her, feeling a quiet terror coming from her, which was particularly unsettling when everyone expected Harper Montgomery of all people, to keep her cool.


  “You know, I was as troubled by the summer as you were,” Harper started. “Of course, nothing remarkable happened for several months. I guess I stuff things deep and they are not easily pried loose. In my first week at Yale, I had three guys after me, but I led them on, as I flirtatiously do with little effort. Classes were hard, the extracurricular activities absorbing, dances, discussions groups, social mixers, dorm elections, newspaper staff meetings, and my endless pursuit of the network I expect to catapult me to the position I want on The Yale Herald. You wouldn’t expect anything less of me, would you?”


  No answer.


  “Then, there’s this little old guy, a professor of philosophy, classic philosophy—I’m not sure how I got this class or in his section, he tends to pick his own students. I suppose he picked me for some reason.” She thought a moment and backtracked. “Yes, he’s little and old, but he’s not some washed-up used-up elderly man with a cane… no Professor Vincent is vital, energetic. He has the sharpest wit I’ve ever encountered and physically he’s probably in better condition than most of the students he teaches. I’d only learn later that he’s strong as an ox, though I knew at the outset that he walks to campus rain or shine, umbrella in hand, which he usually doesn’t use, and then smilingly complains when he gets all wet. I think he likes his drip-dry disposition.” She was clearly amused by her recollection. “He’s incredibly detached from the drama of life…he watches, observes, instantly analyses and forms his opinion, although he rarely dispenses his jewels of wisdom unless he’s teaching or he’s asked.” She shook her head, a bit befuddled. “You know I’ve been trying to piece this together, but I still can’t quite recall how it all started. I suppose I got too close to him, and, like I seem to do with a lot of people, I struck a nerve…


  “He’s the type of professor everyone loves, just because he’s so mysterious, filled with questions, which he drops into conversation like hot potatoes, just before he walks away, leaving everyone bedazzled and gasping for air. I thought he was kind of cute and we struck up this little banter between us in class. I felt very self-important that he’d single me out, ‘Miss Montgomery, you have the answer for that question?’ Of course I didn’t, but he made he think really hard, and oddly, answers would just pop into my brain. I was usually right, and sometimes dead wrong—which he would kindly point out. He never put down anyone for a stupid answer. I don’t think I’ve ever met a more civil or more wickedly honest man in my life. He seemed to know the real me and I liked that, know me especially, that might have just been my ego, probably was. But by the time of my first private conference with him, I was intellectually smitten with the man, even dreaming of his taking a personal, maybe even sexual, interest in me. Obviously, I stuffed that feeling way back in a corner of my psyche. And once I recognized it was there, I made especially sure that I didn’t telegraph my private feelings in public. I wasn’t about to make myself look stupid to my peers.


  “So, that first visit to his office. Ah! The power of place and circumstance play such a bold role in our experience of life…the ivy covered walls, the dark and ancient wood, the damp smell in winter, even the hint of wood smoke lingering in the hallway. The scent of the Professor’s pipe…my thighs were burning, my cunt was convulsive with spasms, while my heart skipped beats like some schoolgirl’s. I watched myself respond, felt the response and just enjoyed it. I even had an excuse should he mention my aroused state—I considered him that astute and wanted to be prepared. I would tell him that I was flushed with the desire to understand, to know life…I think he would have liked my reasoning, but I never had the opportunity to use the line.”


  Billy rummaged in his pocket for a cigarette.


  “Do you really have to?” Harper asked, disturbed.


  “I’ll be brief,” he said. And he was, taking a long drag as he’d done in the diner and squashing the butt against the porch rail, before throwing it into the bushes. He leaned back in the swing and smiled, “Go on…I’m all ears.”


  “You should be,” Harper quipped. “It’s a good story.”


  “Just a story, Harper?” he asked, with an edgy, critical look.


  “No, Billy, it’s very real…Professor Vincent read me like a book…like a kid’s picture book, I was that easy for him. I walked into his office and sat down where he motioned for me to sit. He looked me in the eye ten seconds and said—this I remember perfectly—‘You’d better shed your burden before we begin.’ I didn’t know what he meant, at least not right off. But he had me cornered quickly and that’s where it gets fuzzy… he knew it was sexual, and terrifying, and that I’d loaded down my psyche with guilt. All of a sudden, I’m unburdening myself about Andie, not just what we did to her, but my real feelings—the rage, the jealousy, the contempt, the longing. I was so ashamed by the time I finished, all I wanted to do was run from his office. But he had that covered too, addressing the issue right on, ‘You’re embarrassed, Miss Montgomery, and you should be, given your youth and your inadequate understanding of the world. But there is no shame in the insufficiencies of youth. What you need most is to satisfy your own desire before you can be free of the thing. That is the only way to conquer it and take control. Your friend did that, but you, the intellectual, the cool, perfectly measured over-achiever, you denied yourself, and the worst part of that denial is your biggest shame. You were afraid.’”


  Harper was nearly in tears for a moment, but she fought them back.


  “I started crying…must have sobbed for ten minutes. I was sure that any minute the man would wake me up with some verbal slap on the face. But he just waited for me to recover, which I eventually did. I agreed with him, how could I not? Although I told him that I had no way to live out the fantasy in my head, that desire that had plagued me so. He laughed at me, saying there were plenty of ways to find the satisfaction of my obsession. And then he did the thing I expected least. He offered himself. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. He said that from time to time he has acted in the capacity of a facilitator for such things and if I were willing to offer myself to him for the next thirty days, he’d make sure that I had my fair share of the dark wrath my inner demons sought. I was so flushed with emotion, so driven by my wanting to for him that I didn’t know how not to agree. I promptly accepted. He warned me, though, that this would not be easy, not mentally, emotionally, or physically.”


  “You really gave yourself to him?” Zooey said. Her big eyes widened in amused shock. She was practically giddy with delight.


  “Stop it, Zooey! Yes, I gave myself to him.”


  “So go on,” Billy prompted.


  Harper looked at both of them warily, then started again. “I expected some regular sessions with him, like what we did with Andie, but in his own fashion, of course. But there was nothing. For the next week, I saw him at class, but I didn’t hear from him otherwise. I couldn’t believe it, and at the same time, I was too afraid to question him. I thought that I’d been taken for a fool, or maybe he was senile and had forgotten the entire conference. The next week was the same thing. Nothing. I began to believe that I was better off forgetting the whole idea. But just when I’d about written him off, I got this note in my campus mailbox. He wanted me to write a personal journal, twenty pages on the desire I’d been denying. He wanted it on his desk in two days…this in addition to all the other work I had to do.” She stopped, taking a deep breath. “I was all charged up again. Needless to say, I didn’t sleep much that for the next forty-eight hours. I sat at my desk typing like a crazed lunatic. Everything spilled out on paper, everything, at least I thought everything. I presented him with the twenty pages on time and waited. A few days passed, there was another note in my box. He said, that’s fine for a beginning, but he wanted more. ‘Delve into my heart, pluck the essence of my soul from its cage and let it speak.’ I’ll never forget that line.


  “He wanted another twenty pages in two days, and I produced that too…unraveling thoughts in me bound up so tightly I never knew they were there until one appeared and then another…rape, abuse, bondage, submission far beyond anything we ever did with Andie, things we never dared try. I practically had a novel of erotic need being birthed…”


  Zooey’s face lit. “So you do understand,” she said drolly.


  Harper nodded. “I understand a lot of things,” she said flatly. “I kept journaling, writing page after page—typed no less—huge volumes that I presented to Professor Vincent, without his comment. He didn’t do anything, I simply wrote, telling him every sordid, miserable thing that came to mind. I’m not even sure that he read my writing, all hundred and twenty pages…


  “Almost a month had passed; I was beginning to think this would go on forever, or maybe Professor Vincent thought this was all that I needed to do to quell my obsession. But then there was another note in my mailbox, directing me to a location where I was to present myself. The time, the place…abandoned warehouse in the ratty part of town, near the docks. I was scared, but I was ready. I guess, like Andie, I trusted the man not to hurt me, although I can’t say I really had any reason to give him so much trust. I hardly knew him.


  “I got to the location. So spooky. I could hear the water lapping up against the building. The walls were peeling paint, can’t even tell you the color, just drab, pock-marked, bullet-ridden, crumbling brick and concrete. It was nearly dark, still dusk outside, but I could hardly see inside the building, except where the windows had been broken out. Professor Vincent was there, wearing jeans and an old sweater, sitting on an upturned orange crate. ‘Take off your clothes, Miss Montgomery; you don’t deserve to wear them in my presence.’ He always spoke so authentically that I believed I was that undeserving. I scrambled out of my clothes so fast, you’d have thought a gun was being held to my head. Then two figures emerged from the darkness. My eyes wavered. ‘Look at me, Miss Montgomery,’ he said. ‘Your eyes on me and nowhere else.’ I trembled and practically panicked, but by then, I was so ready for whatever was coming next that there was no way I’d flee.


  “The men grabbed me, collared me with a heavy chain and bound me to one of the nasty crumbling posts, but only by the hands so they could twist me around, front, back, Professor Vincent wanted me beaten savagely. I assumed that the strangers would be his henchmen and do the dirty work, but he did it all. He beat me senseless with leather floggers, whips, rattan canes, other things I can’t remember now. Pain rattled my very bones until I was delirious with screaming. Then he ordered me taken down and raped me over the end of that rough wooden crate… raped me in the ass. The two men raped too. One rammed his cock in my ass, the other stuffed my mouth. I thought I’d die gagging, but I didn’t resist—as if it was exactly what I wanted.


  “When they finished, the two disappeared and there was just Professor Vincent and me in the dark space, with the water lapping down below and a hard winter wind turning my hot body into an icicle. I thought the scene was over, but suddenly, Professor Vincent slapped me to the ground, so that I was lying belly up. Then he dropped to his knees, rolled his right shirtsleeve to the elbow and shoved his hand in jar of grease. He plowed into my cunt, forcing his hand deep, driving inch by inch at a slow, steady shove until he finally broke through and his entire fist was inside me. He shook my crotch, as if he could shake the cum from me, and he did. I came and came…I thought I’d never stop. I remember my belly heaving, my hips bucking, smacking against the cold concrete, my fists pounding the rough floor until they were so roughed up they bled.


  “He used me with the same bitter, angry scowling beastly resolve that we used while abusing Andie. I felt his hate, his rage pour out on me. He thought me no more than a perverted little harlot. I couldn’t stop cumming until he finally withdrew his fist from my cunt, and looked at me with more disdain than I’ve felt in my whole life. Scum of the earth. ‘You should despise yourself, Miss Montgomery,’ he spat. And I did. ‘It disturbs me that I waste my precious time with you. You think you’ll take life by storm…you don’t even know what life means. I’d suggest that you reorder your priorities, starting with giving up the bitch-queen role you’ve made of yourself. Few women in my life have disgusted me so.’ He stood up, opened his fly and pissed all over my breasts and pussy. ‘Now, get dressed and go home, Miss Montgomery.’”


  She stopped talking. No one said a word. No one dared. Even the porch swing refused to creak.


  Harper took a shallow breath and finally finished her story. “I reeked like a whore on a weeklong bender. But I managed to get up, put on my clothes and make it to my car.”


  She stopped again, nothing left to say?


  Billy stared at her in speechless amazement.


  Zooey for once was truly stunned. “My God, I never… That’s one of the hottest, nastiest things I’ve ever heard,” she said, her voice a breathless whisper. “And I’ll bet you hate him now.”


  “No, I don’t. I think it was what I asked for—at least his interpretation of my one-hundred and twenty pages of lust and desire.”


  “So, he just left you, just like that?” Billy asked.


  “No. Well, yes, that night, that’s all that happened. I went back to my dorm—you should have seen me trying to dodge the people in the building; I looked like a wreck and certainly stunk from pee. I took a shower and went to bed. Two days later—he made me wait two entire days—there was another note. He wanted another twenty pages. There I was writing again, confessing everything that I felt. When I handed it in, he was in his office to accept it. I couldn’t hold back any longer. I had so many thoughts in my head that needed some resolution.


  “I asked him if he meant what he said to me. He said that he had meant every word, but that didn’t mean I wasn’t redeemable, didn’t mean that there wasn’t a spring of sweetness in my soul. I’d just fouled it up with such self-important matters having little consequence that I was drowning in my own shit. ‘That’s the trouble with youth,’ he said. I’m not alone, he said. People under the age of twenty needs their heads examined because we all have life totally backward, except perhaps for the subtle flower like our Andie. He told me we should bow at her feet, kiss the ground she walks on and thank her every day for being bold enough to show herself to us. I thought that was pretty amazing.”


  Billy shifted uncomfortably in his seat and the porch swing creaked again. He looked at Harper, puzzled, like there was something he didn’t understand. “So you went through all that, you listened to what he had to say, and you still came back here denying the truth?”


  “No, no, not exactly. I’m still processing it all.”


  “How long ago did this happen?”


  “About six weeks.”


  “And it’s still no clearer to you?” Zooey wondered.


  She nodded. “I keep shoving it back, wanting to change it, deny it, but I can’t. I knew I’d end up telling you… it just takes a while for me to warm up…you know that…but you can be sure that there’s a huge crack in my big fat wall of defenses.” After recounting her story, she was mellower than anyone had seen her in ages.


  “I can see that,” Billy agreed.


  “Did you and the Professor finally mend fences?” Zooey asked.


  “It’s not exactly like that. He’s still my professor, and we have pretty much the same relationship we had before that month and that night. He says if he ever sees me abusing my soul again, he’ll do it all over, and I believe him. Trust me, I walk softly in his presence, though I’m hardly perfect when he’s not around. I can still be the shrewish bitch…”


  Billy’s cell phone suddenly jangled, startling everyone from the intimate cocoon in which they’d been spellbound during Harper’s confession.




  Chapter Thirteen


  Several Weeks Prior…


  The Day Before Andie Disappeared


  


  This was the third time they were together, the second time in the barn, but on this night, he didn’t come alone. As the scene took shape before her eyes, Andie remembered seeing Sir Blackstone eyeing the rafters in quiet contemplation the week before. By the time he returned, it would seem his scheme was well thought out.


  The men with him took off their suit coats so they could build the cross, a homemade item they brought with them in pieces and hammered together on the barn floor for this occasion. While one hammered, the other installed pulleys in the beams above: four, two each in rafters that were approximately five feet apart. The pulleys two mounted in each beam were roughly six feet apart, making a neat rectangle that matched the bolts in the frame.


  “You see her here, boys?” Sir Blackstone’s voice rose above their hammering. He called them boys but they were men, unlike the guys from town that Billy Mercer brought to her gangbang. The pair stopped long enough in their work to look at Andie, naked and tethered to one of the wooden posts, where Sir Blackstone stood, caressing Andie’s cheek, a finger tracing a thin line down her neck to her quivering belly.


  The men’s girlfriends sat on the sidelines, the blonde wearing a red cocktail dress, the redhead in a black one with ebony beading. The blonde looked like Marilyn Monroe collared, her platinum hair in a style reminiscent of that sexual icon, her lips painted Chinese red. Her hands were bound behind her back, which made her breasts thrust impertinently from the bodice of her low-cut dress. On orders from the man who brought her, she kept her head meekly, submissively, bowed. The feistier redhead had been bound standing with her back to one of the posts, ropes circling her beasts, belly and thighs. While she’d been a hellion to tame, once the rope held her fast, the rebellion ceased and her body softened. Though one could still detect her displeasure, her head rested languidly against the wood while her large breasts undulated sensuously with every breath.


  At Sir Blackstone’s urging, the two men gave up their work for several minutes, strolling to his side where they appraised the naked submissive. Sir called her Precious Andie Rose, or simply Rose. The tethered girl twisted in a fitful display of sexual arousal, panting, belly heaving, jerking as if she was spasming with no stimulation at all.


  “I told you that gizmo works like a charm,” one of the men said.


  Sir Blackstone revealed in his hand a remote control that would bring an immediate response from the dangling Andie. Deep inside her cunt, Sir had lodged a vibrating egg that when activated by the remote sent pulsating beats of varying intensity through her cunt and outward. Settings began with a soft pulse, moving through a medium range intended to deliver a pleasurable pain to extreme settings that were outright electric shocks.


  Gone was any initial rebellion in Andie’s brain and body. Having found the perfect setting, Sir Blackstone had been able to keep his new submissive in a state of urgent arousal all through dinner, during their drive to the farm and now as she dangled waiting for his next abuse.


  “Look at this,” Sir Blackstone turned her around so his guests could see her right flank. “Branded by her former owners. You know what that means?”


  The men only snickered with the thoughts that fact brought to mind.


  “For a novice, she’s moved major ground in a short time. I’m having the irons made to brand her back with ‘slave’. One finger moved in a line across her upper back, showing where he would inscribe the word. He then jerked her around, pulled the side of her left breast back and pointed to the soft pearly skin. “She’ll be cut with my initials, XB.”


  “You use knives?” one man asked.


  “Knives sharpened like razorblades,” Sir said with malicious glee.


  Seeing a panicked response in Andie’s body to this news, Sir upped the intensity of the vibrating egg to make sure she was still sexually ready.


  “A sport-fuck slave, you think?” one of his companions asked.


  “Exactly,” Sir Blackstone replied.


  “Perhaps a little canine action?”


  “Yes, perhaps. I’ve never found a more easily manipulated female. Who says you can’t find the perfect woman on the Internet?”


  “And with disposable assets, no less.”


  “Exactly.” He stared around at the barn with some satisfaction.


  She felt their smirks like lashes against her skin. Her insides somersaulted on their own. Even though she was in an unthinking stupor, her mind recorded their comments for later review.


  “So, how about we get on with the fun? Test just how far we can take her.”


  Again her body brightened with irrepressible heat and the rumbling in her belly amplified in degree until she was almost, but not quite orgasmic.


  The two men went back to their work, finishing the “X” frame to which she’d be bound. With the pulleys set in the rafters and the frame and the ropes in place, the device now dangled a foot off the ground. Sir Blackstone removed his slut from where she hung and ordered her to the floor, where with a shove of his foot, she scooted beneath the frame face down, spreading her arms and legs wide, as ordered.


  The three men bound her to the center of the “X” where the two beams joined. From her shoulders to her hips, broad straps of muslin and thick ropes were drawn underneath her body, then up and over the wood crosspiece. Her breasts were left exposed so they could be easily tortured.


  Once her midsection was secured, the three men moved on to her limbs, which were heavily bound like a mummy in muslin straps from upper arms to wrists, from upper thighs to ankles. Her head was braced by a specially fitted collar, which was attached at the back to ropes, suspending her to the beams on either side of her head.


  The unique structure was devised to be secure, while instilling a good deal of fear into its victim. Every vital part of her remained exposed for abuse. Helpless, vulnerable and inert, Andie became the prized target in a night of ruthless sadism to be leveled at her willing body. Willing? Yes willing, in the eyes of these three men. Long before the night began she’d given her consent to a man she barely knew. Taking that consent at face value, he owned her as his property, in body and in spirit. Ownership gave him the right to use her in any way he desired short of killing or permanently maiming her body. It was a standard slave agreement in his world of masters, slaves and Old World customs.


  Andie gazed down in horror as the floor fell away, and her body, bound to the ‘X’ frame, slowly moved upward into the rafters, where it finally stopped with a jerk seven feet in the air.


  She dangled like a flying bird pinned to the sky.


  To minimize her feelings of panic, Sir Blackstone used the tiny egg inside her cunt to manipulate her sexual arousal. Increasing the intensity, orgasmic urgency replaced her fear. But this was only the start; what would follow in extreme sensation would only take her into more vivid realms of pleasure.


  Clamps, fixed behind her nipple rings, dangled with heavy weights from the small slips of skin, pulling and tugging as the “X” swung from the rafters. Her beasts and cunt were then beaten from below, with canes and sticks and slats of wood. Her ass was flogged with leather, as stinging knotted cords traveling high in the air landed on the softest flesh of her ass.


  The purring rhythm in her inner body expanded with the cruelty. The sting, the smarting smacks, the tugs, the pulls, the vicious yanks became brutal aphrodisiacs, raising that fire in her belly to rough, unbearable extremes. Just when she felt the fire about explode, however, her sly master, backed the vibrating egg down several notches and that crescendo of pleasure lessened to a subtle, sensuous purr. A half dozen times, the three men had her at that unruly state of sexual uproar, where nothing should have been able to stop the climax, but she was no more than a puppet dancing on her master’s strings. His control was complete, extending to the very thing one would think was uncontainable in its raw and escalating power.


  Sir Blackstone knew better. And after long minutes of suspended persecution, so did his soaring ‘rose’.


  “I think she’s ready for the tasers,” he proclaimed to his friends.


  Andie didn’t see their scowls of pleasure because she closed her eyes, but she imagined them as broad and mean across their faces as the reality proved to be. The electric prods zapped her tits until her body was a mass of quivering atoms. Then a second taser zapped her pussy with a horrifying electric shock. The vibration didn’t stop even when the horrid tasers were turned off, but went on, leaving her jerking and quaking, with frenzied sensations exploding in wild and painful surges.


  But there was no sexual payoff.


  Sadists of the basest sort look for the pleasureless torture as their finest scheme.


  She was, finally, ready for the last of Sir Blackstone’s horrific tests. The men lowered her slowly, bringing her body to crotch height, where the three men in turn left their sexual remnants in her shuddering, shivering, pulsating asshole. They shoved their pricks inside and hammered hard, putting an exclamation point on the evening that their girlfriends-in-waiting would secretly applaud. For once, they weren’t the target of their master’s sadistic pleasure.


  


  Sir Blackstone’s two guests and their girls left in a jubilant mood, once Andie was on the ground again, unbound and all evidence of the activity was removed from the barn.


  In the quiet aftermath, she lay limply against a bed of straw in Sir Blackstone’s arms, looking into his placid face.


  “My, you do perform like a pro,” he said with some pride.


  “And you’re going to do everything you said you would?” she asked him.


  “And a good deal more,” he added with a pleased smile. He stroked her face lovingly. “I meant what I said, Precious Andie Rose, I’ve never found a better female for my needs, which are as dark as the profound depths of your desire.”


  Her smile was weak. After all she’d been through, surely he didn’t expect more.


  Seeing that she was reasonably recovered, Sir Blackstone carried her into the house and to her bed, where he gently laid her on the mattress and pulled up the covers.


  He stood over her, looking down, lust pooling in his russet-colored eyes. He kissed his fingers, then, leaning down, pressed them to her lips.


  “I’ll give you a few days to recover, then I’ll want to see you again. The regimen I require of my females should begin as soon as possible. And you are my female, now that you’ve proven your worth to me. I will be in contact with you shortly.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  Andie watched him leave. Her emotions were strangely wasted, just as her body was now. She hadn’t even cum and she felt as exhausted as she would be cumming for days on end.


  Still, there was a gift to open here. As if she’d been sucked clean by a vacuum, her mind was like an open window the day after a cleansing spring rain. Focused, emancipated and at peace, she could see with perfect clarity.


  Before sleeping, she rose from her bed, turned on her computer and typed two brief emails.


  “I accept your offer; will be with you tomorrow.” She this sent immediately to Greathouse.


  Then to Sir Blackstone: “I’m afraid, sir, that my plans have changed.” She was about to send this too, and thought better of the timing, saving it in her draft messages to be sent the following day.


  Closing down her computer, she went back to bed and slept until noon.




  Chapter Fourteen


  Lost and Found


  


  The sound of Billy’s cell phone ringing startled the trio awake from the spell of Harper’s amazing confession.


  “Hello,” Billy answered.


  “Yes, sir…really? You mean that?…You’re kidding…I’m relieved. We’re all relieved…I will…and thank you.”


  “What’s that?” Zooey asked.


  “Andie.” He shook his head, his body limp. “She walked into the sheriff’s office this afternoon, mentioned that she understood that someone reported her missing. She wanted to let them know that she wasn’t missing; in fact, perfectly safe and fine.”


  “So she’s all right, no kidnapping, no abduction, no rape…” Zooey asked.


  “I guess not. In fact, I suppose we’ll be seeing her shortly. The Sheriff said she was on her way back home…”


  Before the facts sunk in, the three heard a rumbling in distance, the purr of a car they’d never seen coming up the road, turning into the drive, moving steadily their way until it stopped in the yard. The door opened and Andie got out, waving to her friends.


  “What on earth are you doing here?” she called to them excitedly.


  They were too stunned to speak, until she’d lugged a suitcase from the car and carried it up the steps, when Harper finally had her wits about her and spoke for them all, “Where in the hell have you been?”


  Andie laughed. “It was you? You reported me missing?”


  “I reported you missing,” Billy jumped in, “And why not, girl?”


  “You were worried?”


  “Damn right.”


  She smiled, looking oddly pleased. “I’m sorry, I really didn’t think you’d even know I was gone. I mean…you’re not exactly up to date on my life.”


  “Maybe we should be,” Harper said.


  Andie had a confidence none of them had seen before, not some great, gigantic leap of consciousness, but a subtle change of character that made her appear stronger. She’d even cut her hair to her shoulders and styled it so they could easily see her face.


  “So, where have you been?” Zooey asked impatiently.


  Andie looked at her carefully, as if she wasn’t quite sure what she saw. “That you, Zooey?”


  “You know that it is! Now answer my question.”


  “How about we go inside?” she invited, calmly putting her key in the lock and opening the door. She stepped inside as the others moved to their feet. “Oh, yuck,” she gasped as she caught the sour smell of rotting food, “I should have done something about that before I left…”


  “Yes, you left the place a mess,” Harper reminded her in a familiar patronizing manner.


  “I really did…” She immediately moved through the kitchen, tossing bread and spoiled fruit in the garbage, then she continued into the living room where the four sat down.


  She looked at them, still bewildered by their presence. “So, you want to know where I’ve been, as if I owe you an explanation?” Her manner was concise, but pleasant.


  “Well, it would be nice, since we made the trip here to find you,” Zooey said. “I came all the way from California and Harper from New Haven.”


  “Well, you really have surprised me. I just didn’t expect this. I didn’t realize you cared so much—”


  “We do care, more than you know,” Harper said.


  “I just had to go away for a while. I probably wouldn’t have split so quickly, but after grandpa died…well I sort of fell apart.” She looked a bit panicky, not knowing how to explain. “I was just rattling around here with nothing to inspire me, and suddenly I got a call a few weeks ago. There was a space in a writer’s colony I’d applied to. They said I could come any time… and well,” she stopped for a moment, looking oddly unnerved but recovered quickly, rattling on cheerily… “When I heard that I was accepted, I was gone. The perfect opportunity. I didn’t even drop my classes, I just went. And now, I’m just getting back. And you’re here, and I’m sorry if you were all worried. What were you thinking?”


  “You were here last week, Andie,” Harper reminded her.


  Andie looked surprised. “How would you know that?”


  “I checked your email, looking for clues to your whereabouts.”


  “That’s a pretty big invasion of privacy.”


  “When you’re worried that your friend has been murdered, you don’t think about their privacy.”


  “That’s what you thought?”


  “You left the possibilities wide open, not telling a soul where you were.”


  She smiled. “But who was I to tell?” She surveyed their grim faces carefully. “I can see where you thought I must have left in a hurry…I did…I had too…I-I really needed to get out of here.” Her face fell, as if there was more to say but she wouldn’t dare. “It’s the memories,” she started again. “Alone here, rattling around this old house just got a little more than I could handle.” Were they believing what she said? “And you’re right, I came back last week. I wanted to pull a few things off my computer to show my writing mentor.”


  “Andie, we do care about you,” Billy jumped in, “we did before and we do now.”


  She eyed them quite critically, as if she might never have really seen them before. “Yes, I guess maybe you do,” she said, looking solemn and sad. “I just try not to think of how it was when you left.”


  “That was wrong of us,” Billy said. “But we couldn’t face you or ourselves and leaving was a convenient excuse.”


  “And coming back has been a whole lot tougher,” Harper added, kindly.


  Andie smiled graciously; her quiet consciousness invading all their spirits with a subtle, soothing stillness. Then she spoke again, borrowing a bit of Zooey’s feisty spirit. “I imagined that you didn’t want me in your universe, anymore than I wanted you in mine…enough was enough. I figured you might come around again, but that things would never be the same. It’s like writing books…always a new chapter.”


  “So, is this Sir Blackstone a new chapter for you?” Harper asked.


  Andie’s face instantly dimmed again. “No,” she said tersely. “He’s a nobody…just like the others.”


  “You’ve been looking for a master?” Harper probed more.


  “I think I’d like that, eventually. It’s just a matter of time.”


  “Not this Greathouse fellow.”


  “Greathouse? No.” She laughed. “Arthur Greathouse is the man who runs the writer’s colony.”


  “I see. And the professor?”


  “What professor?”


  “The one you wrote the papers for, your sociology class?”


  She sat back, looking a little appalled. “My, you did get nosey!”


  “Just searching for clues.”


  “Okay, all right. I get the message. And no, the professor is not my Dom, just a friend. In fact, I think he’s sort of sub and we relate on that level. He’s terribly fascinated by the bondage scene. Every juicy detail he gets from me he laps it up like a puppy. He’s the one who told me that I’d been reported missing, when I called him this morning to talk about one of the papers I was doing.”


  “So, all of our fears are for nothing. No murder, you’re not whipped to a bloody stump, no dangerous kidnappings or malicious men waiting in the wings to nab you once we leave,” Billy said.


  There was a moment’s hesitation, a noticeable shudder, and then she nodded. “No. I’m still here. I’ve never really left. I don’t plan on going anywhere…except inside my own space and there I travel miles. I learned a ton at the writer’s colony. I may even go back. But I’m quitting school to write full time. There’s no reason not to. I have so much to say, hundreds of stories in my head. I don’t know when I’ll have time for them all, but I’m starting now. Sure, I’ll have sexual masters the way other women have lovers, and they’ll come and go. Maybe I’ll even find one who sticks. But hey,” she smiled, “don’t forget, I’m your branded slut. I always will be, at least in my heart. No matter what happens, that’s not going to change. You may not have understood when you left here exactly what you did when you pressed your initials into my flesh, but I understood. I knew. It made a bond that won’t go away, just because we live in different states, and don’t see each other anymore.”


  The three coolly listened, then Harper uncharacteristically bit her lip, chagrinned. “Maybe we understand more than you realize,” she said.


  “Really? That’s good. You’ll have to tell me what you understand.”


  Harper nodded. “Maybe so.”


  ***


  They spent the night in the farmhouse, talking into the wee hours of dawn, disclosing their explanations, what they felt free to say about their moments of self-revelation. Andie told them almost nothing about her life since September that they hadn’t already figured out—which suggested that very little had changed in the dynamics of their relationship. Harper and Zooey were still self-absorbed, Billy tight-lipped about things that really mattered to him and Andie, as usual, took a back seat to the three. This time, however, that fact didn’t bother her.


  In the morning, Zooey and Harper were packed and ready to return to California and New Haven.


  “You sure we don’t need to stay?” Harper asked Andie.


  “No, I really want you to go and do whatever you have to do. I need to write, really, my head’s so stuffed with ideas…”


  They hugged goodbye.


  “So, can I beat you again sometime?” Zooey asked as she planted a warm wet kiss on Andie’s lips.


  “Sure. Just not today. You guys better get going or you’ll miss your planes.” She shooed the pair down the stairs and then waved to them both from the porch as they climbed in Billy’s truck.


  Billy, waiting on the stairs for the two women to move out of earshot, whispered quietly to Andie, “Say, would you mind all that much if we tried again?”


  “You’re planning to stay?” she asked hopefully.


  He nodded. “Yeah, if I had the right incentive.”


  A titter of excitement warmed her tummy—the feeling would grow rapidly as the day continued. “Well, now what do you think, Billy Mercer?” she quietly returned. “I have your funny looking 3 on my butt, that’s gotta stand for something.”


  His smile became a broader grin. “Okay then, I’ll be back tonight.”


  “I’d like that…” He started toward the porch steps. “Billy?” she called him back.


  “Yeah?”


  “I’m really glad you’re coming back…um…there’s a bit more to my story than I think you know.”


  “Oh?


  She shook her head, biting her lip, looking more like the Andie of old than her new, more confident self.


  Billy sized up her mood in seconds. “Something really bad happened with that guy, Blackstone, didn’t it?”


  “U-huh.” Her face recorded the pain for him to see.


  “And I suppose you don’t want Harper and Zooey to know?”


  Harper honked the horn the impatiently.


  Billy turned toward the truck, calling to her, “I’ll be right there.”


  “You won’t tell them, will you?” Andie asked.


  He could feel the urgency in her voice, her body speaking volumes. She was scared—not of Harper and Zooey. This was something much bigger than that. “No. It’s time they were on their way back to their own lives. It’s going to be okay, Andie, I’ll make sure. Your Sir Blackstone is history…but, you’d better be ready for true confessions when I get back. No dancing around the truth, got that?”


  Andie thrilled to the rough sound of his voice. “Yes, sir. I’ll be ready,” she said, smiling again.


  Billy took the porch stairs two at a time and jumped in the truck beside Harper, who leaned over and beeped the horn again, while Zooey waved goodbye from the open window. Billy backed the truck around in a circle and they took off down the drive toward the road. Andie watched, her heart a little lighter, her emotions calming.


  Staring toward the barn, longingly, there was still an anxious wave of fear that made her body tremble. But she didn’t have to fear, she reminded herself; Billy was coming back to her. “It’s going to be okay,” he’d said.


  With that thought for comfort, Andie moved back in the house, letting the screen door bang behind her. She took the stairs to her room in a flash, and sitting down at her computer, opened a new file in her documents. She began to write. With fingers flying, the story came pouring out. Here she’d finally make sense of the jumble of images that crowded her mind.


  “It was a summer of shameful behavior…”
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