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The Conceit

“No way. Can’t be done.”

“Are you saying you can’t do it?”

“It’s either in you or it’s not. Like religion.”

“All it takes is the right person to draw it out. After all, every relationship is dominant-submissive.”

“That’s true. So where does that leave us?”

“You mean, who’s sub and who’s dom?” She gave him a sly smile.

“I mean with this philosophical riddle. You still think you can take anyone at random and turn them into a slave?”

“Not just me, anyone can. Even you.”

He glowered. “I’m not sure I like the sound of that.”

She waved a hand in the air. “Don’t be insulted. I didn’t mean your abilities come up short. We both know they don’t.” She smiled again, this time with a fetching blush.

He nodded in acceptance of the delayed compliment, also remembering the night before and how well he cropped her ass. The marks still hadn’t faded, he knew, by the way she gingerly sat on the edge of a wooden chair at the outdoor café. He sat back in his own chair, for the moment placated.

“What I meant was,” she said, “even someone with an initial reluctance for this, uh, shall we say proposition? Challenge?”

“Search,” he said.

She considered and nodded. “Yes, a search. Even a hesitant participant in the dom role could still turn a random subject into a crawling slut.”

“I’ll grant you the point,” he said. “But where’s the tension? You want to train an SM virgin into a slave. So do I. So the premise is accepted. But what is the ultimate goal?”

She thought again for a moment. “The goal? The goal?” She stared off into the distance, then, in sudden revelation, her eyes lit up in determination. “Why, to become an addition to our family, of course.”

His eyebrows raised. “Are you sure? It might be too soon -”

“Better too soon than too late.”

Now he took time to consider. “I see your point.”

“And it has to be a woman. Male slaves have their own special qualities, but I just don’t see one joining our special family unit.”

“I agree. A woman,” he said. “One of suitable age.”

He sipped at his bloody mary. “If I went along with this… Wait a minute, if things don’t work out; is this just a ploy to get a little tail of your own?”

She blushed and smiled again. “Well…just a little. We just don’t know what might happen, do we?”

He nodded, glad he caught her out, even in a small way. “Well, I’ll grant the whole concept has a certain appeal. And you’re right; the time is now. Now, as to who… How about that business-suited one at that table over there? She looks suitably repressed and is probably dying to let those tits bust loose. Or maybe even our run-off-her feet waitress? She’s got a nice set.”

“Random, my dear. Not who has the biggest knockers. Random.”

A young, fresh girl strode by. Nice face, decent figure. Short, red hair.

He pointed after her. “She’ll do.”


The Seduction


Louise

I had to move fast, or else I’d lose sight of my little prey. Her step was quick, like she had to be somewhere, but then she would stop and linger over a rack of mediocre clothes or a table of gaudy Chotski’s from some street vendors, then hustle away when the vendors started to hustle her. I couldn’t be obvious, couldn’t appear like I was running her down (which I was). At last I caught up with her at a hole in the wall pizza shop.

She stood at the counter, patiently (a good sign for what awaited her), then got just the biggest, greasiest slice of pizza ever made (and I would make sure that would stop. I liked her figure, but she wouldn’t keep it for long eating junk like that). Her tiny, luscious mouth assaulted the doughy triangle, masticating almost more than she could handle. She walked straight toward me, then quickly sidestepped, not even giving me a second glance. She already made a beeline for out the door and I steeled myself to hold back, lest I follow too soon. But I couldn’t lose her! It had been decided she was the one, and if a random choice was to mean anything, then I had to find out something about her, some piece of information so that –

“Hey, Heather!” a boy coming in called out.

She replied, “Tyson!” He almost ran right into her at the door. (I turned my head, held up my hand to hide my face. Nearly blew the whole thing right there. The boy was handsome in a naïve way – tousled, dark hair, nice build. I had a brief thought of someday getting him at the end of my chain, but quickly squelched that thought.)

They exchanged hugs, getting caught up with each other. I strained to catch what was said, but then it was my turn at the counter. Distracted, I ordered something with cheese on it and was rewarded with a piece on a thin paper plate not unlike the one Heather was struggling to finish. I wrapped a scarf over my head and donned big sunglasses as I “wandered” over to a stand up counter opposite the cash register, right behind Heather.

“…a bunch of us are going. Wanna come?” the boy said.

“I don’t know,” Heather said. “I got, like, things, y’know?”

Like, things, y’know. And she’s going to become a high class pleasure slave? I could see already I had my work cut out for me.

They talked some more, Tyson eventually wearing Heather down until she made a half-promise to show up at some dance club that night. Then she was gone. But I got the name of the club.

***

I took a big risk, letting her go like that. If she didn’t show up that night I would have to case the neighborhood, waiting for another glance of her. Of course, I could go to Marcus and report my failure, and another potential slave-to-be would get chosen. But Heather was really, really cute and that carrot top head, pale skin and innocent air caused me to already form fantasies and plans for her. So I went to the Howling Wolf, claimed a space at the bar, danced with a boy and then a girl, and then the bondage gods smiled down on me.

Heather came in with a gaggle of friends, boys and girls, but Tyson wasn’t among them. They all hung together, drinking and laughing but, as they made their way on to the dance floor, they all seemed to pair off, except for Heather. She acted cool with it, being the extra wheel, and didn’t let anything stop her from grabbing her own space on the dance floor.

Heather gyrated in between a couple of boys, both of whom tried their best to get her attention, but she was off in her own world, just be-bopping to the heavy techno beat. Her dress hadn’t changed much since that afternoon; still the same tight blue jeans and white halter top, but now she danced in a pair of medium sized high heel slip-ons, and that enticing body just bumped and grinded showing how loose she was. Oh, yes, I could do a lot with that.

Time to move.

I worked my way around the dance floor and climbed a few steps up to the DJ’s booth. “Hey. Hey!” I yelled over the musical chaos.

The DJ pulled out an ear bud, obviously annoyed. “What you want, bitch?”

I grabbed him by the collar of his loose shirt and my other hand flew up and squeezed his crotch. In spite of his baggy pants I scored a direct hit. I pulled him close and snarled back. “I am not your bitch, motherfucker. You call me ma’am or I’ll rip off your balls and hang them from my rear view mirror.”

“Yes,” he squeaked.

Still by the balls, I brought him closer. “I like you. I like your mixes. Here.” I let go of his shirt and stuffed a hundred down his pants, wrapped it around his hardening cock. “Easiest c you’ll ever make. And slow everything down just a bit. If you don’t I’ll be back.” I tightened my grip on both his dick and balls. His face started to turn color.

“Yes,” he squeaked again, higher this time.

“Good boy,” I crooned, and kissed him full on the lips. I left him bent over like that, and it was more than just a few minutes before he was able to stand back up straight. To get what you want, you have to speak the language. I didn’t like this kind of street talk, but it was sometimes necessary, especially when training a new slave prior to vocal lessons. But grabbing a slave by the privates was a language that never changed, one that the young DJ understood very well.

The mix altered, no longer a driving beat, but one more languorous of the old disco song “Love to love you baby”. Nearly everyone was confused by the sudden change and most drifted away back to their drinks and barstools, but not Heather. She just kind of put it into a lower gear and flooowwwed.

I slid onto the sparse dance floor. A few of the young studs tried to engage me and I did a couple of moves with them, but I kept working my way over to Heather. She was by herself now, into the slow beat. I got behind her, moved my hips in concert with hers. I guess she sensed someone behind her because her head turned back just a little and spied me out of the corner of her eye. But that didn’t stop her dancing.

I got a little closer, inside her personal space, lightly put my hands around her hips. She started, just a little, at the touch.

“Relax, honey,” I whispered into her ear. “Just go with it.”

She did and we just kind of swung back and forth. Slowly I turned her around to face me and I ran my fingernails down those wicked, bare arms, around that curvy, swan neck. She seemed a little tense at first, but as I stroked those muscles, tripped those little sensitive points, she relaxed. It worked with nervous, first time slaves and it worked with her too. Then I turned her back around, pressed my breasts up against her back, wrapped one arm around that tiny waist and, with our hips now one, just grooved.

We became a bit of an item because people made space for us. A few of the other girls started to join in while the boys just stood back and lapped it all up. Oh, you bet a few lesbian fantasies were born that night, but mine wasn’t going to remain a fantasy. Hands on her waist now, I turned Heather back around and, with both my arms now pressed against the small of her back I brought our shoulders into play, one side back, the other side in, one side back, the other side in, alternating like that for the rest of the mix. Then the beat returned to pop, flash and dazzle and I backed up, blew her a kiss and drifted away back to the DJ’s booth.

He saw me coming and kind of backed up.

“That was terrific,” I said.

“Ah, thank you, ma’am.”

I smiled. “Good. You learned your lesson. Show women some respect and you’ll have more pussy than you know what to do with.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

I stuffed another hundred down his pants, along with my business card. “If you want more lessons, call me. But for bad students who don’t do their homework I punish.”

I left him, his mouth open.

I worked my way back to my drink. Guess who was waiting for me.

“I haven’t seen you here before,” Heather said.

Well, I had heard better opening lines, but at least she was sincere. “I heard about this place this afternoon,” I said, not lying, but not telling her how.

“What’s this get up?” she said, motioning to my ensemble.

“It’s leather. Don’t tell me you haven’t heard of it before.”

That knocked her back a bit, my talking down to her. I needed to establish dominance, even if it meant belittling her a bit. But even though I noticed some annoyance she still kept on, pointing to my tight leather pants. “Aren’t you hot in those?”

“Yes, I am, and thank you for the compliment,” I said, toying with her. At her confused look I decided a little mercy was in order. “Leather is just like skin,” I said. “Go ahead. Touch it.”

Heather didn’t move so I gently took her hand and brought it to my thigh, then guided it up inside my bolero jacket, to rest on my leather bustier and half-exposed breast. Her lips parted a little and her hand trembled, but she didn’t withdraw it even as my guiding hand left hers and traveled up her arm to her flushing cheek.

“There, see?” I said. “Nothing to it. Just as natural as breathing.” I touched her slightly damp hair, picked off a sweat globule from behind an ear and, on a fingertip, dabbed at it with my tongue. “Hmm. Salty, but sweet. Tell me your name.”

She did, even though I already knew it, of course. I smiled, told her mine was Louise, but she could call me Mistress. Her eyes widened a bit at that but still she didn’t run away.

I had a live one.

I lightly ran my fingertip over her parted lips. Small, short hot breaths flowed around my hand. “C’mon,” I said, and led her back to the dance floor. All the while she never took her eyes off me; eyes of uncertainty, a little fear, but mostly curiosity, and hunger. A hunger that grew as I let down my long, ash blonde hair, and only increased each time I commanded a new, bolder dance move from her as the night wore on. Then, when the time was right and we stood at the bar, catching our collective breaths, I wrapped my hand around the back of that beautiful neck that was just made for a collar and whispered, “Come with me.”

Letting go and without looking back I made my way past everyone, past all those looks that told me Heather followed right behind. Outside I took in a lungful of cool, fresh nighttime air, cleared my thoughts, thought of little Heather now beside me, then directed her to climb into the passenger side of my valet delivered Porsche. I had left the top down and we sped off on deserted streets, my blonde hair flying in the wind.

Heather didn’t say anything, but those eyes hardly ever left me. I smiled, patted her thigh in reassurance. But I had to strike while the iron was hot, so I shifted gears like Danica Patrick and used every ounce of horsepower to get back to my downtown loft as fast as possible. Once there I tossed the car keys to the all night concierge and directed Heather to the refurbished freight elevator. I pressed the key code for my floor and we lifted away.

In the stark, overhead light shadows cast themselves from Heather’s eyebrows down her cheeks, past her cute button nose to her chin. It seemed she already wore a mask or blindfold with her mouth set in a straight line, neither frightened or elated; a blank canvas, waiting for the right color and brushstroke.

The elevator stopped at my floor. A series of presses on my combination electronic key and the metal door audibly unlocked. I stepped inside, then found out I was alone.

Heather lingered, half on, half off the elevator. This was a crucial moment. Once in a while, when I brought a slave back to my place, they bugged out at this point. But I was always honest with the ones I captured, they knew my lifestyle, knew what they were getting into. I didn’t spring any surprises on them with a sudden cuffing of the hands from behind. Usually, if they got this far, then all it took was a gentle nudge to bring them the rest of the way.

I stepped back, took one of her hands in both of mine. “Come on in, Heather,” I said. “Nothing’s going to happen that you don’t want to, baby.”

That got her. She acted as if she had just awakened from a long sleep, eyes blinking. They grew ever wider as she crossed over the threshold. I usually made no secret about my kinky interests, but I didn’t broadcast about it either most times. Spread throughout were the usual tasteful chairs, couches, tables, lamps and artworks, but in my domain, in my home, there were other things that also provided hints as to my lifestyle. And little Heather got an eyeful.

The loft was a converted two story, with half of the old ceiling taken out and stairs added for the upper level. From my bedroom space upstairs I could lean on the chest high wall and look down on the huge open space, especially during parties, and watch all the slaves writhe in torture. In one far corner on the right, opposite the stairs stood a whipping post; I hadn’t tucked everything away from the last girl I had writhing there, and ropes and cuffs still hung from shiny hooks. Near the center of the floor was an X-frame. Right now it stood upright, but it also could tilt all the way back parallel to the floor and hide as a support for a table top or remove the table and it became a convenient rape rack. Along the wall under the stairs was my equipment storage, all my whips, hoods, cuffs, ropes and whatever else I needed hung neatly from drilled in hooks, all easily covered up with a specially made false closet cover. Over to the left, near the kitchen/breakfast nook area was a wardrobe closet that held costumes for different scenes while next to that was a sturdy bondage pole that allowed me to taunt a bad slave with some tasty food while I ate. But my favorite, my all time prized possession, that I never tried to hide, was the cage. Right now it stood on the floor, halfway between the door and tall windows, the downstairs bathroom just a few yards to the left. Its round base provided good stability, but wouldn’t allow anyone to lie down and stretch out. The painted black and red bars were strong and spaced narrow enough so that no one could just bend them and slip out. But besides that a heavy duty electrical winch was installed overhead.

Sometimes, while I worked at my desk in my room upstairs or sat up in bed reading it was nice to gaze across the empty space at whatever punished slave occupied the cage as they swung over the floor far below. Usually, I took the slave to bed, but sometimes I got a SAM that just didn’t know when to quit. So I threw them in the cage, hoisted it to the same level as my bedroom and left them there all night. It sure was a nice feeling, knowing they were just mere feet away, swinging in limbo. Depending on the situation I’d leave them untied so that they could carefully lower themselves to the cage floor in the dark and sleep. Often times I’d wake up and find them still exhausted, their arms and legs dangling in space. But usually I tied them up, arms overhead or behind their backs. Of course, no matter what, they always got a locked on gag. Listening to terrified shrieks was nice the higher they climbed, but after all, I did need to get my sleep. And in the dark the mewlings of a gagged slave are so soothing.

Speaking of soothing, I had to make sure Heather felt at ease – at least for right now. I wrapped an arm around hers, drew her further into my home. “So…What do you think?”

Heather kept looking up, down, all around. “Oh…my…god.”

“That’s good, for a start,” I said. I don’t think Heather heard me, her eyes had settled on the cage.

I led her over there; gently guided her inside, shut the swinging bars, but didn’t lock it. “See, you can get out anytime.”

Trembling fingers wrapped around the bars and Heather said in a small voice, “But then it’s not really a cage, is it?”

My eyebrows shot up. Oh ho! “No. No, it’s not,” I said, and shoved the latch bar across the front with a clang. I backed up to the equipment wall and retrieved a sturdy, golden lock and put it to use. The lock’s click echoed.

“Now it’s a cage,” I said. While Heather inspected her new, shrunken world, I paced around the cage. Oh, she was hot. That red hair when grown out would seem like a flame, the pale skin would mark so well, the delicious curves of her hips, the thin wrists and perky breasts that basically screamed out for restraint and torture. Already my pussy ran hot at the idea of her crawling to my commands. We weren’t there yet, but we sure were headed in that direction. But there was one last test.

“Do you want to get out?” I said from behind her.

Heather turned around. Her eyes looked deep into mine. “Yes. Please.”

Through a sheer act of will I forced myself to remain calm, to keep my hand from quivering in excitement as I reached through the bars and cupped her warm, flushed cheek in my palm. “You can come out, baby. After you take off your clothes.”

Heather’s eyes widened, but not that much. Still, she drew back what little distance she could before bumping up against the bars behind her.

“That’s the price,” I said. I returned to the equipment wall, grabbed a cat o’ nine tails and the lock’s key. “Your clothes for this key.” I held it up, draped it by its chain around my neck and allowed it to nestle between my breasts.

Heather swallowed, lowered her eyes. She kicked off her shoes and, with her tiny feet, pushed them through the bars.

“So far, so good,” I said and twisted the cat’s blades to form a tight braid.

Bang! They hit right across the bars. “Hurry up! I haven’t got all night.”

Heather screeched when the cat impacted the bars, but her hands frantically pulled her halter’s top string at the base of her neck. The halter fell away and revealed a strapless bra.

“Move!” Bang! Another hit, this one nearer her face and Heather shrank back. “I said move! Let me see those titties!”

Heather scrambled to comply, hands reached up to the center of her freckled back and the bra fell away to land near the shoes. Modesty took over and Heather tried to cover up those perky breasts.

“No!” I said. “I said I want to see them. And take off those pants.”

Heather hesitated, just the briefest moment, but when I readied the cat for another strike her hands flew to the pant’s button and zipper. She wriggled out of them, then her white, cotton hip briefs too. Before she could kick them out of the cage I reached in, grabbed them and flung them far away. “You won’t need those the rest of the night. Now, turn around. Slowly. Let me see you.”

Arms at her sides, Heather turned about. She kept both eyes spotted on me though, as much as possible, wanting to see my next move.

Nice. Very, very nice. This selection was a real winner, physically. Milky shoulders, and we could do a lot with those breasts. The arms were just the right length, the stomach flat and the back not bony at all. Wonderful ass. Then there were those curvy hips again, connected to nicely rounded thighs, firm calves, thin ankles and tiny, pretty feet with clear lacquered toes. Yes, a real beauty.

“Good,” I said. “It’s obvious you know an order when you hear one. Now squat down.”

Heather blinked. “What?”

“You’ve earned your way out of the cage. But you’ll come out on your hands and knees. Do it. Now!”

Slowly Heather squatted and I opened the cage. She crawled out, a little unsure, but it would soon become second nature.

“Now, this is a cat,” I said, holding up the multi-bladed whip. “I use this for warm ups.”

Heather’s eyes widened, realizing the implication. “Warm ups?”

“When you see me with this, it means you’re not being punished…yet. It’s to get the blood flowing. Get you ready for something else.” From the wall I selected a short, light brown whip, double-bladed, the points tapered to sharp leather edges. “There are others that I use, depending on my mood and what you’ll deserve, but this one I save for special occasions. Special punishments.” I brought my arm down, fast, and the blades exploded like a little bomb across Heather’s back and she screamed.

Oh, yes. A couple of nice welts already started to rise from that pale skin. Heather’s panty breaths and audible gulps were the only sound. I stood stock still, waiting, waiting. But she didn’t make a dash for her clothes, or the door. She held her ground.

“What do you say?” I said.

“Wha…Huh?”

“You say, ‘Thank you, ma’am’.

“You’ve got to be kid -”

Another smack across that virgin skin. Another screech from Heather.

“All right, all right! Thank you, okay? Thank you.” Heather said, holding up a hand.

I stayed the whip from another strike. “Well, it’s not exactly what I wanted, but I’ll take it. After all, this is your first time.” I grabbed her hand, lifted Heather to her feet. Confusion clouded Heather’s face: Was this all? Just a little strip, then a few, severe lashes and we were done? No, of course not. I placed a protective, guiding arm around her, my hand reaching up to stroke that wonderful neck, while the other slowly circled around an aroused nipple (Oh, her skin is so soft!) to distract and calm her while I led the new slave-toy further into my home of a dungeon. The little defiance that Heather exhibited on her knees disappeared, replaced by nervous energy as we stood before the whipping post.

“Now, don’t be afraid,” I said, while I cuffed her wrists and brought them high overhead, then secured her ankles to the base of the post to keep her from scampering behind it. “All you have to do is tell me to stop. Just say, ‘Mercy mistress’. You understand?”

She swallowed and nodded.

“No. You have to say it. Say it or you’ll be punished. ‘Yes, mistress’,” I said.

“Yes. Yes, mistress,” she whispered.

“That’s right. That’s right.” I tilted her head back. Placed my mouth on hers. Trembling lips, an unsure tongue, but delicious. Absolutely yummy. After getting my fill I pulled out, her taste still in my mouth. Heather’s eyes were closed and she moaned and licked those precious lips.

“No more talk,” I whispered. “Just scream.”

From the equipment wall I selected a single-tail, heavy handle, tapering to a feather point in six feet of pure, woven leather. It had cost me a mint, but it had given me my money’s worth. Like now.

Crack!

“Oohhh!”

Swish crack!

“Aaahhhh!”

Swiiisshhh craaaack!

“Aiiiiihhh! Oh god! Ohgodohgod!”

“Wrong name,” I said.

Crraaaack!

“Ahhhhhh, ah ah ah ah!”

“What do you call me?”

I stepped forward, reached around Heather’s side and twisted an erect nipple that brought forth another scream.

“What’s my name?”

“Mistress!”

Another twist and pinch.

“Aaaaaiiieeee! MISTRESS! Mistressmistressmistress!”

I stayed my hand. “Yes, that’s right, baby. You just keep on saying that along with ‘thank you’ and everything will be just fine.”

I stepped back.

Crack!

“Thank you, mistress!”

Craccck!

“Th-Thank you, mistress.”

One more. A real good one.

Ccccraaaacck!

“Eeeeiiooooo! Mistress! Mistress! Please, don’t. No more. No more!”

I covered the distance between us in a flash, sunk my hand into that short, red hair and wrenched her head back. “Oh, I think you can take more. A lot more.”

“No, no, I can’t!”

“You’re not lying to me are you? Don’t you fucking lie!”

I held her like that, waiting, waiting again for that phrase, those words that would bring all this to a sudden end. Heather rolled those light green eyes back at me, the whites nearly taking up both sockets. She licked her lips.

“You are lying!” I said. “You can go all night, can’t you? Well, so can I.”

I backed up, lit into her again and Heather’s screams echoed off the walls. She jerked this way and that, her body heaved in quick breaths, tears flew away from her face to stain the wood of the whipping post, but she never dared try to fool me again. Then, at last, her back crisscrossed in red welts, and my face running in sweat, I stopped. Heather hung in the cuffs, her knees pointed outwards. That’s when I suspected.

I could fall in love with this girl.

Whoa. Not too fast. You haven’t even taken her to bed yet.

I untied the ropes, but the cuffs stayed on, and Heather just about swooned in my arms. With small words of encouragement, and a steady arm around her shoulders, I led her upstairs, brought her to the bed and tied her down spread-eagle. She hissed a little as she lay on her back, the welts still plenty sore. Her eyes remained closed while I stripped, but she opened them when I straddled her waist and ran a strap-on dildo from her chin down to my crotch that had already left a smear of a mark on her pale skin.

“I want to hear you scream again,” I said. “But different.” I got up on my knees, positioned the strap-on just right, then tightened the belts. “I like your screams. We’ll put that mouth to good use. Now, and later.” I leaned forward, buried my tongue in her mouth. And she sucked it like a vacuum cleaner. Heather moaned and changed tactics, her own tongue now slid around mine, darted up around my teeth, then back in retreat as her lips wrapped around my tongue again. Oh fuck, what a kisser! When I pulled out, half in self-preservation, she tried to follow, a raised head, yearning lips straining to touch mine again, but I gently pushed her head back down. Slowly, I moved on down to one erect nipple, then the other. My tongue swirled around them, flicked at their rigidity. I allowed my teeth just a nibble and Heather hissed through clenched teeth, but she didn’t say anything. I slid down further, to just below the crotch, and found that already those tiny, red-orange pubic hairs glistened in moisture.

“Have you ever been with a woman before?” I asked.

Heather licked her lips. “No. No, mistress.”

“Good. I hate sloppy seconds.”

I shoved the dildo home.

Heather cried out, and I reached under those hips and gave it to her like a vulgar man. I thrust and pounded at that little pussy, never giving her a second to catch any breath. She cried out again, started to sob, gripped tight on the ropes that held her arms down on the bed, but never once told me to stop. Oh, and I let her have it, hammer, tooth and claw. I wanted to split her in two, shove that dildo all the way into her stomach and out the back. And all the while, little Heather’s body just got more tense, stiffer, the lips set in a tight line, the eyes squeezed shut, those hardened nipples pointed straight at the ceiling. Then…

“Oh, fuck! Fuck me! Fuck me! I can’t take…Fuck me, you bitch! You fucking bitch!”

“Watch your mouth!” I said. “There’s only one bitch here.”

Her eyes flew open. “You bitch. You bitch!”

I slapped her.

For a moment I thought I had gone too far. Her head yielded to the blow, half turned into a scrunched up pile of sheet, but she didn’t bounce back, come up with any reaction. She just lay there. I paused in the rape.

Heather fucking exploded.

With a gasp, then a shriek she raised up on the bed, like some demonic possession, and only the ropes stopped her from bouncing up to the ceiling. I wrapped my arms around her, half enjoying the sudden brutality, half hanging on for my own life. The orgasm just ripped right through her, wave after wave of ecstatic violence. Heather tossed her head, strained against the cuffs and ropes and I suddenly wondered just what the hell I had gotten myself into. Out of all my first time slaves, none had given me a ride like this, so intense, so vicious, so…beautiful.

At last the orgasm ran off, and Heather lay back, gasping. I pulled out of her, tossed the pussy juice slimed strap-on away, and started to untie her.

“There, see,” I said, with a little smile, “told you you’d like it.”

Heather didn’t move, not even after her arms and legs were free. Then, like a wildcat, she was all over me. Arms, legs, wrapped around me, crushed my body against hers. A tongue raped my mouth, then sought and found my pussy. We fell into an impromptu sixty-nine and stayed that way. I took a break here and there, but Heather, oh, little Heather, never did. I came and came and came and when, at last, I weakly ordered her to stop she did, but reluctantly. Face smeared in my juices she turned around, laid her head on my shoulder. I stroked her neck and she purred. Together we drifted away.


The Evaluation


Marcus

I wanted to go up, catch them both in bed, maybe even lay between them if things broke right. Just about every man’s fantasy, right? Louise had half-heartedly invited me to watch the goings on through a peephole in a closet, complete with a tall, plastic bottle for me to pee in, but I turned her down. We couldn’t risk anything to spoil the little virgin. Heather might eventually become an exhibitionist, but if she discovered me there we would probably never see her again. And I definitely wanted to, especially after how easily she was ensnared in Louise’s web of seduction at the Howling Wolf.

They cut quite a swath, those two, almost made me feel like an intruder as I followed them in my car at a discreet distance back to Louise’s loft. I stayed in the car, gazed upwards until the lights went out, then spent the rest of the night at my place. To pass the time I called up Amanda, a randy milf that was always ripe for plucking and whipped her around the world. In my dungeon her screams were a suitable substitute for the ones I was sure Louise had wrenched from young Heather. I fucked Amanda, allowed her to masturbate to orgasm, fucked her again, then we fell asleep, her hands tied behind her. As I drifted away I could feel her heart pounding through her chest, the tension in her body as she realized I was going to leave her like that all night. She stayed awake, while I dreamed of Heather.

I was awake before dawn and Amanda had her own domestic life to return to as well, so I gave her a farewell slap on the ass. Once she was gone I jetted over to Louise’s loft just in time to witness Heather emerge from the lobby and slide into a cab with a last kiss from Louise.

I almost followed Heather, I wanted to know where she lived, just in case Louise had frightened her off and I could set up a meet of my own, but right now I needed information, so I gave a familiar nod at the concierge and rode the freight elevator to Louise’s floor. I found her at the breakfast table, unmoving, alone, a forgotten mug of still steaming coffee surrounded by loose hands. A faraway look in her eyes reminded me of the first night we spent together.

I stood just inside the door, then slowly approached. “Was she that good?”

Louise didn’t acknowledge my presence. She took another sip and continued with the thousand yard stare. I almost repeated myself but she beat me to it.

“Better than good. That girl has got it.”

I had expected a good report, but nothing like this. Louise’s repressed excitement matched my growing own. I moved into the kitchen area, poured my own day starter. “I suppose it’s too much to ask for details?”

Louise shifted her eyes toward me. “You know, even though I gave you the chance to watch, I never took you for a voyeur.”

I creamed and sugared my coffee, not allowing Louise’s little dig to get to me. “The word implies someone who stands back and passively watches. In case you hadn’t noticed I wasn’t here last night and -”

“– and when was the last time you were passive about anything? I get it. Only this was her first time and one shouldn’t shout about taking someone else’s virginity.”

“Not even their SM or lesbian flower? I agree, but there is still the suitability question.”

“Oh, she’ll do. Take my word for that.”

I sipped at my coffee, sat down at the table next to her. “Normally, I do. But one night of submission does not a slave make.”

“If you don’t believe me then come back next Saturday. I’m having a vanilla party and she’s invited. If she shows up, then maybe you’ll know.”

I said, “I’ll know after I take her back to my place.”

Louise didn’t look too pleased with that.

***

The week interminably passed. Amanda called me, a sudden opening in her domestic schedule, and I did her good, but it was all I could do to concentrate on her. Oh, don’t get me wrong, she was a good looking woman; chiseled hips, full breasts and long, yellow blonde hair with a face that absolutely didn’t need any makeup. Her wimp of a husband really didn’t know just what he had, but my thoughts kept drifting to Saturday and how I might tempt little Heather back to my place for a real going over. One night I even sat down and wrote out short scenarios as to what I might say and Heather’s responses. Of course, I was doing what every novice player in the scene did; scripting a rigid fantasy that would no way come true. I hit the delete key on the laptop then turned my attention back to Amanda and her gagged mewling for attention. I screwed her, her legs splayed high in the air, gag still in her mouth, upper body still heavily roped, and when I came I only thought about Heather.

Afterwards, as Amanda hung suspended and tears streamed down her face, I removed the gag, a solid dildo that shone in her saliva. Amanda’s grimace from the pain in her wrists as she hung by her own weight only made me think of Heather even more and how she would look in Amanda’s place. But Amanda wasn’t a beginner like Heather. Even though Amanda was more than a little scared with me the first time in my dungeon she didn’t disappoint. She was experienced, but still uptight and needed to broaden her horizons. I suddenly had an idea how I might use her beyond the dungeon.

I grabbed her chin. “How would you like to go to a party Saturday night?”

Amanda’s eyes widened. “Oh my god, a play party? I…I’ve haven’t been to one in so long.”

“Not a play party,” I said. “But it might turn into one. Later.”

Amanda’s brow furrowed in confusion. “Not a play… I don’t understand.”

“It’s not for you to understand.”

Amanda frowned slightly, suddenly distracted by some internal thought. “No, wait… I can’t. Really, I can’t! My husband will be back in town.”

With my other hand I twisted a nipple and Amanda cried out. “So tell him you’ve got a charity gig, or you’re visiting a sick friend. I don’t care. You’re going.”

Amanda’s breathing hitched a couple of times. New tears welled up in her eyes. “Yes, sir.”

***

At last, Saturday arrived. Amanda shook in nervousness as we rode the freight elevator to Louise’s floor but, good slave that she was, didn’t say anything. When we met at the restaurant for an early, light dinner, I wanted to prepare her for what was in store later, so I slapped a leather collar around her neck, not caring about anyone’s reactions at this little public play. Amanda gasped. Her hands flew up to the collar and tried to pull it away while I fastened it. I had to threaten tying her hands in back and having me spoon feed her before she stopped.

“You’re my slave,” I said. “When we go out I want everyone to know that.”

Amanda bowed her head, her long hair hiding her face and its shade of red.

“Now, none of that,” I said, tilting her head back and brushing the hair to the sides. “Be proud. Stand tall.” She obeyed of course, and during the meal ate very little, but eventually lost a lot of her anxiety. She even answered without hesitation when the waitress asked about the “choker” around her neck. “It’s a gift from my master,” Amanda said. Like I said, a good slave. The waitress eyed me and left the bill without further comment. But now, in the elevator, some of that anxiety returned, and I gently, but firmly gripped her arm and propelled her into Louise’s loft.

The usual crowd was there; edgy, arty types, some straight forward vanillas, even a semi well-known actress, but mainly people who liked to let it be known they run with danger, but not too close. Louise was in the center of it all, of course; hostess, raconteur, and all around queen of the night. She didn’t need to work the room, it was her party, after all, but then she never did need to work any room. People just came to her and she granted them an audience, just like at any royal court. But one person didn’t hover around Louise. Rather, Louise kind of circled around her. Oh, nothing obvious to the casual observer, but I knew right away. I knew Heather was under Louise’s protective wing by the way she always seemed to kind of wind up in the same talking groups as Heather. Louise allowed Heather to interact with others, but not for too long with any one person or group. Subtly territorial.

“Remember what I told you,” I said to Amanda, reminding her of my plan and her general orders for the night.

“Yes, sir,” she whispered.

Amanda began to mix with the partiers. A space had been cleared on the floor for dancing and a few people were already getting their freak on. It wasn’t too long before some spiky haired guy dragged Amanda out there, and I made sure Amanda not only got her own freak on, but didn’t freak out either. I knew everything was all right when, during all the jerky dance moves, the guy pointed to her neck. Amanda threw back her head and laughed. I wasn’t a lip reader but I could tell what she said: It’s a slave collar.

Good. That part of the evening was working out. She would be ready if or when I needed her. Soon after that, I spotted little Heather. She stood near the dance area, but toward the rear of the encircling watchers, her back almost pressing against the floor to ceiling windows. She stared continuously at Amanda. This was going to be easier than I thought.

I made my move. And promptly got cut off by Louise.

“What the hell are you thinking?” she said, grabbing my arm and stepping in front of me. “This is not a play party.”

“Oh? Take a look around,” I said. “You’ve got play equipment spread all around here.”

“Which all can be easily explained away for another use.”

“Yeah, sure,” I said, “to those who are stupid enough to believe you. Admit it. Anyone who’s a half-wit can tell what you’re into, so what’s a little collar, sorry, I mean, ‘choker’?”

I swear I could almost see smoke spew out of Louise’s ears, she was that mad. She was readying a savage retort, but this time I cut her off and steered her to the relatively empty kitchen area. “Look, you know what I need to do here. Did you really expect anything less?”

Louise held my gaze for a second, then her eyes fell. “No.”

“Then just let it happen. Tonight we’ll know for sure if Heather is the genuine article or just a dilettante.”

Louise nodded, reluctant, but enough for me to know that she would keep up her end of our little job. We made our way back to the main area and neither of us could spot Heather. More people had joined in the dancing, but she wasn’t in that crowd. Other people traipsed up and down the stairs, some tittering at what they found of Louise’s equipment up there, others impressed, but no sign of our prey.

“Now where did she get to?” I said. “Maybe I’ll have to send Amanda around sniffing for her.”

Louise “humph”ed, but then nodded over to a far corner, near the bottom of the stairs, occupied by a tall, leafy potted plant. Partially obscured by a couple of drooping branches, Heather’s red hair peeked out, along with another, darker set and a face that was slightly familiar.

“Looks like you got a little competition tonight,” Louise said, sounding kind of smug.

“Nothing I can’t handle,” I said and left Louise behind. I worked my way through the party, saying hello to a few casual acquaintances, but always heading toward Amanda, who now had taken a break from her dancing but was still with her dance partner. She was laughing and engaged and surrounded by a few others, all of whom were interested in her neck jewelry. In the middle of another laugh she noticed me and instantly knew that I required her presence. She excused herself to refresh her drink, not abrupt or obvious to break the light party mood, but gracious and polite. There were no small amount of volunteers offering to get another drink for her, but she demurred, and made a bee line straight for me.

“Yes, sir?” she said.

“See that young man over there?” I said nodding toward Heather’s talking companion. “That’s Tyson. He’s scene. Thinks he’s a better player than he really is. Go to him. Make him an offer.”

Amanda paled a little. “Sir?”

“You heard me. Tonight you belong to him.”

Amanda’s eyes widened and she started to slowly shake her head no. I grabbed both her cheeks in one hand, squeezed them, and jerked her by the collar closer to me.

“Follow my orders, slave.”

Amanda gasped, swallowed, then nodded once. I released her and she got a hold of herself. She studied Tyson a moment, then moved off, ready to do my bidding. Tyson and Heather moved out from behind the plant and now paused in front of Louise’s whipping post which she had tried to disguise as some kind of exotic work of art. Ludicrous. Tyson smiled, and by his hand gestures I could tell he explained to Heather its true purpose. Heather’s eyes widened, full of innocence at how easily Tyson saw through Louise’s feeble camouflage and I just couldn’t wait to get her all to myself. Then Amanda drifted into their sphere, wormed her way into their conversation, and soon captivated almost all of Tyson’s attention. He fought to maintain some consideration toward Heather but Amanda, when she’s got it turned on, is like a gale force. With Tyson distracted I seized my opportunity.

I sidled up to Heather from behind at about ten o’clock. “An interesting piece of work, wouldn’t you agree?” I asked.

Heather turned around, a smile on her face and light green eyes full of wonder. “It is different, isn’t it?” she said, still playing the game that the whipping post was actually something else. “You know, Louise told me she had it made just for her.”

“For her? Or to be used by her? On others?” I asked.

“Oh, ah, I, well” Heather fumbled. “I wouldn’t really know.”

“Really? What about this piece over here?” I steered Heather away from Tyson’s orbit. Amanda was doing a wonderful job on him. From her body language I could tell she was practically doing a reverse rape. Fuck me, sir, please fuck me. And the growing bulge in Tyson’s pants promised it would only be a matter of time before Tyson got entangled in those wonderful legs. Which also told me I needed to get on with it with Heather, no telling before someone else might try to snatch up this little pussy. Like Louise. Not too far away I could see her itching to somehow insert herself into my little play. My hand gently on Heather’s arm I guided her to the hanging cage, several feet above us. Louise had placed a stuffed, overlarge blue velvet parrot inside. “It’s a good thing that bird is so big, and fake. If it were real and any smaller it could easily…escape.”

Heather studied the cage. “I don’t think anyone could, well, like, get out of that.”

“Any…one?” I said. “That’s an interesting turn of phrase.”

Heather looked up at me. God, those eyes! “Well, it is big enough to hold…”

“Hold what..?”

“A person.”

I looked at her, closely. There wasn’t any embarrassment, no reticence.

“You could do just about anything to someone in there,” she said.

Whoa. Was this girl for real? One part of me wanted to toss her over my shoulder right then, but I kept my cool. “What kind of things did you have in mind?”

Now she did blush, a little, and looked back up at the cage. “Oh, well, y’know. Things. Things they couldn’t do anything to stop.”

“Ah. But you can always stop,” I said. “That’s what I always tell my slaves.” There, I said it.

She spun around on me. “Your slaves?”

“Yes. I prefer a woman on her knees. Usually tied up.”

Now Heather did get red, almost to match her hair, but she didn’t run away. She gripped her drink, took a swallow. “These women. Is that how you keep them from running out on you? You tie them up?”

“Only because they want me to.”

“And you do whatever you want to them?”

“No. I do what they want me to do to them. Some only want to go so far, others even farther. But usually…”

“What? Usually what?”

“They beg me to do even more.”

Heather’s lips parted, just a little. Wet and ripe.

“Oh, I’m completely safe,” I said. “Up to a point. If you don’t believe me, just ask Louise.”

Heather’s eyes widened. “Louise?”

“Go ahead. She’s right over there.” I nodded toward our hostess. She stood about twenty feet away, in the middle of another fawning group, but her eyes kept traveling over to us. “Go on,” I said, and gave Heather a little push. “I know you’ve already…trusted…her. Maybe, after talking to her, you’ll trust me too.”

A final, tiny shove propelled Heather in Louise’s direction. Louise abruptly broke away from the group, her expression intense, serious, her eyes focused right on Heather, her head nodding while little Heather did all the talking. Then Heather stopped, took another long gulp of her drink. Her shoulders shrugged and a nervous hand wiped her brow. Then, in the midst of this loud party, there existed a quiet moment between the two of them. Louise gently patted Heather on the cheek. She leaned in to the girl, said something, then turned away, leaving Heather alone.

Heather didn’t move, so I quietly came up to her side. Heather stared after Louise for a moment longer, then stirred and looked up at me.

“What did Louise say?” I asked.

“She said she trusts me with you.”

“That’s good,” I said. “That’s very good. Come with me.”

***

This wasn’t the first ride little Heather took with a stranger, but she seemed as nervous as when she and Louise had left the disco that night. But there was something else about her too, like there was a heavy thought pressing on her mind and she struggled with it. Reluctance at going off with a stranger? Shit, she went home with Louise readily enough. Or maybe it was the fact that I wasn’t Louise, that I was a man, with all the inherent risks. All right then, she was afraid I was going to rape her and then chop her up into tiny pieces. Of course, too many people had seen us leave the party, but this probably hadn’t occurred to Heather. So I had to get back to my place as soon as I could and lay that fear to rest. And in the meantime, I needed to distract her.

“You’re a student, aren’t you?” I asked.

Heather nodded and still stared straight ahead. “I go to State,” she said. “It’s nice, but kind of boring.”

“Oh? So is coming home with me some kind of thrill ride for you?”

Heather swung her head around at me. “I could ask you the same thing.”

Good. She had some spunk. “I’m not part of the idle rich, if that’s what you mean. I’m an on-line trader; make my living watching stocks go up and down. But that’s my career. And I’m very good at it. My lifestyle is SM. And I’m good at that too.”

Heather turned back to the front. She had made her point, and I had made mine. But she still retained a nervous edge. Unlike Louise I didn’t own a convertible, nor did I drive nearly as fast, but I picked up my speed, yet also tried to match as many green lights as possible so Heather couldn’t jump out at a red one in a deserted intersection. Her hands tight on her lap, she didn’t say anything more as I navigated the empty streets, so I reached over and squeezed them. They were so small, so delicate; I could take them both in one hand and still have plenty leftover. “Nothing’s going to happen that you don’t want,” I said.

At this Heather looked back at me. “Louise said that too. Is this something you’ve worked out between you?”

She may be a rookie, but this one was smart. I felt a certain rush that I hadn’t in a long time. “It’s a little code we all go by,” I said, skirting the issue.

“But that kind of kills the whole thing, doesn’t it?” she said. “If the slave makes the rules, then who’s really in charge?”

Louise was right! This was a live one! My hands gripped the wheel, can’t show any nervousness now, as I turned down my street. “You’ve got a point there,” I said. “So what are your rules?”

Heather didn’t answer. Again that introspective, weighty look returned and she remained silent as we waited for my driveway gate to swing open, and stayed that way even after I rolled the car into the underground carport and shut the gate behind us. Not until I got out, came around to her side of the car to open the door and she stepped out, did she say anything.

“Louise says she trusts you. So I do too. Those are the rules.”

Was this girl really a new player? She seemed like it, but to just let someone like me have at her without any established limits gave me second thoughts. Oh, I had seen her type before, all ready and rarin’ to go, then suddenly a case of cold feet appeared once they saw all my leather equipment. Amanda had been like that, all hesitant with me, her new master, but I slowly coaxed her along until she transformed into a crawling slut. But Heather’s cherry had already been popped, and more than once, by Louise, and now here she was, throwing caution to the wind. Yes, there were players like that too, latent tendencies suddenly coming to the fore, but they usually took several sessions before they felt comfortable. Apparently, not Heather. She talked at times like an ill-informed, light-headed teenager, but there was more going on in that head than either Louise or I first thought. A lot more. Now, as we took the stairway up from the car port, she didn’t once flinch as we passed several paintings I had bought that depicted women in various forms of submission. Her eyes were open, but not too wide. They lingered, but not too long before she was on to the next one, a sponge soaking up new experiences.

I steered her through the living room, past my black leather couch and across a thick, Persian rug. Upstairs were three bedrooms, one my Private Retreat, the other two also outfitted for play that I had labeled as “Punishment” and “Demonstration”. Of course, the slaves I had taken up there all had their own names for them, especially Amanda and Louise, and none of them as complimentary. Heather automatically headed for the stairs, but instead I pulled her back.

She frowned at me. “Louise said upstairs is where -”

“Upstairs is for advanced slaves,” I said. “Louise forgot that she started out down here. And so will you.”

I guided Heather into the “Discipline Room”, a nice size study on the first floor that I converted for first time visitors to my place. It was there that newcomers got broke in, screaming for more.

The walls were white, as was the huge area fur rug over the hardwood floor. Black, polished leather gleamed along three of the walls, the different toys hanging from pegs set at various levels. Heather gasped, and wandered around, taking everything in with those again wide eyes.

“Do you want to leave?” I said.

Heather gulped. A hand came up to her throat, as if to protect it from the collar we both knew would grace it before the sun came up. She reached out, her fingers just barely touching a long, single-tail whip. She breathed, “No.”

“Good. Because you’re not going anywhere anyway,” I said, and shut the door with a definite thud. I had installed two deadbolt locks, one at waist level, the other way, way up the door. Ladies could still reach the higher one, but not without a difficult struggle. An excellent psych out.

As the locks loudly slid into place Heather stepped back. She couldn’t keep her hands from shaking, so she folded her arms and pressed them against her ribs. Voice slightly tremulous she said, “I said I wasn’t going to leave.”

“I know. Especially without any clothes,” I said. “Take them off.”

Heather kind of smiled. “What? No getting to know you first -”

I grabbed the single-tail from the wall. Took aim above her head and let loose a crack. In the room, with no where else to go, the sound bounced off the wall like a rifle shot.

Heather ducked, hands pressed against her ears. The smile vanished, replaced by an uncertain clench of her straight, white teeth.

The whip cracked again, this time across the front of Heather’s thigh.

Heather jumped and yelped, but her shaking hands started to move. Off came the shoes, jeans, then her loose peasant blouse. She hesitated, standing there in her plain white bra and panties.

“Turn around,” I said, “bend over.”

She did, but kept her eyes on me over her shoulder.

I let the whip loose once more, this time going right across her left ass cheek.

“AAEEEEHH!” Heather screamed. She jumped forward, straightening and covering her ass with her hands.

“That’s for not following orders fast enough,” I said. “A good, disciplined slave never hesitates. That’s why this is called the Discipline Room. You don’t leave until you know how to follow orders. Follow your last order, slave!”

Heather rubbed her butt a couple of times and I noticed that the panties now sported a hole in the back, right where the single-tail had connected. It wasn’t until I lifted the whip up again for another strike that the bra hurriedly fell away, followed by the panties. Heather backed up against a wall, my leather toys hanging all around her.

“Come here,” I said. Heather spread her arms slightly, pressed her hands flat against the wall. She swallowed again, probably wondering just what she had gotten herself into. I repeated the command, but the result was the same, she pressed harder against that wall as if she wanted to back right through it.

“I said, come here!” I let loose with the single-tail, this time exploding on the wall just above her shoulder. Heather screamed and averted her head.

“Heather,” I said, warningly, “don’t disappoint me anymore in our first session.”

That got a response. She opened her eyes and at last shuffled away from the wall. Maybe it was the tone in my voice, maybe that she had already disappointed me and fallen short, or maybe that I specifically mentioned that this was our first time together. Whatever. I had asserted authority. Heather at last stood a couple feet in front of me, her tiny fingers kind of curled around each other near her crotch, her shoulders somewhat slumped. Nice. A perfect picture of a frightened, uncertain slave. Most doms would have accepted that and run with it the rest of the night, but I wanted more.

“Hands at your side. Hands!” I slapped them apart. “Stand up. Stand up straight!” I spun her around, gently placed a knee in the small of her back and pulled back on her shoulders. I turned her back around, tapped the coiled up whip under her chin. “Head up. Up. That’s better. A lot better. Keep that stomach flat! There. Good. Good. When I don’t order you into another position, this is how I want you. At attention.”

“Yes, sir.”

“That’s another thing. Only when I give you permission, will you speak. You will maintain a discipline of silence. Clear?”

Heather opened her mouth to talk, but caught herself. Oh, she was good! Most ladies got tripped up here, saying “Yes, master” or whatever, giving me an excuse to lay into them verbally or physically for the slip up, but not this one. She may have received a little coaching from Louise at the party about my little traps, but I wanted to think that this redhead had more smarts than most. It turned me on and made me want to whip her even more.

“All right then,” I said. “Time to learn your positions. Legs straight, hands on your knees.” Again, that little hesitation from her. “Hands on your knees!” I spun her back around and pushed her forward from the top of the back. “When I give an order, you do it!” The single-tail lashed out and my perfect aim brought the end right across both ass cheeks.

Heather screamed and bolted back upright, hands across her ass again. “Oh, fuck! Wow, that really - !”

I grabbed her by the hair. “Already breaking discipline?” I half-dragged her to the left wall, wrapped her thin wrists in a pair of gauche steel handcuffs, then selected a head harness trainer gag with a shiny red ball gag. Heather “ullp”ed and “urrgg”ed a couple of times, but she took it, little teeth pressing deep into the hard foam. Her head twisting and turning, I managed to buckle down all the straps then, as an extra humiliation, I broke out a set of small, silver locks and clicked them tight at each buckle. No way was she tearing that harness off now. Then I let her loose from the handcuffs and pushed her away, to the center of the room. Her hands flew up to her head and she tried her best to pull off the harness. Heather pulled, tugged, grunted, did everything she could to dislodge it, but the harness stayed in place – the thin strap under her chin, the heavier ones around her lower head to hold the ball gag tightly in place, and the widest one around her forehead, along with the split ones down her face and single one over the top of her head. At last, exhausted, she hit her thighs with her tiny fists and turned to me with one last snort of defiance.

I slowly approached, whip coiled, with what I hoped was a classic evil smile. “We could have done this the easy way, but I’m glad we won’t now,” I said. “This’ll be more fun.”

Heather backed up, eyes wide. I think I caught a “Shit!” through the gag.

“‘Shit’ is right,” I said. “Like I said, I don’t just play at this. This is my lifestyle.”

I followed her around the room, the whip cracking and leaving marks all over that bare, pale skin. Heather squealed, jumped, and even tried to undo the deadbolt locks. She turned the lower lock quick enough, but the other one was just a little too high. She stretched on her tiptoes, fingers straining, which gave me a beautiful canvas to paint some wonderful red welts up and down her ass and back. I’ve got to hand it to her, she stood there and took it, screaming behind her gag, but never stopping in trying to reach that lock. Now, that’s discipline. Not until I started to work on those legs did she break. When a group of burning welts rose on her tender thighs she spun around, back to the door, snorting past the leather straps, eyes aflame.

“There’s a way through that door,” I said. “Learn your positions, and when I’m satisfied, I’ll open it. You can even leave. But you will know what it takes to be my slave.”

Heather didn’t move. Slowly, she got her breathing under control, her stomach and heaving chest coinciding with the fire in her eyes lessening to a vivid glow. Then, I also noticed a glistening in the small red patch between her legs, while above her erect nipples stood out from pert breasts. I had her.

“Heather,” I said, “attention!”

She didn’t push away from the door in anger, didn’t snort or stamp her feet. Instead she strode, no, glided, to the room’s center and stood there, arms at her sides, chin up, eyes straight ahead.

“Bend forward, hands on your knees.”

Her palms slid down the tops of her thighs, stopped at the kneecaps. Oh, yes, that pussy was ready and ripe. And my pants took on a definite bulge. I wanted her, wanted her right then. And the beauty of this position was not only one of punishment, with that soft ass offered up for an open hand or even a tawse, but one also of a nice rape. Yet, I had to pace myself. The bulge in my pants only got bigger and bigger as I circled Heather once, twice, thrice. Already her spit was leaking out around the ball gag, dribbling to the floor, but she didn’t move, not even when her pussy juices started running down her legs.

“This is the position of punishment or pleasure. Or maybe both at the same time,” I said. “It all depends. But when you hear me call out for this stance, unless for sure you want punishment, you get into it. Immediately.”

I ran a finger lightly across those soaked pussy lips and Heather moaned. Her legs trembled.

“On your knees, hands behind your back. No, no! Not back on your legs. Up! Good. This is the Master’s Worship. If you’re not gagged, then your mouth is open. Always.”

And so it went. Heather learned them all, and faster than anyone else before. Yet, she still retained a shyness, especially for the positions that left her exposed.

“On your hands and knees. Hands and knees! Lift that ass up. Up! Knees wider! Finally. This is Doggy or Ass Rape. Now on your back. Legs up. Spread and bring them back. I said bring them back! Bring your arms down flat on the outside of your thighs, palms on the floor. This is Pussy.”

Heather learned each one, her face so red it almost matched the ball gag in her mouth.

On her last position, now resting back on folded underneath legs with her fingers locked behind her head, I released her from the head harness. The now wet ball gag bounced on the rug. Spit shone on Heather’s chin, but she didn’t move to wipe it away.

“Master’s Worship,” I said.

Instantly Heather complied. I grabbed a couple of delicate leather cuffs, the outside part carved in a subtle floral design, and encased those thin wrists and locked them together. I stood in front of her.

“You know what’s coming next, don’t you?” I said.

She nodded.

“It’s all right. You can speak now.”

She averted her head slightly. Again that bewitching flush! “Yes, sir. I know.”

“Now, now,” I said, and lifted her head by the chin. For a moment we gazed into each other’s eyes, and suddenly I knew…

“You’ve never given head before, have you?”

She pressed her lips together, looked away. The blush deepened.

Oh, jesus fucking Christ! Don’t tell me…

“You’re a virgin, aren’t you? At least with men you are.”

“No! I’ve got experience. I do! There was a boy in high school…” She trailed off.

“Only it wasn’t that great, was it?”

She shook her head no.

I cupped her cheek in my hand. “That’s going to change. I promise.” I unzipped my pants.

She looked up at me, tears welling up.

“Go ahead,” I said. “It’ll be all right.”

Her mouth opened, wrapped gently around my cock. Tentative, just like a virgin, then slowly turning into a raging tiger she gave my engorged cock a suck that if lacking in technique, more than made up for in enthusiasm. Fumbling, frothing, head pumping, I told her to slow down, that this wasn’t a race. If Heather heard, she ignored the order. That pink, wet, shiny tongue swirled around me, snuck out, licked my balls, followed by tiny, white, even teeth that nipped, nipped, nipped. Then back to my shaft, more sucking like she was trying to take all of me down her throat, another nip, this time on the cock’s helmet along with that almost too active tongue flitting right across the now incredibly sensitive sperm hole. I grit my teeth in a combination of pain and pleasure. Aw, shit! Hang on, hang on! But that mouth, and those wonderfully incredible full, soft lips and I couldn’t help –

Heather’s eyes flew wide. “Uuurrrggg! Ulllp!”

She tried to pull back. My hands wrapped the back of her head, forced her to stay on the shaft. Her jaw opened even wider and my abundance flooded out from the corners of her mouth like a waterfall, cascaded down that small chin to land between those wonderful breasts and on the tip of erect nipples. I kept cumming and Heather again attempted to get away but I squeezed the sides of her head, made her stay even as I petered out. Heather started to choke, cough, hack and I decided to grant her mercy. My hands retreated and, the pressure on the back of her head now gone, Heather tore away, cum flying in a line as she collapsed backwards onto her side. She coughed a few more times, then spit up the last of the cum, the viscous fluid quickly drying and matting in the rug’s fur.

I backed away, forced myself not to fall down on the floor but to lean against the wall so that if Heather wanted to know where I was she had to look up, to the master’s level, not down on the slave’s. I also quickly tucked away my (for now) spent cock. I wanted her to at least guess that maybe I was all ready to go another round. Yet, after several minutes, when she recovered, Heather surprised me again. She didn’t look up but kept her gaze focused downward.

“Oh, no. Your rug! I’m sorry, I’m sorry.”

I almost laughed: Who cared about the rug? But when Heather did look up she was so serious, so sincere. This girl’s attitude wasn’t all just me me me, like so many that had entered this room and never took the stairs to the second floor, much less got past my door again. What she had done, quite simply, was that she proved she cared, not just about my personal possessions, and also not only that she couldn’t swallow cum, but that she fell short in her slave duty.

Did I say my cock needed a little rest? Not anymore.

Heather noticed the growing bulge too. Her eyes widened, she licked her lips. “I…I’ll try to do better…next time. Uh, may I?” She struggled back up on her knees and opened her mouth.

I didn’t answer right away. I just continued to stare at her, waiting, waiting for her to break position, but she maintained it, even though uncertainty crept into her, uncertainty that I wasn’t happy with her performance and would just throw her out right then. Even though nothing could be further from the truth, I let her squirm, which she did. My god, the emotion, the pleading in those eyes! And when I walked past her, threw back the high deadbolt and whooshed open the door, she looked ready to burst into tears.

“Stop that,” I said and stood over her, stern and forbidding. “Stop it! Attention! Stand at attention.” Heather closed her mouth, got up and stood absolutely still as I selected a thin, leather collar from next to the door. Carved and dyed in silver onto the front part on either side of the leash ring was the phrase, Nouveau esclave. She probably had no idea what it meant because she still looked afraid that I would send her back to Louise with a bad report. “Normally my slaves-in-training are supposed to wear this all the time, even when they go home. But we’ll probably change that because you’re also training with Louise.”

“Yes, sir.” Relief, yet her lip trembled.

“And we’re going to work on that voice training too. Along with a few other things.” Heather blushed again and gave an audible gulp.

“But for now,” I said, “I’m going to have a little more fun with my new slave.”

I scooped her up, carried her upstairs to my bedroom, my “private retreat”, and she buried her head against my neck, lips kissing me. I knelt her bent forward over the bed, humped her and laid claim to that pussy like Louise never could. Later Heather endured a spread-eagle, hips supported by three pillows, pussy high up in the air and I speared her again, pumping away while she ground those amazing hips against mine. That time I held off until her screams threatened to peel the paint off the walls, her orgasmic gyrations in the ropes threatening to cut off the blood supply to her hands. Finally, I allowed myself to explode into her and Heather screamed again, this time turning her head into the pillow, biting it like a gag. And then, after she fell asleep, I still watched her in the dead of night, wanting to commit every minute, every second to memory.


The Punishment


Heather

With a firm order from Marcus not to call him or Louise, but to concentrate on my studies, I reluctantly climbed into a taxi well past dawn Monday morning. I stared out from the back seat, focused on nothing. At first I was pissed that Marcus didn’t offer to drive me himself but if he did, and, like, if any of my friends had seen us, well, I just didn’t feel like explaining what the hell I was doing with an older man in an expensive car. But sitting there in the taxi, zombied out with the crazy week all still shouting in my head, I already missed the discipline, the bondage, and the weirdo pain that were new friends of mine, along with numbing orgasms.

Snap! Is this what kinky sex was like? Why wasn’t everybody doing it? Giving yourself over, totally over, and trusting, trusting someone to just take you on a trip higher than any drug? Fuck! What the hell had I been doing all these years? Just going through the motions, playing the fucking dating game, but not really, surrounding myself with friends whenever I went out, so it wasn’t really a date. Getting teased and teasing back and nothing going anywhere, just living in a twilight zone.

Zoned. I was totally zoned out as I kept going over the last week, reliving those incredible, mind-blowing…the disco…getting picked up by Louise…the party a few days later, my surprise at finding Tyson there, our little flirt until that older blonde bitch lured him away and how Marcus kind of swooped in and called my bluff about Louise’s “decorations”. Then Louise almost dismissing me to go with Marcus, and how I felt hurt, yet also turned on at the interest this handsome, mature and stylish man took in me. And the sex! Kinky Sex! First Louise, then Marcus. Never, never had I thought that I would go to bed with a woman (and it felt soooo good), then with a man (lots better than my only time before), both who left me wrung out like a limp rag and both so totally bossy…

A car horn blared right behind the cab. I wrenched back to the present and found we were stuck in traffic, still a couple blocks from the campus. I threw the money Marcus had given me for the cab ride at the driver and ran the last, short distance. Back on campus the ceaseless noise of the city faded away, but the internal racket of two unbelievable fucks wouldn’t leave me alone. I dashed to my dorm, grabbed my pc and other stuff, then sprinted for my first class. I don’t why I bothered. Hell, I don’t think I even took any notes all day while one professor after another droned on about whatever. I drifted through classes, unseeing, unknowing, and not even caring. The only things (no, make that people) the only people on my mind were Louise and Marcus and how I couldn’t wait to see either one of them again. See them and feel the whip’s sting, the tightness of the ropes, all leading up to cumming and cumming and cumming.

“Hey, are you all right?”

“Huh?” I looked up and there was Tyson. I had practically bumped into him on the student mall as I shuffled to my next class. “What? Oh, sorry,” I said, and moved to get around him.

“Hang on,” he said. “Last I saw of you was at that party Saturday. Some guy kind of kidnapped you away.”

“Yeah? Well, I could almost say the same for you,” I said, a little more sharply than I intended.

Tyson pressed his lips together. “Sometimes things come up that we don’t plan on.”

“Oh, I’m sure they did for you,” I said. “And they stayed up, right?”

Tyson frowned. “It’s not like I threw myself at her. When a collared woman -”

“Forget it,” I said, and moved to get around him.

“Now wait a sec,” Tyson said, and grabbed my arm.

“Let go!” I almost shouted and pulled out of his grasp. But then something he said kicked at my memory. “What did you just say? ‘Collar?’” The light finally dawned on me. “You’re into -”

“Hey, take it easy,” he said, his turn to lower his voice. “It’s not something I want spread around campus.”

“Yeah, I’ll just bet,” I said.

“And neither would you.”

I narrowed my eyes. Was that a threat?

“Look, we need to talk,” he said.

“Oh, I’m sure that’s what you want. Talk.”

Why was I acting like this? Tyson and I weren’t steady, he was just another of those group “dates”, and not even the main guy that I hung with on them. Oh, sure, he had persuaded me to go the disco that night when Louise found me, but I couldn’t even remember seeing him there. And then he had popped up at Louise’s party so I kind of fell into his orbit because Louise was the only other person I knew and she was too busy playing hostess, although she was never far away. Then that older blonde, Amanda, I think, stole Tyson…

Stole. As in like he belonged to me. Was I jealous? Really? But it’s not like I pined away for him because I almost too easily left with Marcus. So Tyson probably went home with Amanda. Which, given how I had kept him and other guys at arm’s length, was none of my business. I shook my head. “Sorry,” I said, “I’ve got a lot on my mind.”

“Uh-huh,” Tyson said, as if knowing exactly what I thought. “Louise’s parties tend to leave a twist on your head.”

That jarred me. “You’ve been to her place before?”

“Yeah, I –” The campus clock tower gonged and Tyson glanced at his watch. “Shit, I’m late. Gotta get to my office. I’m the student advisor today. Like I said, we’ll talk. Later.” He dashed off, suddenly mindful of his graduate student job.

What the hell? Somehow Tyson and I had outed ourselves to each other. In a little more than a week I had gone from a fairly anonymous, dull student to one with a deep, dark secret of leather, whips, and strict bondage. And I wasn’t the only one. I thought back to all my previous times with Tyson, the things we talked about and there was nothing, nothing, I could remember that gave me even the remotest clue that he was into bondage. Wasn’t it always the quiet ones. I stood there, watched Tyson’s retreating back, surrounded by other students rushing to classes, and suddenly I didn’t feel so alone. No way I could share this secret with any of my friends, the ones I hung with in between classes, at the dorm or wherever. But now suddenly there was one person and he probably wanted someone to share this with as much as me. And I had practically told him to get lost.

***

Back at my dorm I just threw everything on the bed. Keys jangled, the pc bounced, which were soon all covered up by my clothes. I needed to clean up and, as my almost invisible roommate was once more pulling her disappearing act, I climbed into the shower and just stood there, the sharp, warm strings of water doing their best to ease the wonderful pain that lingered in my shoulders, arms, wrists and legs. I closely inspected my skin, a few bruises here and there, souvenirs of dark pleasures, but what I wanted to see most were the rope marks. Visible in the morning as Marcus had kept me tied up almost all night, they were all faded now, which I supposed was a good thing, but I still missed them. As a matter of fact, I couldn’t remember my hands or any other part of me going numb. When it came to tying up someone, Louise and Marcus knew how to do it right. No chance their victim would lose consciousness or any sensitivity at all. They wanted them to feel every degree of pain.

Sadists. Torturers. Like Marcus said, it was a lifestyle with him, so he would know just how far you could take a person and not permanently mar them. Louise too, because they got their pleasure from how much I suffered. And they would want to do it again, and again, and again…

Without really knowing it my hand slipped between my legs. Just one touch, little more than a graze and an orgasm overwhelmed me. I cried out in surprise and slid down the shower’s wall. A dim rumble of ecstasy transported me back to Louise’s apartment, to Marcus’s bedroom and the pain, the pain that led to such intense pleasure. Then, like distant thunder, my orgasm faded away, and left me incomplete, empty.

I lay curled up on the shower floor and cried like a baby. I cried not because what I had experienced was wrong, but because to feel it again I needed them. I wanted both of them, and somehow I knew that a decision lay before me: In the end which one would I choose?

The rest of the week went like that. If I wasn’t thinking about Marcus, his strong hands and that huge, hot cock, I thought about Louise and that tender mouth, those soft breasts. I tried to masturbate, found it completely lacking and wanted to call either Marcus or Louise, but held off by sheer strength of will. I even tried going by Tyson’s office in the English Department, but in spite of his posted hours, he was never there.

Then, at last, on Friday afternoon, near the end of my final class, creative writing, my cell rang. During lectures cells were supposed to be turned OFF! I hastily fumbled with the phone and the little ringtone of “Love To Love You Baby” echoed through the classroom. It was Louise! Instead of turning off the cell I answered it.

“How was your time with Marcus?” she said, without even a hello.

“Ah, fine, fine,” I said.

“He’s here now.”

“What? What’s he -”

“He wants to see you again. Me too. Right away.”

“What? Like, now?” I almost shouted.

Louise muttered something about voice-training then said, imitating my voice, “Yeah, like now.”

“But I don’t have a car and -”

“Look, baby, this isn’t some kind of stalking thing. If you can’t make it, then you can’t. But if you want I’ll send someone for you.”

My voice jumped in pitch. “Yeah, do it!”

Louise laughed and imitated me again. “Yeah, okay!” Then said normally, “That’s our little slave girl. What dorm are you in?”

“I’m not; I’m…Oh, shit…” I looked around. Everyone, I mean everyone, was staring at me. Professor Turner had stopped his lecture and stood there, arms crossed, with a look that said he wanted to kill me.

“Go ahead and finish,” he said. “One way or the other isn’t going to affect your final grade now.”

My face warm and feeling absolutely humiliated, I started to give Louise directions to my dorm but she cut me off. “I’m familiar with it. Get ready. Your ride will be there in thirty minutes.” Louise punched off.

The silence in the classroom continued.

“Ready to rejoin the real world?” Professor Turner asked.

I couldn’t be any more embarrassed than I was right now, and yet my crotch warmed at the whole situation. Shit, this whole thing had made me horny! So, who was I to stop it?

“No, no I don’t think so,” I said.

I think I heard a couple of girls giggle. Professor Turner’s face clouded over, thunder ready to erupt. He pointed at the door. My face reddened even more and, legs weak with excitement, I stumbled out of the classroom, headed for a punishment that I had waited for all week.

***

They thought of me as theirs. Louise called me their little slave girl. I belonged to both of them. When I jumped in the back seat of a sleek Lexus I fantasized about the two of them, standing stern and tall over me, grilling me about my bad behavior in class. I loosened my pants and soon my hands were inside my wet panties, all over my hot pussy. I came like lightning, but not weak this time. This time I cried out, calling both their names and not caring about what the driver heard or saw. Then, alone in my own ruin, I pulled myself together, and found the female driver’s eyes glancing back at me in the rearview mirror. I put myself back together matter of factly, like a fast, nasty masturbation happened in the back of the car all the time and settled in for the rest of the ride. But the woman’s eyes made me nervous. So, I decided to go on the offensive.

“Just what’s with Marcus and Louise?”

A pause, while we negotiated a tight left turn. “What do you mean?” she asked.

“Well, are they married?”

The woman sniffed. “Married? No.”

“Boyfriend girlfriend?”

“Not really.”

“Master slave?”

The woman’s eyes swung back up to me in the mirror.

I said, “Their attitude to each other kind of says they’re not.”

“Oh, and you’re an expert when it comes to master or mistress and slave relationships?” she queried.

“Nooo. I just wondered if you knew anything about just who they are, really. And just what this is all about?”

The woman didn’t answer.

“I mean, it seems they know each other well. How else would Marcus be waiting for me at Louise’s place?”

The woman’s hands gripped the wheel tighter.

“I mean, just what do they want -”

“We’re here,” the woman abruptly said. She shoved the gear into park, with a bit more gusto than needed, and opened my door. As I stepped out I discovered I wasn’t fully recovered from my quick, intense orgasm. My jelly filled legs nearly went out from under me, but the woman caught me by the arm.

“Thanks,” I said, and steadied myself against the car. Then I got a good look at her. Yellow blonde hair. I knew her, didn’t I?

“Amanda? Oh, shit, I didn’t even recognize you.”

The woman smiled, thin and taut. Like at the party, she wore a collar around her neck, although this one was thinner. I remembered her and Tyson together, and again that jealousy surged up in me, but I shoved it back down. She was beautiful, but also sad. I told her my name, but she already knew it, and turned to go.

“Aren’t you coming up?” I asked.

“No. My master told me to bring you here, gave me one more task to do, then dismissed me.”

Amanda didn’t say anything more. She just looked up at Louise’s floor, then got in the car and drove away.

***

When I got to Louise’s apartment her bright, cheery mood on the phone had changed, and not for the better.

“Worship,” she said to me. “Don’t act like you don’t know what I’m talking about. Down on your knees. Hands behind your back! Down! Get down!” She just about tore my keys and tiny wallet from my hands and slammed them on the kitchen table. She cracked a long whip around my feet, and kept on cracking it even after I got into the worship position. “Is this how you respond to training? Huh? You do so well that you don’t even remember a simple discipline position?”

“I…I remember, but you startled me -”

“Don’t give me a lame excuse. A slave must be ready to assume any position instantly on seeing their dom. Or maybe you’re not worth training as a slave?”

“Yes. Yes, I am! Louise -”

“That’s Mistress! Goddammit, I knew we should have had your vocal lessons right away. Among other things.”

Louise turned away, muttering to herself, going along the equipment wall, selecting various items that sure as shit were going to wind up on me. And in me. What had happened? She was all nice on the phone, now it was like I couldn’t do anything right.

“Mistress…” I said, nervously. “What’s wrong? What did I do? Whatever it is, I’m sorry. Sorry.”

Louise’s eyes flashed at me. A lip curled, then she resumed her search through all the leather items. The pile grew just beyond my knees, and got bigger and bigger.

“Louise,” I pleaded. Jesus, what the fuck was going on? “Honey, please, talk to me.”

Louise stopped her throwing things down in front of me, but she didn’t say anything. I got a look from her just like what I got in class from Professor Turner. I was in trouble. Big time. She half-turned away and called up to the loft. “You got it?”

“Just finished downloading now,” Marcus shouted back. His heavy boots thumped on the stairs and soon he stood beside Louise, one of those fancy phone computers in hand. He held it so Louise could see the screen and they both stared at it, stone-faced.

“What? What is it?” I half-shouted.

Marcus turned the little device around and shoved it right up to my face. “This.”

I pulled back a bit, focused, and found I was watching myself. In the back seat of the car. Calling out their names. Masturbating.

My mouth dropped open in shock. “How…Why…You were…spying on me?”

“Oh, I really wouldn’t call it that,” Marcus said evenly. “You were in my car, and I have a right to know what goes on in there. Especially with a couple of slaves.”

“Amanda got that little camera set up just right,” Louise said to Marcus. “Tell her I’m pleased.”

“I will, but she’s also going to be punished. I didn’t like her attitude a couple of times there.”

They talked some more, but I didn’t pay attention. My anger grew: They spied on me! I masturbated to them and all I get for it is shit? I sprang to my feet. “You fucking bastards!”

That got them. They stopped their little chat and I expected them to tear into me even further, but no. Louise crossed her arms and frowned while Marcus calmly powered down the cell phone. “Don’t think we do this sort of thing all the time, Heather. Although we can. But more to the point: You know you shouldn’t have done that.”

“What? Neither of you said I couldn’t touch myself.”

Louise pointed a finger at me, apparently ready to get into a full on argument, but a hand from Marcus on her arm stopped her, and her whole attitude softened. “It’s implicit. There are certain unspoken rules, rules that a slave should already know. But you’re just a novice, totally untrained. You should have been told.” She threw a pointed look at Marcus. “So that’s why your punishment won’t be so severe this time.”

“Punishment? But if I didn’t know -”

“Oh, you knew,” Louise said. “Admit it. On some deep, dark level you knew what you did was wrong.” She shrugged and half-smiled, which softened her a little more. “And that made it all the more exciting, didn’t it?”

She looked me straight in the eyes and I couldn’t hold that gaze for long. I dropped my head. “Well, maybe,” I said in a small voice.

“Now, now,” Louise said, the firm but tender woman I knew now fully back. “Maybe definitely?”

I shuffled my feet. “Yes.”

“Good. There’s hope for you yet.”

“You’re not mad?”

Louise sighed and hugged me. “Oh, baby, I love you. But I can’t turn a blind eye to this.”

“Nor I,” Marcus said. “I love you too, Heather. But Louise is right. You knew it was wrong. So you deserve some punishment.”

“Light punishment,” said Louise.

***

They wrapped my wrists in suspension cuffs, attached a rope from them to the chain normally used to lift the cage, and hoisted me naked above the hard, cold floor. My legs stretched out, toes vainly trying to touch something other than thin air. Then, even that was taken away when Marcus buckled on a spreader bar. I slowly rotated, my hands useless, head squeezed between my arms, legs wide open. Occasionally I saw Marcus and Louise, bent over the chaotic equipment pile, deciding just what to use. They took their time and, after a couple of slow revolutions, the strain on my wrists, my arms, started to build. I moaned.

“Quiet over there!” Louise snapped, now back into full on angry mode. “You’re getting off easy. You don’t want a full punishment, do you?”

I tried to stay quiet. I tried! But the weight pulling down on my hands, the strain…I couldn’t take it. I closed my eyes and moaned again. “Oh, god,” I muttered, “this is light punishment?”

“No, this is.”

Marcus. My eyes snapped open and there he was, right in front of me. He twisted a cat in his hands, then let loose with I don’t know how many fore-and backhands of that ugly thing. He went after my back, ass, legs and stomach. I twisted and screamed, while the warmth of the heavy blades spread through me. His bare hand slapped my ass cheeks, not directly on the back, but down low, just above the tops of my legs, and soon another warmth took hold, one that brought my pussy flush with heat.

“Ah, that’s good,” Marcus said. His fingers squeezed my labia, drew them out so that, even at my downward angle, I could see how puffy they were. “Yes, very nice. We’ll get back to those.” He smeared my pussy juices across my nose, lips and chin.

He backed up, but not too far for him to reach me with the cat. A wolfish grin spread across his face. “She’s all warmed up.”

“About time,” Louise said, from somewhere behind me. Not right behind, but some distance away. And I soon found out why.

A long swish. A loud crack.

“Fuck!” I yelled. A single firecracker went off under my skin, right across the ass. Then another swish and crack, soon followed by another. My screams bounced off the walls. Oh, god, what the hell? I twisted around, found Louise some yards away, one arm already drawn back, then she snapped it forward and a long, long single-tail tore through the air.

In defensive reflex I closed my eyes. The whip wrapped around my ribs and the end exploded just below that little spare spot between my breasts. “Oh, stop! Please, stop!”

“No,” said Louise. “Not until you say you’re sorry.”

“I’m sorry! I’m sorry!”

“I don’t believe you.”

Another lash. Swish and crack. My screams rose. Another and my throat reached still higher notes that until now were always out of reach. More lashes. Swish, crack. And more. Swish crack! The level my screaming, begging sounds reached now resembled some dark, beautifully evil aria while my mistress, the conductor, pushed me ever higher and higher.

“Let me hear you say it!” she yelled. “Say it!”

“I’m sorry! I’m sorry sorry sorrysorrysorry…” I think that’s what I said. I couldn’t really tell, tears filled my eyes, snot ran from my nose, and I blubbered like a baby.

Louise grabbed me by the hair. “I believe you. Almost.” She kept that hold on me, and soon Marcus took up position again in front. He had a different whip this time with not as many leather blades, only two in fact. Again he struck with fore-and backhands, faster than before, and this time with greater control. He concentrated on the sensitive inside of my spread legs and thin, angry red lines appeared. My legs twisted, tried to avoid, or at least lessen, the nasty, little stings, the marks of shame. But they always found some part of me, some area that caused me to scream and scream and scream.

I begged, pleaded. Told them that I was sorry. Really, really sorry that I had masturbated, that I knew it was wrong, but I couldn’t help it. I couldn’t! All week without them, no touch from their cruel, kind hands. No kiss from soft, demanding lips. I was thinking of them when I did it! I wanted them! And if I couldn’t have them, at least let me fantasize about it. But all I said fell on deaf ears.

Or so I thought. “All right, my little twat,” Louise said. “I accept your apology.” Her hand tightened in my hair. “But that wasn’t the only time you touched yourself, was it?”

“Huh? Wha -”

Marcus slapped my left tit. Then my right. “Don’t hesitate, slave. Answer!”

“Uh. Uhhhh!” I grunted in response to his open-handed persuasion. “I…I…Yes. Yeeessss,” I whined and started to cry again.

“And you’re sorry for that too, right?” Louise queried.

“Oh, yes. Yesyesyes!”

“Good. Very good,” Marcus said. He stroked my brow, kissed me and his cock of a tongue plunged deep, a wet rape that made me want his real thing inside my pussy even more. Instead, all I got were his fingers, pushing up, fiddling, and twisting. He pulled back and said, “You know you’re still going to be punished even more for all your lapses.”

“What? But I said I was sorry!”

“I know, honey, I know. But that still doesn’t excuse them.” He stepped away, then said to Louise, “Do you want to stand back?”

“No,” Louise said. She got a better grip on my hair, leaned around and licked me on the cheek. “I want to see her face. Up close and personal.”

Marcus backed up a little more. His arm started to pinwheel. The whip whistled.

My stomach tied itself in knots. Oh, no. No!

One final roundhouse.

Smack!

“AAAAAHHHH! Ah ah ah! Fuck! Fuckfuckfuck!”

My pussy! Oh, god, my poor pussy! Right on the lips. Right on my cunt! Tears ran down my cheeks, an unrelenting rain to go with the internal fire that threatened to burn me alive. Louise twisted my head around so as to get a better look at my twisted, agonized expression and relish all the more in my suffering. Marcus’s lips sucked my tits, then his hand again pushed way up inside, made the pain last even longer. Then, they were gone, and I hung untouched, but not alone. They stood together at a distance, experienced me in my consent of pain. My tears splashed and pussy juices dripped on to the floor.

Eventually the burn, the pain faded to a tolerable, beautiful afterglow of warm numbness. And, after my crying subsided, they lowered me to the floor, released me from my bonds. My sore hands were tied in back and, forced to my knees, they bent me forward, mouth to the floor, pussy in the air. Louise got a couple of pillows, one for her head, the other for under her ass, and brought her ripe, open pussy right up to my lips.

“C’mon, Heather,” she said. “Show me how sorry you really are.”

It didn’t take much for me to follow that familiar scent and I fell on her like a wild animal that hadn’t fed in days. My tongue lapped at her abundant waters, slithered around those engorged pussy lips, dove deep into that pool of womanhood that Louise had only so recently allowed me to taste. And, just like a kid suddenly let loose in a candy store, I ate and ate and ate.

“Oh, baby,” Louise crooned. “Have you been practicing with anyone else?”

I stopped for a moment, lifted my smeared face. “If I said yes, will you punish me again?”

Louise blinked, uncertain if I was serious.

“Gotcha,” I said, and dove back down.

Louise laughed which made me happy and made her taste even better. Already I could sense she wasn’t far from cumming, and I wanted to also, but no way could she reach my own pussy.

Oh, I hadn’t forgotten about Marcus, but aside from fingering me, he hadn’t given any indication of going any further. That all changed in an eye blink.

Another heat mingled with mine. Hard, big, and hot.

He slid in so easily, so slick. A halfway thrust to begin, then deeper and deeper until that magnificent cock was in so far I was sure it would come out the other side and split me in two. Then, after finding his range, Marcus started banging away, his hips slapping up against my still sore ass. He pushed so hard my mouth nearly wound up in Louise’s stomach.

“You keep that tongue inside that pussy,” Marcus ordered between thrusts.

“I’m…I’m trying,” I said. “I…” Thrust, pound. “I’m…” Thrust, pound! “…trying.”

“Try harder.”

I brought my face back down, found that wet, dark hole, and sucked on it like a baby on a tit.

“Uhmmm,” was all Louise said.

“Uhnnn,” Marcus moaned.

And then it happened. First Louise. Her tense muscles which held back that reservoir of orgasm finally let loose. Her hands flew up and squeezed my head, fingernails digging deep into my scalp, contorted in a sudden, ecstatic, obscene position, legs drawn up and crossed over my spine. Her back arched, full breasts with erect nipples pointed to the ceiling, and her screams very much resembled mine.

Marcus joined in at almost the same time. Soon after Louise’s screams started he gave one final thrust, grunted, and held rigidly still. And soon his squirting cum flowed way, way up my pussy. One shot after another, hot and abundant. It filled me up, overflowed past my own sensitive lips and dripped. A sticky pool grew and began to encircle my knees.

And still he came.

And still Louise screamed.

And I wanted to cum too! And I was almost there. Oh, god, please, let me let me let me…

But then Marcus wrapped his strong arms around my waist and kind of flopped on top of Louise’s legs on my back, effectively locking them there. Louise squeezed even harder on my head, brought me even deeper into her twat, and suddenly…

Panic.

I couldn’t breathe! Their mutual smothering, my disappearing down into Louise, the life being squeezed out of me from Marcus’s male strength, brought on a flash struggle. I tried to speak, couldn’t. Tried to wrench away but was locked in an ever compressing cell of sex, sex, sex. No. No! Let me go!

With my last ounce of strength and willpower I managed to shift around a little and that did the trick. We all kind of rolled over onto our sides, and Louise let go a little, as did Marcus, their bodies inert and entangled around me. I gasped for breath.

Aw, crap! I was close. So close. Not to dying, but a motherfucker righteous orgasm. I started to cry again. Goddammit, I had waited all week. So…fucking…close.

And then they touched me. I don’t know who did what, but one squeezed my erect nipples, pinched them between their fingers, while the other grabbed my pussy, those separate fingers also working their own brand of magic to tease, squeeze, and pinch. And at last, at long last…oh, it was so worth it.

I rode that wave of incredible, mind-transforming pleasure as long and as far as I could. My body rocked, legs flaying, mouth open in a new scream of my own, one that threatened to tear my throat apart. I bounced, rolled on the floor, and still those hands squeezed, pinched, teased me; drained from me every last bit of orgasm like two vampires sucking the life blood from a hapless victim. Then, exhausted, I just lay on the floor, as motionless as my master and mistress.

Someone patted my head. Louise I think. No, no, it was Marcus. His hands gentle now, they stroked away sweat drenched locks of my hair while Louise got up on unsteady legs, thought better of it, and knelt beside me.

We were quiet a long time. I didn’t want this moment, this instance to end. I loved them. Loved them both. But end it did. That alone wasn’t a bad thing, because when Louise spoke I knew we would have many, many more.

“All right,” she said, as if she were still trying to catch her breath. “All right. If that’s how she cums now, I can’t wait to see how she does after training.”

“Uh, yeah, training,” Marcus said. “I want to talk to you about that. First though, let’s get this slave cleaned and out of the way for now.”

Together they hauled me up, not to my feet as my wobbly legs were still useless, but dragged me over to Louise’s whipping post. Marcus locked my knees and forced me to stand while they tied me to it, facing out to the large apartment. The rope wound about me, above and below my breasts, upper and lower legs, the ankles, and in back at the wrists and elbows. I thought that Marcus and Louise had gotten sloppy with their rope work, all I had to do was wriggle and the ropes would just fall off.

“Make sure you cross-cinch,” Marcus said.

“I know how to do it,” Louise snapped back.

They pushed the ends of the separate ropes in between my closed-in legs and arms. A few tugs and the ropes pressed down tight against my skin and so tightened everything up. Louise tied off the last knot at my wrists, well above my prying fingers so I couldn’t reach it. No way was I getting loose. Nice and snug.

I closed my eyes and smiled. Ahhhh.

Then my smile kind of disappeared. Not that I was suddenly unhappy. I wasn’t. But a large, knotted cloth gag filled my mouth. The knot forced my mouth open and Marcus tied it off tight in back, drawing the knot further into my mouth. My stretched lips strained to surround it, but no way. I could still move my tongue inside my mouth a little, but only for tiny sounds.

“Watch her a moment,” Louise said, heading for the stairs. “I’ve got several rules she’s got to memorize before she’s even allowed anything resembling a rod near her pussy -”

“Who says she’s following your training program?” Marcus inquired.

“Don’t you pull any bogus rank,” Louise said, coming back to face Marcus right in front of me. “I’m the one who brought her in, took the risk of her running out in terror at her first session.”

“Yes, you used her as a new toy. But what did you teach her? My first time she learned all the positions and…”

They went at it, like two kids arguing over a new toy. My eyes swung back and forth, unable to say anything while my fate hung in the balance. From what I could learn Louise’s program concentrated on service, how a slave acted, how she walked, talked and behaved toward a dom. Marcus’s was more physical, building up severe tolerances to the whip, ropes and gags. But both led to the same goals - submission. And to a slave’s goal even if the slave didn’t know it; total service and becoming a slut in bed. I wanted to tell them neither of the approaches mattered to me, just as long as they got started. I wanted to get started! But they first had to finish their pissing contest.

“If you’re still not sure if she’s really bi,” Louise said, “then what makes you think spending most of her time with you will reinforce that?”

That gave Marcus pause. “Fine, fine, okay,” he said. “But I want her at least once a week to gauge the progress.”

“Oh, I’m sure you won’t be disappointed,” Louise said, with just a tiny trace of sarcasm. “You’ll have plenty of chances for punishment.”

That seemed to settle it. Louise would take the lead in my training, but Marcus would hover in the background, ready to add his own touches here and there.

“Now can I get to work?” Louise asked. “You’re welcome to stay, of course.” Again, just the little trace of sarcasm.

Marcus ignored the underlying meaning and took Louise at her literal intent. “Yes, I think I will stay for a while. Just to make sure things get off on the right track.”

Louise looked like she wanted to slap Marcus. Instead, she climbed the stairs, slow, as if to walk off some anger. While up there she called down, “Pick out a training collar.”

Marcus appeared annoyed. Why? I thought he’d love to slap another piece of weird leather on me. But then I got a flash of insight; Louise was already trying to control the situation, and her having Marcus act like a fetch-and-carry servant, even in this tiny way, was a start.

Marcus circled over to the almost forgotten pile of leather gear. He went through and discarded several thick and wide collars, then spied one that still hung on the wall, kind of separated from the other things still there. With a smile he snatched and wrapped it around my neck. Like the one he placed on me at his place this one also had the words “Nouveau esclave” carved into it. Only this one was in flowing, cursive red letters.

“This was Louise’s training collar,” Marcus said. “Wear it proudly.”

When Louise came back down, a small notebook in hand, she immediately saw what I wore. She shook her head at Marcus’s selection, his little reminder of her own slave training time. And she also knew this was Marcus’s attempt to regain some of that lost control. Throw and counter throw.

“This slave shows promise,” Marcus said, “which is why I picked out this collar. But I’m sure she’ll need more punishment.”

“Well, at least we agree on that,” Louise said back, giving a little ground. “But remember, this is teaching and training. Punishment is fun, but we shouldn’t overdo it.”

Oh, yes, please. I wanted them to teach, to train. And I couldn’t wait to begin. But I also knew one other thing.

They hadn’t punished me nearly enough.


The Discipline


Louise

At last, I had her all to myself. Almost. Marcus sniffed around a couple of times that first week, but he finally took the hint. Oh, sure, he acted like he didn’t care, all casual, but I knew better. He wanted Heather’s pussy, but it was mine, just like the rest of her. And the fact that we didn’t have any cock literally hanging around meant that we could make some real progress.

Much to my surprise Marcus had taught Heather some of the basic positions, so we moved right along. She memorized my rules quick enough, and Heather was eager, incredibly eager, to please. The development was amazing since she learned everything in just a few days. Actually she got everything down even quicker than that, given the fact that she didn’t get away from classes until late afternoon. Yes, there were portions of training that she really needed to work on more than others. Like her slumping shoulders. For that I made her walk with a posture collar and a stiff Victorian backboard that pressed against her spine with leather straps that buckled at her stomach and just above her breasts. For good measure I added a book balanced on her head. Sure enough, she not only straightened up, but those wonderful breasts just thrust themselves out and practically begged for a fondle. And I did. A lot. Especially when we went to bed. Yet, there were warning signs, signs that I ignored because I was too taken up with the young beauty whose wet crotch I often held in my fist.

“Am I doing all right?” she asked one night.

“What? Oh, baby, you’re doing great!” I said. “I can’t keep my hands off of you. You’re fucking fantastic!” I shoved my fingers in her twat and Heather screwed up her face in a mix of pain and pleasure that always made my own pussy run like a river.

“Ohhh! Ahhh!” Heather’s lips parted and she panted, right on the edge of an orgasm. But she shoved it down, kept things under control, at least for a few more moments. “But, mistress…Ahhh! Mistress, what about this tea party? I…I’m nervous. Those other dommes…”

“Oh, don’t worry about them,” I said.

“Yes, mistress. But…but…Ahhh. Ohhhh!”

“Ssshh,” I said, stroking that tender pussy. “There aren’t going to be any men, so you don’t have to worry about that. No, no more talk. Just please me now.”

“Yes,” she whispered. “Yes.”

Heather came, soft and quiet. Her mouth found mine, her tied hands cupped one of my breasts, worried the nipple and we melded throughout the night. But I should have known, I should have guessed…

The “other dommes” Heather worried about belonged to the “Ladies Circle”, a group that I had joined some months back. I was on the party committee and the other two committee members, Lynelle and Sondra, were coming over to plan our next group play. Aside from setting the dates and firming up ideas for the party we swapped techniques, discussed slave worthiness, and did an occasional, impromptu light play with a sub provided by the hostess. The theme I was going to suggest for the party was “Silent Service”, which would work out great for Heather as she demonstrated her skills for Lynelle and Sondra. She would stay in the background today and become the perfect, fawning servant, then I would bring her to everyone’s attention and show off how well she had learned her lessons. And in less than a month! But there weren’t going to be any cocks around. Not one male. Heather was nervous enough about her public debut, so she didn’t need to contend with any erect penis’s. When I told Marcus about it he muttered something about my man-hating being a little too obvious, but I wasn’t going to let him psych me out. But he did suggest that Amanda might be interested in going as a sub. Yeah, sure, I thought. You mean you want her to act as your spy. But I said yes readily enough, which surprised the hell out of him. I figured if I just gave the go ahead and got it out of the way I wouldn’t have to put up with any more of Marcus’s games of trying to find out more about Heather’s progress. Amanda would come and help Heather serve, do her little spy bitch bit, then go away. And I would watch Amanda. Closely. Make sure she would see only what I wanted her to see. I wanted to show off Heather in the best light so I tailored the rules to suit her, which meant keeping an eagle eye on any problems, like Amanda snitching. Nothing was going to upset this party.

The day before in a final test Heather glided through all the positions without a single mistake so it was only natural that I thought everything would go smooth as silk. Little did I know that it would all go to shit, lead to Heather’s first real punishment and my own personal public embarrassment.

The day of the meeting I put Heather on door duty, and she greeted Sondra and Lynelle in a hot French maid uniform. I hung around near the door, trying not to be obvious as I gauged Heather’s performance. She was perfect. “Yes, ma’am. No, ma’am. As you wish, ma’am,” she said softly at various times. She accepted their small toy play bags and kept everything neat and available for later. Oh, yes, there definitely was going to be a later. Word had spread about this little training project and the new slave was going to be tested. But they were confused, especially Sondra, when they saw Amanda. They probably thought she was the newly trained slave. And I did nothing to correct that notion. They hardly gave Heather a second glance.

Lynelle just about tripped over her own tongue when she saw Amanda. Lynelle possessed a predatory nature and made no secret she was a full on lesbian, so it was easy to ring her bell. But Sondra though, she was a tougher nut to crack. And she was the one I really needed to impress. Once we all sat down with the tea service already on a coffee table in the center, Lynelle pretended to listen to the discussion, but her eyes (as did Sondra’s) drifted to Amanda, who stood just to the left and behind me. Oh, did I also say that Amanda was completely naked, except for the collar and vibrator chastity belt I slapped on her just before the ladies arrived? I idly reached back and switched on the vibrator. Behind tightly pressed lips Amanda grit her teeth, but she stood her ground and kept her own serving tray level, even if her pressed fingers slowly turned white. As we talked the vibrator’s hum acted like an undercurrent for the growing sexual tension, which I pretty much ignored, instead watching the ladies’ reactions, like Lynelle’s. But mainly I kept my eyes on Heather. She stood behind Lynelle holding a silver tray, further away than Amanda, and remained absolutely still. Silent Service. Ready to swoop in and remove an empty cake plate or refill a tea cup.

But eating and drinking were hardly on Sondra’s and Lynelle’s minds. Oh, they nibbled at the cakes and sipped their tea like prim ladies, and we firmed up ideas and details for the next party on the theme of “Silent Service”, yet more and more their attention was drawn back to Amanda. Just as I had planned. At last, Lynelle couldn’t hold back any longer.

“So, who’s this tall thing you’ve got all vibed up?” she asked. “Is she just a museum piece or usable furniture?”

“Oh, she’s good for a few things,” I said. Without looking back I motioned Amanda forward. “Amanda, what do you say to Mistress Sondra and Mistress Lynelle?”

“Goo-good afternoon, ma’ams,” Amanda said in between short breaths. “How – How may I serve you?”

Sondra steepled her fingers just under her nose. Her long, dark, shiny hair fell over the front of one shoulder. “You can start by pouring me some more tea.”

“Y-yes, ma’am.” Amanda bent forward. Pendulous breasts hung down, swayed a little in response to suppressed shakes. Amanda gripped the tea pot, perhaps too tight, and managed to pour without spilling a drop. She slowly straightened up to retreat to her previous position behind me.

“Just a minute,” Lynelle said. “Come over here.”

Amanda squeezed her eyes shut, all she wanted was to crawl off in a corner, curl up and give in to the vibrator. But I had to give her credit; she navigated between the chairs and coffee table until she stood within easy arm’s reach of Lynelle.

“Bend forward,” Lynelle said. “Not all the way. Yes, that’s good. Cup your breasts.”

Amanda brought shaking hands to each tit, held them up.

“Yes. Yes, excellent,” Lynelle softly said. She leaned forward, took one erect nipple in her mouth and suckled. Then the other. “Hmmm. Oh, they’re luscious.”

Amanda flushed and the red ran all the way down her neck. Whether from embarrassment or her still holding off her building orgasm was hard to tell.

“Oh, what a lovely shade,” Lynelle said. She stroked Amanda’s cheek. “And so hot to the touch.” She gently hooked a finger in Amanda’s collar ring and brought her closer. Their lips touched and it was obvious that Lynelle let her tongue roam freely inside Amanda’s passive mouth. “You taste wonderful,” Lynelle said. “Have you ever been with a woman?”

“Yes…Yes, ma’am.”

“But it’s not something you normally do, is it?”

“No, ma’am. I -” Amanda’s breath caught. She briefly turned her head and bit her lip. “I do it to please my master.”

Lynelle smiled. “Do it with me, and I promise you, you’ll be doing it to please yourself.”

Lynelle released Amanda who backed up a half-step in preparation to return to her spot behind me. For a moment that wonderful ass of hers was right there for Lynelle to swat, and Lynelle did. A bare-handed slap on a cheek rang out and Amanda froze in her tracks. She went down. The empty tray clattered on the floor and Amanda finally did curl up, body quaking as the long denied orgasm chaotically took control. Amanda slapped a hand repeatedly on the floor, cried out, rolled around like an animal in heat until, at long last, she lay splayed out every which way. Shuddering breaths subsided and a semblance of natural color returned to her face.

“Amanda, get up,” I said.

“Uuurrrr,” Amanda said.

Thwack! I slapped the riding crop on the coffee table. “Get up!”

Again, to Amanda’s credit, she dragged herself together. Weak limbs got her up on hands and knees, then one foot and the other. With the last of her strength Amanda retrieved the serving tray, then in uneasy steps made her way back to me. She hung on to the side of my chair, a last steadying move before she resumed her position which gave me a chance to switch off the vibrator. Amanda sighed when it cut out and whispered, “Thank you, ma’am.”

“I like this theme of Silent Service more and more,” Lynelle said. “Even when it’s not so silent.”

Lynelle and Sondra smiled at each other and continued to speak of the upcoming party and other things. I knew I had scored a hit with the Ladies Circle, but the real score was yet to come. And from a source the ladies hardly knew was present.

But I did. As Lynelle’s little seduction of Amanda went on I could hardly keep my eyes off of Heather. Heather looked way too cute in her maid uniform. The short, frilly skirt showed off those legs like nobody’s business and the deep cut in front provided plenty of cleavage. Add to that spiked, shiny black high-heels and thin, delicate wrist cuffs and Heather was just one tongue licking beauty standing there. So fuckable. For a moment, everything was perfect.

Then Heather moved and the moment fled.

Heather shuffled (shuffled!) forward to remove the empty cake plates and bumped alongside Lynelle’s wing-backed chair. She practically stood in front of Lynelle and bent over, almost spilling out of her dress. What was she doing? Trying to make her pert, yet smaller breasts compete with Amanda’s jugs? And I could only imagine the view she gave Lynelle of her ass. Of course, sometimes that’s what the situation called for, right? The slave sluts around, then gets punished and screwed. But not now, not after I had trained her for so long going over the proper moves and not in front of Sondra. Heather acted like she hadn’t learned anything. In fact, she seemed to be deliberately provoking a situation. Finally, Heather straightened up, made a little show of tucking her breasts back in the dress, and then clumped over to Sondra who was in the middle of a story regarding her latest slave conquest.

“Are you finished?” Heather asked.

“What?” Sondra asked, taken aback at Heather’s interruption. “Uh, yes.”

“Fine.” Heather bent down right in front of Sondra and noisily stacked her plate on top of Lynelle’s. She turned to go.

I got a couple of sly looks from Sondra and Lynelle that basically said “What the fuck?”

“Heather,” I growled.

Heather stopped, but didn’t turn around right away. Her back was all I got, but then she slowly, slowly, faced me. She just stood there, shoulders slumped, all her weight on one leg with the other’s knee pushed slightly out in an insolent manner. She even started to put one hand on a hip to complete the disrespectful vision. I don’t know where this attitude was coming from but it had to stop. Now.

I snapped my fingers and pointed at her. “What do you say?” I prompted.

If Heather had any fear at my building anger, she didn’t show it. “Oh, ah, sorry.” She turned to Sondra. “Do you want anything else?”

“Heather!” I said. “Address!”

Heather pretended confusion. “Huh? Oh, right.” Her voice got all syrupy. “Excuse me, Mistress Sondra; is there anything else you desire?”

Sondra, bless her, didn’t rise to the bait. “No. That’ll be all.”

Heather started to back away but Lynelle held up a hand.

“I would like some more tea,” Lynelle said. Her expression telegraphed that she was ready to test Heather further.

Heather huffed, gave her a look that just about said, “Are your arms broken?”, but got down to business. Instead of a slow, easy squat to pick up the teapot from the coffee table like she had been trained to do, Heather bent over at the waist again, and this time her tits did spill out. Lynelle’s eyes fixated on those erect nipples. Heather filled the cup and threw in two sugar cubes that plopped tea over the side onto the saucer. Nobody else noticed that, but I sure did and I barely held my temper. It’ll pass, I told myself. After all, it’s her first time in public service. But my anger got the better of me when Heather almost shoved the cup and saucer in Lynelle’s hands. She also practically shoved her exposed tits in Lynelle’s face.

“Is there anything else you desire, mistress?” Heather said, too sincere.

“Slave!” I stood up, riding crop gripped tight in hand.

“What?” Heather said in all false innocence. “I’m just doing what you ordered.”

Right, that was it! In two strides I was around the table, wrapped and twisted my hand inside Heather’s collar and jerked her toward me. The serving tray fell and the plates shattered on the floor, pieces scattering. Normally, I would have cared about my fine china getting smashed, but everything else was overwhelmed in my sudden fury.

“When the hell did you turn into a sam?” I asked.

“Ma’am?” Heather gasped. Her own hands clutched for the collar, seeking to relieve the sudden tightness around her throat. “I don’t know -”

“You know exactly what I’m talking about. I’ve told you about them, smart ass masochists, and that I never wanted any crap like that from you.”

“Please, ma’am…I can’t…can’t breathe…”

“I’ll tell you when you can or can’t do anything! Get the fuck over there!” I flung Heather to the ground in the direction of the whipping post. Heather coughed a few times to open up her passageway, but it was all fake. I knew it. Sure, I had her by the throat, but not that tight. And I sure as shit wasn’t going to let that stop me from giving her the whipping she deserved, goddammit! And things were going so well. Now, I had no choice but to jump on this slave, get her back into submission, because if you don’t correct a slave, and I mean right away, you’ve lost all your authority. You might as well let them top you from below. And I sure as fuck wasn’t going to allow that.

Heather was still bent over double in a coughing fit when I caught up to her. Her short hair had grown out, not as much as I would like, but enough to get a good handful and yank her to her feet. Half-stumbling, I practically threw her up on the whipping post’s elevated base, cuffed her hands high overhead, then tore the maid uniform apart until it hung in tatters. My nails scratched Heather’s back and some blood even welled up and dribbled from a mole just below her left shoulder blade. Yet, Heather didn’t cry out, she just stood rigid, head against the post while I found my long, single-tail whip and shook it out.

“Try to embarrass me? You little cunt!” I snarled and drew my arm back.

Somebody grabbed my wrist.

I spun around. It was Sondra.

“Let go of the whip, Louise,” she said.

“What the hell are you doing? This slave needs punishment. She broke discipline -”

“And so have you.”

“What? The fuck you say!”

“Louise, shut up!” Lynelle said. While Sondra still held my wrist Lynelle tore the whip from my numbing fingers. “You’re out of control.”

I threw aside Sondra’s restraining hand, ready to tell these two bitches to go fuck themselves. Who the hell were they to interfere in a punishment scene? All I wanted to do was just lay into Heather, flay that pale back and ass to ribbons, and make her suffer for the embarrassment that she caused. Make her cry, cry, cry for forgiveness while I ignored it all and bruised that body so bad that she –

Oh, my god. Oh my god!

I backed up.

“Good. At least you’ve still got some sense,” Sondra said. “Lynelle, see to those cuffs.”

“You’re letting her down?” I asked.

Sondra gave a short laugh. “Of course not. This slave deserves to be punished. We all know that, especially her. But the right way.”

Lynelle didn’t fully uncuff Heather so much as adjust the restraints. In my anger I had wrapped them too tight and already Heather’s fingers were turning color. Lynelle kept them tight, but Heather’s hands would last a lot longer now. Sondra stepped up and also wrapped a leather strap around Heather’s waist and the post, cinching it down with another between her stomach and the post. Then a long, thin leather thong around the ankles also cinched them to the bottom of the post. Heather could squirm her ass, turn her shoulders a little, even rotate her head back to strain to see when the next lash would land, but she was secured well for a long, long punishment.

Lynelle tested the single-tail along the floor, getting used to the balance and weight. Sondra took up another, a shorter version I owned, used for more control on striking specific parts of the body. Like the ass.

“Oh, I like this,” Sondra said, referring to the whip. Her arm flashed around, marked Heather’s left ass cheek.

“Aiiii!” Heather screamed.

Another round house from Sondra, this one on the other cheek and Heather screamed again, now the proud owner of matching welts.

“Well, at least she marks up well,” Sondra said.

“Let’s see how well,” Lynelle said, and Sondra quickly stepped aside as Lynelle brought the whip high overhead in a wide, round arc, then brought it down alongside Heather’s spine.

“Eeeeiii! Ohmygod! Ohmygod!” Heather screamed and gasped.

Lynelle gestured at Amanda, then pointed for her to stand on the far side of the whipping post. Amanda scurried over there, taking up the spotter position. She caressed Heather’s cheek, wiped the tears that already had begun to flow, then nodded back to Lynelle.

Lynelle let fly with a series of swishes and cracks, and the single-tail exploded against Heather’s increasingly marked up back. The whipping got heavier and heavier and finally Lynelle broke off in exhaustion, but Heather’s breathy pants were what filled the room. Her chest heaved. Amanda stepped closer, her brow furrowed in concentration at assessing Heather’s status, but also soaking up every wave of pain that emanated from her. Amanda twisted Heather’s nipples and Heather cried out again.

“Hey!” Sondra said. “Did we give you permission for that?” She raced around the whipping post, threw Amanda down and lit into her with the shorter single-tail. A dozen lines soon scorched Amanda’s back.

“Now get back up there!” Sondra said, pulling Amanda up by her collar. “Stand there! Not there, you cunt! That’s too close. I don’t want you touching her again. Give me your wrists.” Sondra tied them off in back. “Now, if you’re really good, if you do your job well, you’ll be rewarded. But…do…your…job!” She slapped Amanda’s breasts on each of the last four words for emphasis.

Amanda opened her mouth in pain, but she didn’t cringe or cry out. She did take several deep breaths, and when the initial sting passed all she said was, “Yes…Yes, ma’am.”

“Good. You watch the slave; let us know how she’s doing.” Sondra narrowed her eyes. “And I’ll be watching you.”

Sondra took up position near Heather’s ass. The short single-tail sang out and Heather’s screams once more rose to the distant ceiling, but then, at a facial sign from Amanda, she broke off. Sondra backed away, muttering, “I was just getting started,” and made room for a reenergized Lynelle.

Heather cried out, well aware of the switch. “No! Please, no! I’ll be good. I promise! I’ll be good!”

Instead of going another round with Heather right away, Lynelle stepped up on the platform. Her fingers traced along the welts and Heather shuddered. “Dear child,” Lynelle said. “We already know you’ll be good. But after today, you’ll be even better.” She bent Heather’s head back and kissed her, deep and long. Heather gulped at first, surprised at Lynelle’s sudden passionate move, but then she returned it, like I had never experienced myself from her.

That was enough. All right, I had been too wild, too angry to do my job as a domme, but that moment was past. Yes, someone else more level-headed needed to begin the punishment, but not rape my slave’s mouth in front of me! I made to take control back of the situation, take back what was mine, but Sondra stopped me with an iron arm across my chest.

“Wait,” she said. “You need to see this. You deliberately made her jealous by giving too much attention to the other slave. Now, you have to let her show you how her doing the same thing makes you jealous.”

Lynelle finished with the kiss, but Heather tried to make it last even longer. Fuck yeah, I was jealous!

Lynelle returned to her whipping spot. Five, ten, fifteen cracks from the long single-tail buffeted Heather. Amanda hungrily watched Heather’s face, Amanda’s expression plain that she wished she was the one tied to the post, but she still did the job assigned to her. She let Sondra know when the blows got to be too much, and Sondra passed it on to Lynelle. Lynelle adjusted, slowed down for a few strokes, then sped back up.

“You’ve got this slave trained for domestic service,” Sondra said to me. “But when she gets kissed by the leather she’s different. A real pain slut.”

Pain slut. Pain slut?

Lynelle continued to score Heather’s back. Then Sondra snuck in and, in between strokes from Lynelle, went after Heather’s ass again. Heather didn’t cry out anymore. Oh, maybe she grunted, but she was in the zone. They both could have kept on going all day like that, if their arms and Heather’s body could physically endure.

The whip marks multiplied. Heather grooved, eyes closed, nipples erect. Her hips ground against the whipping post and left behind a smear of pussy juice.

She was a pain slut.

How did I not already know this? The way she instantly creamed every time I even threatened to use the whip on her during training? The way her skin blushed and how hard she came after I did whip her? How did I miss it?

Because I was too wrapped up in what I wanted. I wanted to impress the Ladies Circle, show them that I was their equal, be part of their little clique. And although I trained Heather as a domestic and, on the surface, forced her into the background, she couldn’t help but feel betrayed by the attention I seemed to shower on Amanda. Heather’s sam act was nothing more than her showing her true nature. She loved the whip, needed the attention and tough rules and punishments to know that her domme still valued her. My approach had been wrong. Sure, Heather had made progress as a slave, but not the right kind. And it made me sick to my stomach that Marcus had been more right than me all along.

Marcus. Oh, fuck, how he was going to love this.

Silence reigned. Someone spoke but I didn’t understand them. I blinked, came out of my harsh daydream and found Lynelle and Sondra staring at me. “What?” I blurted.

Sondra said, “I said you seem calm enough to take over punishment now.”

Heather’s head hung limp even though the rest of her body was stretched taut like a rubber band. Lynelle even offered the long single-tail to me.

I held up my hands, refusing the leather. “No,” I said. “Let her down. I’m taking her to my room. We have a lot to talk about. You two can see yourselves out.”

Sondra and Lynelle’s eyebrows shot up in surprise and Lynelle snickered. “You’re not suddenly going soft, are you? What will the rest of the Ladies Circle say?”

“I don’t give a shit what they say!” I snapped.

“Easy, Louise. Don’t break your domme discipline again,” Sondra said.

“Oh, far from it,” I said. “In fact, I’ve never felt more in control.” Neither lady had moved to unbind Heather so I did it myself. Heather started to slide down but I caught her and bound her wrists with the thin leather thong that was originally on her ankles. Hunched over in my arms we climbed the stairs to my loft bedroom.

“Is that it?” Lynelle called after us. “You really have gone soft.”

“Fuck you,” I said. “But if you really want a slave to punish and fuck then take Amanda. I don’t care about her.”

I heard Louise and Sondra laugh as they tortured their new plaything. I lay Heather on my bed. The soft cover and blankets pressed against her welts and she moaned in response. I kissed her, made slow sweet love to her while the sharp report of whip cracks against Amanda’s skin sounded like rifle shots and her screams floated up from below. I think Lynelle said, “Now, little slut, time to do it to please yourself.” Things got quiet downstairs, but then Amanda’s passionate moans floated up in counterpoint to Heather’s. I held her once more in my fist, brought her to orgasm after orgasm. Her scent imbued me; her wet tongue slithered in my mouth then on my own pussy. Her sighs were like an incantation and I fell deeper and deeper under Heather’s delicate slave spell. My heart ached, knowing that I had to give her up, share her with that brute Marcus, but it’s what she needed. And, as I came under that now skillful, disciplined tongue, I couldn’t help but grant her everything. Ah, everything.


The Interview


Marcus

I knew I’d get her back. Just a matter of time. When Amanda reported what happened my excitement grew. Heather needed a strong dominant, not some weak female easily swayed by youth, beauty and limpid eyes.

Amanda gave the details, how Heather had tested her domme, like most slaves do, due to jealousy. Yet, it wasn’t my intent to mess up Louise’s little party. Really. Not the reason I sent Amanda. All I wanted was a set of eyes, but whatever possessed Louise to shove Heather in the background and make Amanda the showpiece for those two other bitches sure worked out for me. Apparently they gave Amanda quite a workout too. When Amanda arrived at my place later that day the limp was obvious. And when I ordered her to kneel and give her report she moved carefully, as if any sudden movement would result in additional ache. Amanda spoke haltingly, slowly, like she couldn’t quite remember all that had occurred, but I knew different. I listened as she described how Louise’s temper ran riot, how things fell apart in spectacular fashion, and how Louise actually lost self-control and Heather had to be “taken away” until she composed herself.

“And then what?” I said.

Amanda pressed her lips together. “Then they went upstairs, master.”

“Hmmm. So they made up. And then the other ladies left and you came straight here.” I glanced at the clock. It was well past the dinner hour and the meeting was supposed to be an afternoon tea. “You sure took your own sweet time getting over here.”

“Sir, I’m sorry. I couldn’t get away.”

“Oh?” I queried, pretending ignorance of what Sondra and Lynelle did to her. “Wait a moment. Did Sondra and Lynelle…use you?”

Amanda’s face reddened.

“Well, well,” I said. “And I suppose you just couldn’t help yourself?”

The red shade deepened.

“I always suspected you were a closet lesbian.”

Amanda raised her eyes to me. Did I see defiance there?

“No, sir. I am not.”

“That’s hard to believe, not after the way I’ve seen you go after pussy, after you’ve been…forced.” Amanda didn’t reply. Instead she looked away again.

“You want to convince me you’re not? Get your ass upstairs.”

Amanda knew exactly where upstairs I meant. She struggled to her feet and dashed to the second floor. To the Demonstration Room.

This room I sometimes used for teaching others; how to tie a slave, how to wield a whip, how to best rape your slave, whatever. Male dom hetero couples mostly, with an occasional lesbian couple thrown in. Sometimes the top in the relationship wanted to watch while I put their sub through the demonstrations, but mostly I used my own. And that meant Amanda. A lot of the lesbos asked if Amanda was available for use by them, and sometimes I let them have her. But afterwards, with their pussy juices still on her cheeks, I had Amanda “demonstrate” just how hetero she really was. On me. I don’t think we got any converts to the hetero orientation, but after Amanda and I finished, we sure gave them plenty to think about.

When I got up there Amanda was on the carpet, positioned dead center in a solid wood frame anchored into the ceiling above and floor below, legs folded under her and spread wide. It was a big room, only my private retreat was bigger, with more than enough space to swing a long, single-tail whip. That’s what I grabbed from the wall behind Amanda and threw to the floor between me and her back. Amanda was slightly hunched forward, but the tension in her back and shoulders was obvious. Her hands on top of her legs clenched, then tried to relax, palms flat on the thighs.

“So, you’re not a lesbian?” I inquired.

“No, sir, I am not.”

“Liar.” I grabbed Amanda’s wrists, one at a time, and wrapped them in ropes, pulled her up and tied them off to a steel suspension bar that floated overhead. I cranked the flywheel mounted on the wood frame and the loud, metallic click click click click coincided with each little inch that drew Amanda up, out of her crouch, higher and higher. She hung stretched out, toes barely in contact with the floor, and then, one final crank (click), she swung free.

“You’re a mouth pussy eating lesbo,” I said.

The whip snaked out in the air. A soft swish and loud crack.

“Uhhh!”

A strip of Amanda’s white dress flew away from her back. Huh, nice one.

“You love it,” I said. “Just a fucking lesbian.”

Swish. Crack!

“Aaaahhh!” A couple of quick pants. “No, sir, I am not.”

Swish! Crack!

“Eiiiaaaa! No! No! I like men!”

“Don’t lie to me! How many pussies have you tasted?”

“I don’t like -”

Crack. Crack. Crack!

“How many?”

“I don’t know! I don’t know!”

“More than one?”

Craaack!

“MORE THAN ONE?”

Craaaaack!

“Yes!”

“Five? Ten?”

“I don’t -”

CRACK! CRAACK! CRAAAAAACK!

“YEEEESSSS! Yes Yes Yes!”

I threw the whip aside. Spun Amanda around. My hand reached up under her dress. “You love pussy, don’t you?”

“No. No, I like co – ahhh!” My fingers stabbed up to Amanda’s wet twat and she gasped.

“What do you like? You like dicks?”

Amanda closed her eyes, her mouth contorted in a grimace.

“Is that it? You want cock?”

“Ahhhhhhh ahhh ahhh!”

“Say it. Say it!”

“Yes. Yes! I WANT COCK! COCKCOCKCOCK!”

I unzipped my pants and my hot tool sprung out, easily found Amanda’s wet pussy and slid in nice and fast. I wrapped Amanda’s legs around my waist, squeezed and lifted her ass up and pumped her, pumped, pumped. Amanda screamed, thrust back against my hips. Her mouth found mine, her tongue pushed in, took control and swirled round and round, then pulled out. Teeth bit me, on the cheek, the chin. She would have done it on the neck too but instead she threw her head back, mouth open, eyes fixed on the ceiling.

“Oh my god! OH…MY…GODDDDDD!”

I wrapped my arms around her scored back, held her tight. If I didn’t she would have torn herself apart, and me with her. Wave after wave, scream upon scream tore through her until she was left a panting wreck. Then I came, jets of hot cum flooded her and the screams of pleasure transformed to moans of intense satisfaction. At last I spent myself, pulled out and collapsed back on the floor. Amanda hung above, head limp, dress stained in spreading cum and pussy juices, idly swinging forward then back.

It took me a few minutes to recover, after which I lowered her to the floor, wrung out, nothing more than a shapeless rag. “So, you’re really not a lesbian,” I said.

Amanda covered her face with her hands.

“All right,” I said, untying her from the ropes. “Go back to your husband. But I want you here all weekend.”

“But sir, I’m so sore. My back…”

“Not my problem. You decided to play with those two lesbos. As for your back I’m sure you can hide your bruises from that poor excuse of a man you’re married to, but I’m not going to allow your lack of discipline with those two dykes and my having to put you back on the straight and narrow interferes with my time with Heather. You be here, or don’t come back around again.”

“Yes, sir.” Amanda swallowed and gingerly stood on shaky legs. She swayed for a moment and I thought she would fall, but she got her act together. On her way out, her back to me, Amanda paused at the door.

“Something else, slave?” I queried.

“No. No, sir.”

Amanda swung the door open and stepped out. Her hand made a quick swipe across her eyes.

***

The next day I got a phone call from Louise. She didn’t mention anything as to the “afternoon tea”, only just that she would bring Heather around Saturday morning. I almost insisted they come Friday night, but by Louise’s phone manner it was plain she wanted one last night with Heather. Fine with me. I could afford to act generous even if all the time I thought to myself “I told you so”.

Amanda arrived first. I hiked up her dress and found her bruises still obvious. I didn’t bother asking how she hid it from her husband (whenever she sat down she probably had to make sure she didn’t grimace and also not go to bed until the lights were out and he was snoring away), but I delighted in the idea that, with the bruises still there, she had a tough time of it. I stripped her, slapped on a full set of leather collar and cuffs and shunted her off to the kitchen with appropriate orders.

Louise turned up not long after that. I watched on the securitycam as she gunned her little sports car past the still opening gates. Louise’s ash blonde hair stood out, but I didn’t see Heather’s red locks, even though someone was sitting in the shotgun seat. It was all kind of quick and I wondered if Louise had had a change of heart. Perhaps she decided to keep Heather and try to fob off another capture on me, but when I opened the door, I found that wasn’t the case.

Louise strode right in, leash in hand. I had expected that, what I didn’t expect was how Heather was dressed. Or, more accurately, not. Aside from a perfunctory “Watch your step” to Heather as they came over the threshold, Louise whipped her arm out and practically swung Heather over to me, like some kind of sack. Heather scrambled as best she could to keep up as a short chain locked to a set of ankle cuffs nearly sent her sprawling. She just about landed in my arms. Oh, did I also mention that her arms were encased in a black arm binder and she also wore a full on leather hood? No wonder I didn’t see her red hair on the security cam. And yes, she was completely nude.

I got Heather steady on her feet while I took her all in. Louise drove her through the streets, in a top down sports car, like that? In addition, she had walked Heather up the steps to my home in broad daylight, for all my neighbors to see? Ah, well.

“Here,” Louise said, matter of factly. “She’s yours now. Maybe you’ll have better luck with her.” She turned away to leave.

“Hang on a sec,” I said. I called Amanda out from the kitchen, told her to take Heather to the Punishment Room, and turned back to Louise.

Louise’s eyes narrowed as she regarded Amanda’s bruised and ascending backside. “Your snitch did her job well.”

“She has her uses,” I said. “But from what I heard, you and Heather had made up.”

Louise snorted. “You heard wrong. That little twat is out only for herself.”

Whoa. Something had gone wrong last night. Amanda said that when she left Louise’s place the day before last Heather and Louise were still upstairs, making beautiful SM noise. Sure, Louise was angry, but she had gotten over that. Or had she? There was one way to find out.

“So, you concede my point?”

“Concede?” Louise appeared to search for a misplaced memory.

“As to who’s training method is better,” I said. “You’re bringing her over here now pretty much tells me I’ve won.”

Louise pressed her lips, clenched her teeth. “I concede nothing.”

Strong emotion. Good. It meant that Louise still cared about whether I had already out dueled her. She still wanted Heather, and not just as some training toy either by the looks of it. Still, I wasn’t about to buck up Louise’s ego. At least, not directly.

“Don’t be surprised if I call you. Have you come over,” I said.

“What? So you can gloat?”

“No. For advice. You’ve had the slave much longer than me. I’ll find out things about her on my own, things that you don’t know. But there will be things that I might like to consult about. Things for which you’ll have a better handle.”

Louise’s tense shoulders relaxed. She was ready for a fight, but I managed to disarm her. She wasn’t expecting kindness, even if shrouded in utilitarian intent. “Fine,” she said, with a wave of her hand. “Whatever.”

“One other thing.”

“What?”

“Tell me what happened last night.”

The defenses went back up.

I held up my hands, palms forward. “I need to know. I’m not going to get caught in the middle of a lover’s spat without some kind of understanding.”

Louise relaxed again, though not as much as before. She lowered her head in a hand for a brief moment. Then she was back to her usual dominant self.

“Ask her.”

***

The Punishment Room is strictly for that. There isn’t any bed in there, no soft place to lay down and rape a slave once she’s broken, although that has occurred. It’s soundproofed like the Discipline Room, but with a built in sound system so that I can groove while a slave endures. The closet was full of toys that I designed for specific needs and there’s also heavier equipment for harsher chastisement. Amanda had spent her share of time in there, but not Heather, of course. She had asked before if she could peek inside but I said no. She didn’t deserve punishment then and I was having too much fun with her in my Private Retreat. I think she tried sneaking out of bed one night to steal a look, but when I feigned waking up she just about jumped. She made some excuse about going to the bathroom to which I said it’s over there, not near the bedroom door. She hurried off in the right direction.

Now, though, things were different. I wanted answers. Hey, it wasn’t like my heart was crying for Louise, but she and I did have a history and, with all the other cocks and pussies she went after, I’d never seen her so pissed off and, well, hurt, like that. Besides, like I said, I needed to know the lay of the land, and all my gut instincts told me I wouldn’t get the details of Louise and Heather’s falling out simply by just asking. Of course, that’s how I would start, but things would quickly change. I knew it, and so did Heather.

I poured myself a mug of coffee and headed upstairs. The Punishment Room’s heavy door was slightly open and I heard Amanda talking softly, yet callous. The tone of her voice left no doubt that Amanda filled Heather with head trips galore. Phrases like “You’ve had it easy up ‘til now” and “You’re really gonna pay now, you little twat” were punctuated by a sharp smack. I had half a mind to allow Amanda to keep on with the psyche outs, see if she could turn Heather into putty, but it was I who wanted to mark up Heather, make the little redhead sweat, not let Amanda have all the fun.

Heather was hooked up to a couple of wall chains that were locked on to the collar portion of her hood. If she moved in one direction one chain slackened but the other tightened, and vice-versa if she moved the other way. With the hood still clinging tight to her head, Amanda’s threats in her ears and the overpowering smell of leather, it didn’t take long for disorientation to grip Heather. Add to that the random strike of a crop from Amanda, and Heather’s whip dance was nothing short of frantic. I allowed it to continue as I sipped the coffee, watching through the crack of the door. Amanda wielded that crop smack smack smack like she had some issues to work through. Heather’s pale tits bounced as she jumped with each strike. It was enough to make any man just stay quiet and jack off, but I had to reassert authority.

I took a loud slurp from the mug and swung the door open the rest of the way. Amanda jumped a good distance away from Heather. I finished my coffee, gave a jerk of my head toward the door and Amanda slinked past me. Or tried to. I grabbed her arm.

“You took liberties with the slave,” I said. “Did I tell you to chain her to the wall?”

Amanda didn’t raise her eyes to me. “No, sir.”

“And did I give you permission to touch this?” I tore the crop from her grasp.

Amanda didn’t even answer that one.

“You’re lucky I don’t stick you in Solitary,” I said.

Amanda paled and swallowed.

“Just get back to the kitchen. Make up a light dinner. Finger food. Then bring it up here.”

“Yes, sir,” Amanda said. She started to move off.

“And slave,” I said. “Don’t think that just because I’m involved with this other little tail here that you can get away with any shit.”

Instead of fear, Amanda’s eyes lit up. She knew I wouldn’t ignore her like a kid that got a new toy and tossed the old one aside. “No, sir. Of course not.”

“Good. Now move your fucking ass.”

“Yes, sir!”

Amanda moved. A little reward, something to let the slave know that she still has worth, goes a long way. Yet, I made a mental note to make sure everything balanced out later. Put her through some type of especially galling task.

In the meantime…

Heather had settled down to a slight quaking. The chains still clinked and the leather arm binder creaked, but it was her stomach, that tremor of repressed excitement and fear that told me her nerves were still right on edge. I tore the large plug gag out of her mouth. The four metal snaps popped loud and Heather gasped, pink, quivering lips wet with saliva.

“You know where you are?” I asked.

Heather didn’t answer. She pressed her lips together in stubborn refusal.

No way were we going in that direction. I backhanded her across the mouth. One or two of the hood’s snaps scraped my skin, but I got those lips good. Heather’s hooded head jerked sideways and she would have fallen if not for the chains.

I squeezed her face in one hand, fingers pressing tight against the soft leather. “Answer the question!” I said. “You’re not going to get any of that soft shit from Louise here.”

Heather tried tearing away, but my hand was too big, my hold too tight. I swung the crop down on one tit, then the other.

“Ohwww! Owww!” Heather groaned through tight pressed lips. I let go and she gasped again, then grit her teeth.

Here it comes, I thought.

“Cocksucker! Fuck yes, I know where I am! Any other brilliant questions?”

“Yes. Just one. Why does Louise hate you?”

That got her. Heather’s mouth fell open. “Hate? She said that?”

“She called you a twat and that you’re only out for yourself. So, what happened between you two lovebirds?”

Heather’s mouth clamped shut. “Nothing,” she said between grit teeth.

I shrugged at that, even though Heather couldn’t see it. Glancing around the room, I made a quick inventory of what I would use, and how. But I needed to make one last effort. I got real close to Heather and cupped my hand under her chin. I softened my voice, like a lover’s.

“Is this how you want to do it? Once you start down this road there’s no going back.”

Heather’s body tensed, then shivered again. I think she had a last moment of indecision, of dread that she was about to bite off more than she could chew. But then through the hood her jaw clenched in my hand and, with a snort, she shook it away.

I shrugged again. Fine. More fun for me.

A quick double action with a key and the loosed chains crashed against the wall. Heather gasped at the noise, dancing away. The arm binder soon followed and Heather stood, uncertain, rubbing her arms as everything lay limp and useless without her struggles to give them shape or purpose. But several devices still retained their shape and I dragged the hooded slave over to one now.

I call it the Reverse Stock. Instead of the medieval punishment device where the victims bent forward to immobilize their head and hands between two locked pieces of wood, this one bent them backwards, over a pipe that pressed into the small of the back. What’s more, they knelt on a hard wooden platform for additional pressure on the bones. Heather hissed as the cold metal touched her skin, but she didn’t resist and held still as I wrapped those thin wrists and ankles in leather cuffs that were permanently screwed into the platform. I considered tying a rope from the top D-ring on the hood to another on the platform between her ankles and expose Heather’s swan neck to whatever extra torture I might dream up but, for now, her being bent backwards was enough. Already Heather groaned at the unnatural position and her delightfully pale tits and ripe pussy were thrust out so far that I had quite enough with which to play. I didn’t though. Not right away. I just stood back and enjoyed the spectacle of Heather’s agony.

Wrists twisted in the cuffs. Teeth grit yet again in refusal to allow any sound past those full lips that might signal pain or pleasure. She held on for a long time, longer than most (only Amanda endured longer) before any sign appeared of surrender. Most people might have read it as defiance, but I had broken many ladies and, when Heather at last let loose, I knew we were on our way.

“All right. All right! Call Louise. Tell her I’m sorry. I’m sorry…”

I didn’t move.

“Did you hear me? Tell Louise I shouldn’t have said those things. Call her. Call her!”

“No,” I said.

“What? What? You can’t do that! When I say stop you have to -”

“Oh, so that’s what you think? Just a little word from you and this whole thing goes away? Everything returns to where it was before?” I asked, deliberately obtuse. “Well, I’ve got news for you, you little slut. Words hurt. A lot more than the pain you’re feeling now.” I paused. “I’ll let you go. But don’t you ever come back around here again. And there’ll be no more cumming. Not like what you’re used to now. Oh, sure, you’ll get a fake master or mistress who pretends to know what they’re doing, but it won’t be the same. So, what is it? You want to leave?”

Heather’s lips parted, the only indication that she couldn’t believe I was ready to throw her out. “No,” she whispered.

“You want to stay?”

“Yes.”

“Say, ‘Please’.”

A pause. Heather licked her lips. “Please, sir, may I stay?”

Another longer pause while I “considered” her request. “Fine, you can stay. But you still haven’t answered the question. What happened last night?”

Heather grit her teeth again. “None of your business.”

“Oh, but it is.” I crouched down in front of her, poised my fingers lightly over those wet, soppy, pussy lips, then grazed them. Heather gasped at the light touch and her whole body stiffened even more.

“You see, Heather, it’s my business because Louise is my slave.” Heather’s head jerked up at this revelation. “Well, maybe not so much now,” I admitted. “But I’m the one who brought her into the scene. You should have seen her then, nervous, frightened, but with a latent taste for leather. Together we burned hot for a long time. We grew apart too, but we still have a meeting of minds. Well, mostly. So when I saw how she was today compared to when we spoke on the phone last night, it’s obvious something went wrong. And I’m not talking about when Amanda was still downstairs with those two lesbos while you were up in Louise’s bed. While she did this to you.” I stroked Heather’s pussy lips. Easy. Slow.

“Ahh. Ahhhhhhh.” Heather’s head sagged. “No. No, please. I love Louise. Just tell her…”

“No. You tell her. I’ll get a cell phone in here right now. After you tell me.”

Heather clamped up again. “You cocksuck -”

My other hand slapped across Heather’s leather enclosed face. Then a backhand.

“You don’t get it, do you?” I said, loud and harsh. “You don’t belong to her. I’m training you now. And until you start to obey this punishment will continue. So go ahead, call me whatever you want. Only you’ll pay for it, and I’m not talking about one exhausting orgasm after another. Oh, that might happen, but not the way you’d like. There are orgasms and then there are orgasms, the kind that hurt so bad that you’d do just about anything to not have again. I could punish you that way. You want that?”

Heather didn’t respond. In fact, she didn’t move. Her head remained at that twisted angle after I had slapped her. Shit, she was already starting to fly, and I had barely begun! I removed the hood, slicked back Heather’s sweat soaked hair and looked deep into those green, glazed eyes. My god, a real pain slut. Louise hadn’t said anything about that! This threw everything I had planned out the window. If I ratcheted up the pain, the punishment, she would only fall deeper and deeper into that sub space, so why then would she answer my questions? Hell, any question as long as the scene continued. I could try denial, not even allow her any kind of play, but what good, or fun, was there in that? What to do?

A hand touched my shoulder and this time I jumped, like when someone sneaks up on you.

Amanda. “Sir? Would you like some lunch?”

“Lunch? Goddammit, get the fuck out!” I slapped her hand away and Amanda backed up. “I said get out!” I grabbed the nearest thing, the arm binder, and threw it at her. It crashed against the wall. Amanda screamed, horror stricken at my outburst, and ran out.

I had to think and I couldn’t do that with some needy cunt hanging around…

“Why are you always so mean to her?”

I spun around. Heather’s eyes blazed, the vague stare of subspace vanished. She was back on planet earth, ready for a fight. “She just asked if you wanted any lunch.”

No, that wasn’t what Amanda asked. I didn’t feel like explaining Amanda’s little intrusion was her attempt to worm her way back into my attentions at Heather’s expense. But then I realized Heather wouldn’t have minded. She felt I treated Amanda bad and Heather wanted to do what was right.

Now that I could punish. Only, how?

***

I set Heather up on a vibrator - not too fast, not too slow, just enough to keep her occupied – and left her alone. Nice thing about the Reverse Stock, I could angle a pole through a slanted hole in the platform and shove a mounted dick vibe at the other end up Heather’s slick pussy. She saw it coming all the way, of course, pupils dilated, licking her lips. But when I turned it on just enough to make her groan and not bring her to orgasm, she just about lost it.

“What are you doing??? Don’t, please don’t! Let me cum! Oh, please, let me cum. Don’t! Don’t…leave me…like…this.”

I left the door open. Even though the Punishment Room was soundproofed; at this point I didn’t care if any of the other townhouse neighbors heard Heather’s desperate shrieks. They bounced all through the house, allowed me to know just where she was on the approaching orgasm chart. Even down in the kitchen, as I ate the delicious roast beef sandwich Amanda prepared for me, I still kept my ears pricked.

“Aaaawwww shhhiiiiiit!”

“She sure has a good set of lungs,” I said to Amanda between mouthfuls.

“Yes, sir,” Amanda said. She knelt on the floor, next to my chair, without any prompting. Now that was a well trained slave.

“You’ve taken a bit of interest in her,” I said.

“Ahhhh!!! Ahhheeeeeiiii!” Heather screamed.

“Because you have, sir,” Amanda said, head lowered.

“Really? I don’t think so.” I lifted her chin, looked into her eyes. “You have no interest other than mine in what happens to her?”

“Oh god. Oh god, oh god oh god oh gaawwwwddd!”

Amanda gave just the barest hint of a smile.

“That’s what I thought.”

I ate some more. Things got quiet upstairs.

“Why don’t you check on Heather,” I suggested. “Make sure she doesn’t hit her plateau too fast, hmmm?”

Amanda’s mouth fell open. “Really, sir? Me?”

“Sure, go on.”

Amanda just about dashed upstairs. Voices floated back down; Heather in relief, that at last someone would take her out of orgasm limbo, Amanda’s light laughter, then Heather’s angry shouts as she realized that Amanda meant to send her back to that frustrating hell of non-climax. I was just about finished with my meal when Amanda sauntered back downstairs, rubbing her hands in satisfaction as if to say “That’s that”.

“Amanda! Amandaaaaa! Get back in heeeeere!” Heather yelled. Thumps on the kitchen ceiling told me that Heather’s struggles in the stock were back up in full swing, along with her angry thrashes. “You…get back here! Turn it up. UP! You fucking cunt!”

So it went. I ate, Amanda curled up on the floor next to me, Heather screamed. A nice, pleasant afternoon.

After the last bite of crumbs still clung around my mouth, Amanda noticed and wiped them away. “I’ve got some investments to check on the net,” I said. “I also need to think about how best to interview Heather. I’ll need some quiet. You did a good job with Heather just now. Why don’t keep an eye on her, slave?”

Amanda just about licked her chops. “You want me to…”

“Yes. Now, I’m trusting you. Don’t overstep.”

“Oh, no, sir!”

Amanda shot back up the stairs.

***

I really did have to work. But during the lightning fast on-line bidding, trading and buy-ins I opened a small window in the upper corner of my laptop. Not for checking any debit or credit though, but for the Punishment Room.

Yes, I had a security cam in there, and in every room of the house. I needed them, given my lifestyle. Everything was consensual, of course, but I needed proof if any lady decided later to call the police. Not that the cops had ever turned up, but you never knew. Now though, I used the cam for my enjoyment, and to make sure Amanda followed orders. This particular cam was set just above eye level on the opposite wall from Heather, hidden behind the peg board on the wall used for toy storage. It gave a good view of Heather with her spread legs and facial agony.

So far, so good. Amanda had shut the door, cutting off Heather’s shouts, and sat just off to the side of the Reverse Stock. She occasionally adjusted the vibrator, turned it up, then back down. From Heather’s body language I could tell she almost climaxed, but Amanda knew how to read the signs. She ought to; I had done it enough to her. Amanda reached down, twisted the vibrator’s knob a little and Heather screamed in frustration. I bumped the sound down, just a little, while I studied a tricky floating rate from a hedge fund. Heather’s pleadings were like music from another room.

“Please, please my back hurts. My knees, oh, god my poor knees.”

Amanda sat back on the floor, knees drawn up to her bare breasts, arms wrapped around those shapely legs.

“Please. I can’t… I can’t…”

“Yes, you can,” Amanda said.

“No…No…”

“You will. Because you want this. You want this.”

Heather shook her head.

“Don’t lie, you little slut. You have to have this.”

Heather closed her eyes. Her head nodded.

Amanda moved in. “There, see? Not that hard to admit, is it? Just face the truth.” A hand reached between Heather’s legs, the vibrator’s hum grew. Heather gasped. Her face flushed. Tears rolled down her cheeks. Amanda leaned in closer. Her tongue flicked out, lapped up the moisture.

Heather’s chest heaved. “Can’t you… Can’t you help me? Please…”

“I can do anything I want,” Amanda said. “And he’ll never know.”

My index finger halted just above the “enter” key, interrupting a trade. What the hell was that?

“You want to cum?” Amanda asked. “You want to cum like the little slave you are?”

Heather nodded, choked back a sob.

“Then you don’t need this,” she said. Amanda turned off the vibrator, pushed it a little further up Heather’s pussy to clear the pole’s other end from the platform and then quietly laid it all aside. “You don’t need that at all.” Amanda got closer, positioned herself between Heather’s spread legs, buried a hand in her twat. Amanda’s mouth opened wide, sucked on a nipple, drew it out between her teeth. Her wet, shiny tongue slid between Heather’s lips, then licked the rest of the tears from her eyes.

“Just let go,” Amanda said. “Just turn into a hole. That’s all you are to him anyway. Because I’m his real slave.” Amanda laughed, slapped Heather across the face.

Heather stared at Amanda, shocked. She wasn’t expecting that. For that matter neither was I. Amanda?

Amanda laughed again and her face turned hard. “That’s right, honey. I’m not a lesbian, but watch. Watch and learn. This is what a real slave does.”

Amanda cast about, found a red ball gag and shoved the almost too large thing in Heather’s mouth. She didn’t just buckle it in back, but pulled the strap tight across Heather’s tear tracked cheeks so that they stood out like a chipmunk. Amanda grabbed Heather by the hair, wrenched her head back. Heather’s wild eyes were two round white saucers as more tears welled up and threatened to spill over.

“Now, you’re going to cum, not because you need to, but because I want you to. It’s what I want, right?”

Heather nodded slightly.

“Good. Maybe you’re starting to get it.” She squeezed a nipple. Heather screamed, but the ball gag muffled the sound. Amanda got back down in front of Heather, lay on her back and brought her head, her mouth, in line with Heather’s pussy. “Fucking little bitch. Trying to steal my master! I’ll teach you just how much you are a bitch.”

Amanda brought her mouth up and covered Heather’s pussy. Heather pulled, twisted against the cuffs, but she couldn’t stop Amanda whose head slightly bobbed, and the chin worked while slurps and gurgles came through loud and clear. Amanda went after Heather like a starved muff diver. Her other hand stabbed between her own legs.

She wasn’t really going to do it, was she? I told her not to –

Heather’s gagged screams told me different. Her body shook, pale skin flushed, nipples hard and erect. She bent even further backwards, unfocused eyes turned inward to the explosions that launched her into unreasoning ecstasy.

I forgot about all the pending trades on line. Up and out of the office, into the Punishment Room. Hurry, before Amanda ruined everything!

I was too late. Way too late. Her fists clenched, toes curled, another explosion of a booster stage sent Heather soaring even higher, and then another, and another. Like salvos from a set of great big guns. It was like I was in a dream, or underwater, where you couldn’t move fast enough. But I did get there. Too late.

Heather’s limp body hung in the stock, but Amanda still went after her. Oblivious to my incoherent roar, Amanda’s mouth stayed on Heather’s pussy, like it was welded there. Not until I pulled her away did Amanda stop, a glazed look in her own eyes, the kind that stared without any recognition.

I wanted to tear her apart. She knew better! But once I saw that faraway look, just like on Heather, I knew that she was gone, off on her own ongoing trip of an orgasm. And she wasn’t coming back for a while.

My mind raced. How to save this? Nothing, nothing, came to mind. I threw Amanda aside and paced the room, the only sounds the two sluts’ labored breaths that eventually faded to spent puffs. I needed to punish Amanda, really punish her, but that didn’t address Heather’s interrogation.

Heather started to come back around. Lucidity crept into those eyes, and they were pointed, not at me, but at Amanda.

Why are you always so mean to her?

I had it. Turn Heather’s morality against her. I knew what to do.

***

I marched off and slammed the office door, made a show of anger. I stayed there the rest of the day and on into the night, made a ton of money and came out only when my hunger demanded a quick, late dinner. Amanda had untied Heather and both ladies stopped talking when I barged into the kitchen. I ignored them, refused to break the sudden, tense silence even when I gave them both my nastiest look and slammed the office door again. Let them stew.

Not even the next morning did I give them a break. I don’t know what their sleeping arrangements were; either separate or together, I made sure to indicate I didn’t care. But when I found Heather in the kitchen, still naked but with rings under her eyes, it was clear she didn’t get much at all. On the other hand Amanda seemed somewhat refreshed, even if still tense when her tentative steps came into the kitchen.

She stopped in mid-stride, a little surprised to find Heather and myself already there. Her eyes flicked from Heather to me with the unspoken question of “What have you been saying to each other? And was it about me?”

“Sir -”

I snapped my fingers at her. “Not one word. As for you, young lady,” I said to Heather, “don’t you have an early class?”

“Ah, yeah,” she said.

“That’s ‘Yes, sir’. Well, don’t you think you should get going?”

Heather gestured at her naked body, uncertain. “I don’t have any clothes.”

I waved my hand in dismissal. “Get something out of Amanda’s closet.”

“But her clothes are too big -”

“Deal with it. You can change when you get to your dorm room.”

“All right. I mean, yes, sir.” She made to go, then paused. “Ah, do you want me to come back after classes?”

“That’s up to you. You’re free to come back, or not.”

“Yes, sir.” Another pause. “What about Amanda?”

“She’ll drive you there, pick you up later, if you want to come back.”

“I mean, what will you do to…”

“Forget that. Whatever happens to her she’ll deserve. Now get going.”

Heather glanced at Amanda who didn’t return the look. Heather dashed upstairs, her movements quick, but uncertain.

Amanda and I stood in silence.

“Sir,” she said, her voice choking. “What are your orders?”

“Just what I said. Take Heather to school. Bring her back each day if that’s what she wants. Do what you need to do during the day to act like the good wife, but every night you’re here. Simple enough for you?”

“Yes, sir.” She turned and fled.


The Terror


Heather

He never forced me to stay, never caused me to miss one class or fail to provide transportation to and back from the university each day. I drifted through the mind numbing lectures, my pc notebook turned on, the cursor blinking away yet never recording any notes. Friends near me were silent, yet their sidelong glances spoke loud enough, wondering what was wrong. I used to take down nearly every word the professors spewed forth and my friends would come to me later, asking for a transcription. Not any more. School’s out. Not doing your work for you. Now it’s your choice whether you pass or fail. Just like it was my choice to return to his harsh lessons.

Every day, after classes let out, my feet brought me back to the same dark car that waited, back door open, tinted windows outside and smothering shadows within. Each ride experienced in silence, Amanda’s mouth gagged, drool running down her chin, eyes fixed firmly on the road ahead while I sat alone with my thoughts of the choices I made. Continued to make. And how much longer I could hold out at the real lessons he taught me of love, despair and terror. The love belonged to us both, at how he so enjoyed the game and at my growing appetite for more. The despair was mine – at how I could end this, have him stop the relentless interrogation and at the same time wishing it would never end. The terror? The terror belonged to Amanda.

Amanda’s hands almost always trembled at whatever torture Marcus cooked up. The whip marks would barely fade before he replaced them with fresh ones, and her hands would shake again, but in exhaustion or overwhelming joy or both I couldn’t tell, because she wasn’t alone in that either. Marcus made sure I got my fair share of trembling exhaustion too.

Every day we shared dinner. I say “shared” but that wasn’t really true. Marcus and I sat at the table. I was naked, collared, but allowed to eat with my hands, while Amanda, crawling on the floor and whimpering like a dog, had to settle for scraps. Oh, she didn’t starve, but Marcus made sure she begged.

“Are you hungry?” he asked, then tossed down a morsel of vegetable into a nearby doggy dish. Amanda scrambled for it, her mouth in the dish, biting it in two, loudly chewing then whined for more. “Here,” Marcus said, and lifted above her a sliced of steamed carrot. “Show us how well you dance.”

Without taking her eyes off the food, Amanda spun slowly around several times. She whined again and jumped partway to the carrot. She could have made it easily, of course, but knew she didn’t dare.

“All right, there you go,” Marcus said. “Good girl.” He let the carrot fall and Amanda, through luck or constant practice, caught it in her small mouth.

I shivered, but not because I was cold.

“You want to join her?” he inquired.

“No!” I said, way too fast.

Marcus took a casual bite or two then said, “You’re headed in that direction. Or are you ready yet to tell me what happened between you and Louise?”

That’s what it always came back to – the obsession of what he wanted to know. I scooped up another portion of food with my spoon, I wasn’t allowed a fork or knife, and shoved it in my mouth, using the excuse of a full mouth to not answer. However, we both knew by this simple little action that I already had answered.

“Go upstairs,” he said. “Punishment Room.”

“But…” I shoved the food aside in my mouth to speak and gestured to the nearly full plate. “But I’m not finished yet.”

“Get going,” he said. Simple. Direct. Strong.

My spoon clattered on the plate. The chair scraped back across the hardwood floor. I got on my feet.

“Not that way,” Marcus said. “Like her.” He pointed to Amanda.

Even though I was collared and naked like her, I couldn’t believe what he just said. I had always felt that things like that, the humiliations, were for her, that somehow I was above that.

“Now, Heather,” Marcus said, with a flash in his eyes. “Or you’ll find just how much of a bitch you really are.”

I gasped. He had never used that word with me before. But it was that look, not so different that I got from Louise sometimes, which told me “Don’t push him”. He was in a mood tonight, one that I hadn’t directly experienced before, though Amanda always did.

“Yes, sir,” I said, and sank to my hands and knees. I crawled along the floor, up the stairs, past his Private Retreat that I knew so well, then into the Punishment Room, past other locked doors that I had no idea what was behind. Once in the Punishment Room the aroma of familiar leather started to work its wicked magic, bring me to that nervous state of expectancy of another night abandoned to passionate pain and wild orgasms. Then, I noticed a rope, one with a lot of knots spaced at equal intervals that was tightly strung up from one hook in a wooden post to a distant other.

Louise had hinted about this torture. She always threatened, or promised, to do this if I didn’t cum hard enough. I stared at the rope, the knots. Couldn’t take my eyes away, couldn’t make my mind stop at the anticipation…

Marcus arrived shortly thereafter, Amanda in tow by a leash, still on her hands and knees. Her bowed head, her long, blonde hair falling between her straight arms didn’t give her much of a chance to see what Marcus had prepared for tonight. At a jerk from the leash she stopped and raised her head and instantly cringed, then licked her lips, as if anticipating a savory, yet also bitter treat. Marcus placed a big, leather blindfold over her eyes, tied her hands in back and shunted her off to a corner, the leash wrapped on a hook high overhead. Amanda had to stand on her toes, head angled as if she were being hanged, but Marcus’ anchoring her like that was more meant to prevent her from wandering. She grit her teeth at the strain, but didn’t make a sound. Not even a whimper. I couldn’t help but guess at what else Marcus may have done to her so that this didn’t seem like so much of a strain. Had he hung her by her thumbs? Put bamboo shoots under her fingernails? While I tripped out I barely noticed Marcus lift me over to the knotted rope to straddle it and then tied me to an end pole.

“Last chance,” he said, fastening a piece of rope tight against my stomach. “Once we start, there’s no stopping.”

That got my attention. “You mean those other times, when you whipped and tied us up, I could have stopped you then?”

He cinched off the last knot. I butted up tight against the pole. Marcus’ gaze was deep and penetrated right through my weak cover of false courage. “You can always stop it.”

And that was the whole thing in a nutshell. Like most interrogation victims I could end the torture at any time, but I didn’t. Just tell Marcus what happened between me and Louise. Go on, tell him. No! That was private and would stay between Louise and myself. Marcus would never know! Never! So I fought Marcus, kept my mouth shut while Amanda screamed and I watched, but I still had the nuclear option. Just walk away. Leave Marcus and Amanda and even Louise to their whips, ropes and gags.

But I couldn’t leave. Could not. No, I simply refused to go back to the dull world of college, of useless book factoids, of my own hand or vibrator taking me to a shell of an orgasm. No, I was caught. Ensnared in a web of pain and pleasure, pleasure that I had no idea existed until these recent weeks, and I would do anything to remain trapped.

Which meant Amanda suffered too because of me. That’s what Marcus drilled into my head every night. I wouldn’t answer his question (THE question No! Never!) so I was forced to watch Amanda’s agony. Oh, he didn’t entirely ignore me either, but he spent way more time on Amanda’s torture than mine.

Like now. The knotted rope delved deep between my already wet pussy lips. I tried shifting my hips, using the rope to rub myself into an orgasm, something, anything to mess up Marcus’s plans, but he tied me up so tight against the pole I couldn’t move. A ring gag followed and I found myself bowing my head forward, away from the pole, so Marcus could more easily buckle it in back. He hadn’t ordered me to do so, I just did it, like the slavish bitch I had become. Louise would have been proud of me. If she still cared.

I had tried to phone and text her during the day but she never responded. She wouldn’t, because now I belonged to Marcus. When Louise brought me here I had heard through the leather hood I was now his, yet I still clung to the hope that this was all a temporary thing, that Louise would rescue me. But with each night, every new punishment Marcus inflicted, I forced myself to face the obvious, he was my master. And he meant to prove his ownership again tonight.

“You think you can hold out?” he asked. Fingers thrust past the ring gag, way back in my mouth, almost right to my throat. They pressed down on my tongue.

“Aaacckk,” was all I could manage.

“You’re going to tell me,” Marcus said. “Maybe not tonight or the next. But you will. You’ll beg to.”

The fingers withdrew, found my pussy, worried themselves around the rope and stabbed upwards. I squealed and stood on my toes and stayed there while Marcus’s other hand reached around the far side of the pole and pulled the knotted rope up even higher so that when he removed his fingers I stayed that way. Already the strain on my toes shot pains up my ankles and my legs. I now understood what Amanda went through.

Thankfully, she didn’t have to endure it any longer. Marcus untied the leash from her collar and Amanda, legs quaking, slowly slid down the wall. She huffed and puffed in relief and curled up on the floor, but her rest didn’t last long.

“Bitch,” Marcus said, standing at the other end of the knotted rope. “Get your ass over here.”

Amanda shuddered, leaned back against the wall, and somehow got back on her feet. Using one leg like a blind man’s cane, she shuffled across the room, but bumped up to me instead of Marcus. For a moment I caught a whiff of her perfume, a hint of lilacs, delicate and fragile. I don’t know whether it was accident or not, but a breast rubbed against mine, and kind of lingered there. Her mouth opened and Amanda’s tongue started to snake its way out, tentative and shy. Then Marcus intruded, grabbed Amanda by the hair. She cried out but didn’t resist as he dragged her to the other end of the rope.

“Bitch,” he said. “For someone who’s not a lez -”

“I’m not a lesbian!” Amanda said. “I’m not!”

“Yeah, right. But you sure do know how to sniff out pussy.”

Amanda tried shaking out of his grasp. She nearly did too, the most spirit she had ever shown. “I’m not a lesbian!”

Marcus tore away the blindfold. “Prove it.”

In a flash Amanda fell to her knees. Marcus unzipped his pants and that constantly erect cock sprang out, then disappeared into Amanda’s wide mouth. Really acting like she had something to prove Amanda sucked on that dick like never before. Cheeks drawn in, two deep hollows on either side of her face, Amanda’s hair flew with every pump.

“You really…aren’t a dyke…are you?” Marcus asked.

“Ummm ooouhhhmmm ummm,” Amanda responded in time with her thrusts.

Vacuum cleaner gasps, tiny slaps of pliable lips over hard, stretched skin.

Too soon, Marcus cried out, a palm flat against a wall to steady himself. Amanda froze, then tried to pull her head back, but Marcus’s other hand slapped onto the back of her head. Amanda squealed again, pushed, pushed back against the hand, but Marcus was too strong. Cum flowed out from Amanda’s mouth, dribbled down her chin, splashed on her breasts. At last Marcus released her and Amanda sprawled on the floor, choking, trying to clear her throat and mouth.

“Don’t you swallow it all,” Marcus said. “Don’t!”

Amanda stared at him, wide-eyed. This wasn’t the usual way of things. Marcus always made sure she took down every drop. What the hell was this?

Marcus quickly tucked away his limp cock, scooped Amanda up and set her on the knotted rope, far away from me at the other pole.

“You better still have cum,” Marcus said in rising, angry tones. He gripped her face, forced open her mouth. “Let me see it. Let me see it!”

Amanda held still for the inspection. Satisfied, Marcus shoved away Amanda’s chin, then pointed at me. “Give it to her.”

What?

Amanda’s expression said the same thing.

“You heard me,” he said. “Keep it in your mouth. And it better be there when you get to Heather. You walk that rope and don’t cum. Not until you reach the end. Well, what’re you waiting for? Heather’s mouth is open and ready.”

He wasn’t serious. He was! The look he gave Amanda. Oh, shit. I hope he never looked at me like that.

Heather’s downturned mouth, her narrowed eyes clearly showed that she wasn’t looking forward to this. Maybe she would if she could cum herself as she crossed the knots, but now it was clear she had to fight all that. She couldn’t run; the rope was too high for that, she needed to walk on her toes. And she couldn’t protest either or the load would spill. Gagged with cum. Yet, she nearly did lose it all. Marcus slapped her on the ass and, with a small cry, Amanda jumped forward almost to the first knot.

Her toes almost on point, strained in white, Amanda humped over the first knot.

“Ummm,” she said.

“Keep going, slut,” Marcus said.

Another small step, then another. The next knot. How could she do it?

“Uhhnnn.”

Marcus coiled the single-tail whip. The leather creaked, an ominous menace.

More steps, more like a wobble. Amanda’s chin scrunched, little folds of lines the only evidence that she struggled to beat back her building orgasm. Another knot.

“Uhhhrrnnn. Uhhhn uhnn uuuuhnnnnnn.”

“Don’t make me whip you the rest of the way,” Marcus said. The whip uncoiled at his feet. He flicked the end across the floor to kiss Amanda’s nearest foot.

Amanda’s head snapped downward. “Uh uh! Uh uh!” she said.

You bastard. Give her a chance!

Breaths shortened. Steps now hurried Amanda bolted over the next two knots, but she paid a price. Her pussy ran like a river, left a trail of juice behind on the rope. The knots gleamed and just about dripped. Amanda paused, tried to get herself under control. Only two more knots to go, but Marcus refused to allow her any rest. The whip lashed out, struck Amanda across the ass cheeks.

“Uhhhhiiee!” Amanda jumped forward again. Lips quivered and a tiny bit of drool and cum mixed together dribbled from a corner of her mouth.

“You keep that mouth shut,” Marcus warned.

The whip cut through the air again. Crack!

“Uhhiiee! Uh uh uh!” Amanda cried, eyes squeezed shut.

One more knot.

Just one more! C’mon, girl. You can do it!

Nostrils flared. Eyes red, brimmed with tears. Amanda staggered forward. One foot, then two. The last knot, right at her pussy. C’mon. C’mon!

Amanda hung on the rope. Suspended between pain and pleasure.

Her eyes opened. One final moment of clarity.

Oh, shit. She wasn’t going to make it!

“Move!” Marcus yelled. Swish, crack!

Amanda lurched forward, mouth open. Lips trembled.

“Eeeeiiii!” she screamed.

Mouth on mine. Cum and spit mixed together flowed between us. My tongue lapped up everything within reach. Amanda screamed again into my mouth and my cheeks puffed out to receive her pain, her rapturous ecstasy. Oh, god. Oh god!

The whip flew, swished through the air, cracked against skin again, only this time not Amanda’s.

“Aiiieee!” I cried. My mouth pulled back.

“You swallow,” Marcus commanded. “Every last drop.”

Swish, crack!

I tried. I did! At last, in between lashes on my skin I received Amanda and Marcus; their combined essence flowed down my throat, merged inside and flooded me in a special bliss that I at last experienced. Just that alone forced me over the edge. Together Amanda and I climaxed, she toppled to the floor in fitful jerks while I spasmed and rocked against the pole, restrained in boundless, violent bliss. Marcus whipped and whipped and whipped, desperate to maintain some kind of useless control, but we now commanded the rage of power and we took full advantage. We ruled.

***

I hung suspended in space, a small part of me still bound, but most ripped away from my body, unable to know just where I was, what I did to get here, or how I might get away.

Consciousness returned and my first sight was of the floor, my toes far below, ankles encircled in rope, with more rope above and below my knees. Wisps of hair floated in front of my face and my essence, mixed with Amanda and Marcus, dribbled over the bottom portion of the ring gag and dripped, dripped, dripped to splash on my toes far below. Through a dark dream I lifted my head. The knotted rope lay on the floor, now a limp snake. Other leather toys lay scattered all about; the discarded single-tail, a hood with the tightening string in back halfway undone, a ball gag that half shone in shiny saliva. Faint, yet still clear, Amanda pleaded for mercy. Angry reply from Marcus. Solid slaps. Sudden silence followed by sobs. More drips from my mouth.

A door slammed. Heavy footsteps that neared grew louder until Marcus stood in the Punishment Room’s doorway. His red face matched his angry expression.

“You better not give me any trouble,” he said. “Not unless you want to wind up like her.”

Marcus barged in to the room, untied me from the pole, but made sure my arms and hands stayed bound behind me. He looped a rope around my throat, loose enough not to hurt, but still tight so that it also served as a choke leash. It almost did choke me too when Marcus just yanked me along after him, out of the Punishment Room, through the hallway, then straight into his Private Retreat. I had been here before, several times; a man’s room, with thick, dark throw rugs, wood paneling, built in shelves with hundreds of DVDs and a large flat screen opposite the end of a sturdy four poster bed. Some large picture books of erotica were spread here and there. In short, it was a place where a man might withdraw from the pressures of the day. Only now something was different.

A pair of large, solid, hinged doors stood partially open, just around the corner of the wall where the flat screen hung. I had always thought it was the walk-in closet. I was wrong.

Marcus pushed me in to the room and I stopped dead just beyond the door. Through the crack between the nearest walk-in closet door and its frame I spied a shape, absolutely still, as if in exhaustion. I shuffled around the edge of the open door, knowing I shouldn’t be moving without the master’s permission, yet unable to stop my disobedience.

Amanda. Tied to a severe, wooden chair, arms in back, her blonde hair matted in sweat. Ankles roped to the back chair legs, legs lashed wide apart, a hole in the seat provided just enough space for a steel pole with a round head vibrator to poke through and touch red, ripe pussy lips. Thin welts crisscrossed the tops of her legs, stomach and breasts.

From behind Marcus shoved me out of the way. Not a gentle pat, but a harsh push on the shoulder that almost knocked me flat. “You found her. Good.” He stepped into the closet, grabbed a handful of wet hair and wrenched poor Amanda’s head back. Wild eyes swung up to Marcus, eyes that held no hope.

He said, “You know this is all Heather’s fault, don’t you?”

Amanda pressed her lips together. The eyes now swung to me, full of accusation. “Yes, sir.”

“Good. Just so you know.” Marcus let go, then returned to me and just about ripped the ring gag from my mouth. He marched back to Amanda, rubbed the soaked leather ring across her face.

“You hungry?” he said.

“Y-yes, master. Always.”

Marcus fingered the ring gag, then tossed it aside.

“You’ve already had enough to eat,” he said. “And I’ve had enough of you for tonight.” From a rear pants pocket, Marcus pulled out a long, white cloth. He knotted it in the center.

Amanda’s eyes flew wide, red rimmed, brimming again with tears and panic.

“Master? Master, no! Not all night! Oh, please master. Please no! I’ll be good. I’ll be quiet.”

“You bet your ass you will,” Marcus said.

“No, master. Master! You know how scared… I can’t take raggguhhnnnn…”

Amanda cried, like a little baby, the tears rolled down her cheeks, but she didn’t try to dislodge the gag. Her breathing quickened, snot ran from her nose, but Marcus did nothing to wipe anything away. He did take care to make sure the knot remained centered deep in her mouth, then also wound electrical tape several times about her head, until half her face disappeared. Amanda whimpered, shook the chair, but it remained upright, as if bolted to the floor. Marcus patted Amanda on the cheek, then shut and locked both doors.

“You’re…You’re not going to leave her like that?” I asked.

Marcus didn’t answer. He just took up the choke rope again, twisted it in his fist and dragged me over to the bed. I fell down on the rumpled sheets, already loaded with Marcus’s and Amanda’s scents. He slapped my legs open wide.

“Do you want to take her place?” Marcus inquired.

Locked alone in a dark room? That in itself didn’t seem too bad. How could things get worse? But Amanda’s reaction, her bulged out eyes as Marcus turned off the light and shut the doors told me things could definitely get worse.

“No, sir,” I said. “I want to stay out here with you.”

Marcus allowed himself a hint of a smile. “Unless you want to take her place, you better put out.”

Marcus stripped down quick, that cock ready yet again. Long, hot, and hard as a rock. It split my wet lips wide, entered me so easy like it always belonged there. I closed my eyes and moaned as Marcus’s heat spread throughout me. Oh, beautiful. He was so beautiful. I floated on a sea of ravishment.

A slap across my face brought me back to reality.

“I told you to put out,” he said. “That doesn’t mean just laying there.”

“Y-yes, sir,” I slurred through numbed lips. Arms still tied behind me, I used them to help push up my hips, bring my pussy to his level. Marcus adjusted his hips too and soon we were both rocking like a thunderstorm. My legs found themselves splayed even further, up against his shoulders in a wide open scissors position while Marcus kept up his relentless thrusts. I cried out, screamed at the agony of pleasure that he pounded into me, the odor of sex from the sheets in my nostrils, of his previous rape of Amanda that I missed, but now it was my turn and he was mine and we fucked and we fucked and we fucked. Hot cum, hothothothot, oh god, give me, give me, more, more, want, need, need, yes, yes, yes…

Madness. Insanity. “Marcus! Maaasssteeerr! I love you! Loooovve yooouuuuu!”

Blood pounding in my ears. Blind. I couldn’t see! Cumming. Cumming like I never did with Louise. But blind, I can’t see! My heart ready to burst from my chest. Oh, god, dying. My life… I was dying! Pound pound. Cock. Oh, wonderful, incredible cock. I screamed, a wild, incoherent noise of pure animal sex. Take me. Death take me.

My arms untied. Weak like a kitten. His strong arms around me, entwined like we were one person. A closeness that two women would never know. Different, men and women, but also the same. Together. And together we lay, covered in sweat, my smell now stronger than Amanda’s fading odor, staking out my territory. This bed, this man, was mine. I touched his face, stroked his eyebrows, kissed the tip of his nose. His closed eyes didn’t flutter once. Already he was asleep, and why not? He had not one, but two randy females on his hands for the last few days. He deserved a break. And as his chest rose and fell in deep slumber I knew there wasn’t anything I wouldn’t do for him.

“I’ll tell you,” I whispered. “I’ll tell you everything.”

He didn’t hear me. But I knew, knew the promise I made and when the time was right, I would answer.

***

I drifted away, to a place where dreams are what you make of them, where everything is good. So, like a dream, I opened my eyes, and found Marcus gone. A pillow with a small hollow for his head lay beside me and I buried my face in it, breathed in his scent. A small night light beside the bed cast tall shadows through the room and I squinted to make things out. Then I saw him, near the room’s door in the glow of his always on computer screen, checking something down on the floor. He straightened, rubbing his hands together as if to clean them off, then noticed me awake and smiled.

“What time is it?” I asked.

“Does it matter?” he retorted, coming back to bed.

“Well, I do have classes in the morning.”

“Don’t worry. You haven’t missed any yet, have you? I’m not about to let you start now.”

“Yes, sir,” I said. “If that’s what you wish.”

Marcus paused in his picking up the television remote and gave me a strange look. “You know what I wish.”

So there it was. Again between us. In spite of my earlier promise to myself and the universe I didn’t volunteer any information. I wanted to tell him. But the way Marcus looked at me; it was like he said “I want to know, but not just yet”. The time wasn’t right. So I remained silent while he pushed me to one side of the bed and slapped my wrists in a pair of leather cuffs joined by a short chain. He turned me onto my back and hooked the chain overhead on a hook in the headboard.

“Let’s see what’s on cable tonight,” he said.

The flat screen came to life. But instead of your usual basic cable, we got something different.

The Amanda Show. The single bulb inside the closet cast Amanda in a harsh light. The angle was high overhead, just off to the side. Amanda’s head swiveled from side to side, her attention fixed on the floor, as if she searched for something that she knew was there, but hadn’t found. Marcus pressed a button on the remote and the low hum of the vibrator buzzed through the speakers. Amanda squealed, her breaths quickened again, and still her head twisted around, searching, searching.

“What is she looking for?” I said.

Marcus deliberately put the remote aside. “You’re not going to answer my question. I’m not going to answer yours.”

Both his hands slapped my tits. I cried out as the heat of the sudden violence warmed me, shot straight down between my legs. I panted as a red haze slowly faded to fill my vision with Amanda. Her frantic search continued.

I tried to sit up, wrestled the chain and cuffs. “What is it?” I said.

Marcus clamped a hand over my mouth.

“You keep talking like that and I’ll gag you too,” he said. “And I’ll blindfold you so you can’t watch.”

Marcus flipped a switch near his side of the bed. The light above Amanda died. The screen turned black. Amanda’s muffled scream leaked through the walls.

Marcus took his hand away from my mouth and took up the remote once more, pressed a button and the screen changed from deep black to green. Marcus had outfitted the Solitary Room with night vision webcams. Amanda twisted in the chair, desperate to get loose. Her plaintive cries now issued through a set of speaker’s mounted on either side of the flat screen, but they were quieter now, almost as if pleading for a stay of execution. Her eyes wider than before, pupils dilated, she strained to see what she might in that almost total darkness. Her head continued to spin about. What? What was she trying to find?

A dark shape scurried by the edge of the screen. My breath caught. Oh, fuck! Marcus didn’t!

There it went again. A rat! He put a rat in there with her! “I don’t fucking believe you -”

Hand over mouth again. Soon it was full of cloth packing, kept secured by another tight white cloth that tied off in back. Marcus held up a third cloth, this one headed for my eyes.

“Uh uh! Uh uh!” I pleaded.

“So, you want to watch after all? All right, but you keep that gag.”

Yes, yes, I wanted to watch! Amanda’s fear, the terror in her green tinged eyes overtook my revulsion at the sight of the rat. I stared, fascinated as the creature darted behind Amanda’s upturned, bare feet. My pussy warmed when the rat, perhaps sensing Amanda’s fear, stood up on its hind legs. Whiskers tickled Amanda and she tried to jerk away. The rat fell back, wandered around the chair. Amanda’s head jerked about, tried to pinpoint it without success. The rat with its better night vision ran circles around her, standing up to sniff an ankle, again climbing a leg, or rearing up in back to brush her open palms. Marcus didn’t remain idle either, adjusting the vibrator here and there, first soft and low, then full and loud. The rat, drawn to the sound and vibrations, climbed up a front chair leg and nestled itself between Amanda’s spread limbs. Amanda, perhaps thinking the rat had gone away, concentrated her efforts on dealing with the vibrator, her muscles now tense on the edge of an orgasm. Suddenly, the rat climbed right onto Amanda’s bare lap.

“Iiiuummmm! Ieemmmm!” Amanda screamed into the gag. Her legs tensed, tried to bounce away the rat, but the rodent hung on, its little claws digging into Amanda’s skin. Amanda threw back her head and let loose a series of muffled howls. At last she managed to tweak her leg and the rat kind of fell off and landed back on the exposed sitting portion of the chair. Its whiskers sniffed around the insides of Amanda’s legs. Amanda held her breath. The rat’s nose touched the running vibrator and it recoiled. But then Marcus turned off the little machine and the rat paused, then sniffed some more. It mounted the knobby end and brought its snout down near Amanda’s pussy.

Amanda threw her head back and, in the green tinged image, her eyes grew as wide as saucers. She stared right into the camera, whether by luck or design I don’t know, but her look was nothing else but a plea for mercy. One that didn’t go unanswered.

I wrestled with the cuffs and chain again, kicked at Marcus, at his hand. Turn the vibrator back on! Turn it on! Scare that thing away!

Marcus got our twin messages. The vibrator hummed and the rat jumped off to thud back on the floor. It scurried about here and there, but didn’t disappear for good until Amanda started the throes of an orgasm that not only let loose her pent up fear and tension, but a lot of anger too. Her head twisted like a demon possessed teenager, her breasts bounced like two bowls of gelatin and she screamed so loud it didn’t matter if she was gagged or not. At last finished, her body slumped in the chair, her head sunk down low above her tits, all the tension gone from her legs. Hair hung around her face like a matted mop.

Marcus put aside the remote, got out of bed and bent over his computer. He tapped out a series of keys, then turned and squatted down near the baseboard of the Solitary Room, right where I had seen him before. A small panel popped open and the rat shot out. Marcus gently petted the furry thing and, cradled in his arms, carried it out of the room.

I stared after him, then at the screen where Amanda still remained tied to the chair. Was he going to leave her like that? All night? No, thank god. Marcus returned, entered Solitary and I watched on the flat screen as he stroked Amanda’s head, much like he did the rat, and gently brought her back to earth. He spoke to her, I couldn’t hear what he said, and she nodded once in weariness. Then he removed the gag, untied her and Amanda slid to the floor, a limp rag. He helped her up to her hands and knees and she crawled after him out of Solitary.

“I think Amanda would very much like to sleep here the rest of the night,” Marcus said, gesturing to the bed. “And I’m sure she’ll be very, very good.”

“Yes, sir,” Amanda said, clutching at his legs. “I promise. I promise.”

“And you’ll show your gratitude, won’t you?”

“Yes, sir.” Amanda gazed up at me and crawled onto the bed, like a lioness stalking her prey.

The look in Amanda’s eyes…like she wanted to prove something to Marcus and I was just a piece of meat over which she licked her chops. Yeah, sure, Louise and I had gone down on each other’s pussy, but not like this! I kicked the sheets off the bed, tried to back away, tried to clamp my legs shut but Marcus split them wide open and Amanda went down on me like gorging on a fresh kill. Now it was my turn to scream into the gag, my turn to submit like an animal. And while I lay back, I somehow found myself raising my hips again, reveling in Amanda’s skillful mouth as a luscious thrill of terror brought me to new heights of ecstasy.


The Report


Louise

I had to let her go. I had to. And the more I repeated that thought the more desperate I acted to convince myself. She needed training. Not that I couldn’t do it, but whenever I tried to get serious Heather flashed those clear green eyes, or her face lit up with a little, coy smile. I’m sure her actions weren’t deliberate. How could you fake pure innocence? But when she did do it I would just melt like a fucking schoolgirl. But, I’m the domme, right? Yeah, I kept saying that to myself each time we’d fall in bed together, much sooner than I’d plan, and whatever training Heather needed to do was soon forgotten.

And the night I told her that she needed to go to Marcus… Oh, what I would give to get that back. Not to mention the terrible things I said. But that sudden argument convinced me I did the right thing, and I kept right on thinking that when I stripped Heather, bound her up, tied the hood in place and drove her to Marcus. So she rode naked in my convertible. So what? I was pissed off at the whole sorry mess and if someone saw a naked, tied up piece of ass in the seat next to me I didn’t give a fuck. The hood and public nudity was punishment for Heather, and my also reasserting dominance, yet I couldn’t bear to look at her face, at the hurt I glimpsed when I yanked the hood down past those watering eyes. If I didn’t hood her I would have seen those tears spill over in the car and then I’d turn right around, speed back to my place and lock us both inside our little world where she’d belong to me. Mine alone.

Oh, that little witch.

So now things were safe. Marcus owned her. He brought in that little pussy of his, Amanda, turned the screws, and together they kept Heather in line and on track for her ultimate destination. Yes, things do work out.

Then why did everything feel so wrong?

She was just a pussy, after all. Just one of the many slaves I trot through my dungeon, an endless parade of tits and cock. An ongoing audition. But her, with those pale white breasts, that little red pubic patch…I wanted. Oh, I wanted –

Stop. Stop that right now. She belongs to him. You gave her away. Live with it.

So I did. I went through all the motions; got up, ate, checked e-mail. And it was e-mail that brought us back together.

Some time after the switch to Marcus an e-mail showed up on my computer. Not another message from Marcus detailing his latest escapade with Heather. (I read them all, of course, over and over. If she wasn’t here at least I could read about her.) No, this one came from the university, a demand from English Professor James Turner to show up at his office. What the hell? How did this show up here? Then I remembered; Heather put me down as an alternate e-mail address when she stayed here. She said it was easier to access through my mailbox rather than putting through all those extra passwords and verifications for her university assigned e-mail address.

I clicked the e-mail open. Her grades were down? What? Assignments not handed in? She needed to meet with him for extra credit or else? What?

I reread the e-mail. Her troubles started around the time Marcus took over. That figured. She got Marcus as a sugar daddy and decided to just blow off her future? Just wait ‘til I get my hands on her. And him.

But first I would deal with this professor. Yeah, he wanted to meet with Heather alright. And I knew just what he would demand of Heather to get her grades back up, the “extra credit” he’d asked. College professor, my ass. Just wait until I got that dirty old man under my thumb and taught him he can’t just have some student suck him off.

***

Talk about navigating the labyrinth. Getting around that campus was right out of a nightmare; twisting narrow streets, almost non-existent parking and a building numbering system more suited for the middle ages. I finally found the professor’s office in some tiny, ramshackle building with threadbare carpet and old, scuffed walls. My boots echoed down the hallway and when I stood in the door of the simple room the man sitting behind the desk wasn’t what I expected.

Hey, what’s the image most people have of a college professor? Either a little mouse of a man or something out of Indiana Jones, right? Not Professor James Turner. Thinning, yet well kept salt and pepper hair, expressive mouth, probably mid to late forties, maybe a little bit of a spread, but still robust. And he didn’t even flinch through his glasses as he took in my best dressed-to-intimidate outfit; spiked boots, black pants, white shirt with a collar stickpin and midnight blue blazer. He did notice when I parted the blazer, pushed my breasts forward in the tight shirt and leaned across the desk, but he neither gulped nor stared. Instead, he just sat there and continued grading essays. “Whoever you are you can’t stay here,” he said, writing a c minus on some feeble attempt at knowledge. “I’ve got a student coming in and the meeting is private.”

“That’s why I’m here,” I said, in my best, smoky voice. “I’m Heather’s aunt.”

He lifted his eyes. “Her aunt?” The way he said it implied disbelief.

“Aunt Louise,” I said. “Louise Moore. I’m sure she never mentioned me. You know how young people are.”

“On the contrary, she did,” he said. “Quite often, whenever I spoke with her before or after class. That is, up until a few weeks ago. But I didn’t know you were…related.”

My short laugh stalled for time. “Well, we’re not. Not really. I’m just a close friend. The family asked me to keep an eye on her.”

“Indeed?” He glanced up from the papers and peered at me over his glasses. “Then I’d say you’re not doing a good job.”

This arrogant bastard didn’t give an inch. He needed slapping down. Oh, I was going to love this. “That’s why I’m here,” I said, coming around the desk, slow. “Maybe we can discuss a way out of this situation.” He still paid more attention to those damn papers than to me! I stabbed out, grabbed his wrist.

“Listen, you fucking bastard,” I hissed. “Just because a student of yours has trouble keeping up doesn’t mean you can try to blackmail her into giving you head.”

Still. Everything still, like a snapshot. His face didn’t even turn red at this bringing everything out into the open. Finally, he laid down his red correcting marker. “Let go of me,” he said. Quiet, assured.

What? Oh, c’mon! No one was this much in control of themselves.

I let go but he held me with that gaze. He nodded to the chair on the other side of the desk. I sat, my crotch somehow gone all warm.

“Contrary to what you think, not all professors are looking for ripe, young pussy. Although that would be nice,” he said. “Heather is on full scholarship, but you already knew that, right?”

“Uh, no. I didn’t.”

His raised eyebrows were a reprimand in themselves. “For someone who…cares…so much about Heather, there’s a lot you don’t know. At any rate, if Heather doesn’t maintain a certain GPA she loses everything. She’s too good a student and I’m not going to allow that to happen. So she’s due a good tongue-lashing.”

“Oh, how nice of you,” I said.

“If you want to question my magnanimity, let’s first start with yours. You came here to intimidate and sexually dominate. Tactics that might, maybe, guarantee Heather’s college career, but definitely the type to add another notch on your gun belt.”

“Now wait a minute!”

“Shut up.”

Shocked into silence. No one talked to me like that.

“You’ve had your way with men for way too long. And women too. That’s obvious to anyone with half a brain. If you’ve got any feelings for Heather, then butt out. She got herself into this mess; she needs to get herself out. You got that?”

“Yes,” I said, meek and quiet.

“I didn’t hear you.”

“I said ‘Yes’!”, I shouted.

“Good.” He stood up. “Now shut the door.”

I stood, gathered my blazer about me in as dignified a manner as possible, and did as commanded on my way out.

“Stop,” he said. “I didn’t say leave.”

He crossed over to an armoire and withdrew a long, thin birch rod.

I froze. My hand gripped the door handle tight.

“Shut the door,” he said again. “Come over here, to the desk.”

“What do you think you’re doing?” I breathed.

“What should have been done long ago. Now do as I say!”

I slammed the door, the force of his personality propelling my arm, pulling me over to the desk.

“Face the desk. Pull down your pants.”

My breath caught, yet I did as ordered. What was happening to me? Not since Marcus first did me, trained me, had I felt like this. Electricity coursed through my shaking hands as I unsnapped my pants, pushed them down well past my hips.

“Lean forward, hands and elbows on the desk.”

I gulped. He was really going to do it! I was really going to allow it!

Swish, crack.

“Uhhhnnn!”

Swish, crack.

“Ahhhiioo!”

Swish, crack!

“Ahhhhiiieeee! Oh, oh, oh!”

That’s all he did. Just three crops. Three strikes that seared my ass and turned me into a blubbering fool.

“Compose yourself,” he said. “Don’t let your…niece…see you like this.”

I yanked up the pants, sniffled a couple of times, wiped away my tears. “I had…n-no idea…”

“…that I was into SM? A wise woman told me very, very long ago that every relationship is dominant-submissive. I just prefer the top. Always.”

Two knocks at the door. “Professor Turner?”

Heather!

He motioned for me to let her in. I shook my head no.

“No, please,” I whispered, cleaning mascara from my wet cheeks. “Don’t let her see me like this. I’ll never be able to punish her again. Please!”

He sighed, scoured about the small office, then pointed at the armoire. I squeezed inside and he shut the doors. Through the crack between I could see both sides of the desk. Heather entered at his command.

I hadn’t seen Heather since Marcus took her. She looked good, but also nervous. White, tense hands gripped a book bag’s sling. Getting called on the carpet for lazy study habits was new.

James (I already called him James!) was pleasant yet firm. Heather needed to do better. Did she need a tutor? Or how about joining a study group? He mentioned the scholarship and how close she was to losing it. Heather lowered her head, said she had recently gone through a rough change. James nodded. He understood, but she needed to focus on what was important. Losing her scholarship would not help her promising literary career. She was a good writer but was in danger of losing it all. So he typed up and emailed extra credit assignments to her web address. (No shit. Real extra credit!) Heather gathered up her book bag in shaking hands, promised to have them turned in early Monday morning and just about dashed out.

He drew me out of the armoire. “All right, the rest is up to you. Dom her into doing what’s best for her.”

“I can’t top her,” I said. “My head’s not in the right space. Not after this…” I rubbed my sore ass.

“Yes, you can,” he said. “You do right by her, or you’ll never sub for me again.”

“Sub for you! What makes you think I’ll ever -?”

“This,” he said. He grabbed my hair, bent my head back and laid a deep, long, wet kiss on my mouth. I squealed; beat my fists against his shoulders…only a few times. Next thing I knew my arms wrapped around him.

He broke off. “Now go. If Heather doesn’t turn in those assignments I will fail her. And you’ll hate me so much we won’t have any chance to fall in love.”

***

I called Marcus, told him about Heather, the academic danger and that she needed a break from the demanding training schedule. He was shocked at her troubles, but agreed, also saying that Amanda deserved punishment best taken care of in private. So that was settled and instead of Amanda waiting for Heather in the parking lot, I did.

I lazed out in the car, top down, coat slung into the backseat. I considered taking off my shirt, but the last thing I wanted was a bunch of horny boys pretending to just repeatedly stroll by or even crowd around. An occasional vehicle did halt briefly nearby, the driver expectant of a soon empty parking space, but I continued to lie back while the sun’s wonderful rays warmed my face and hair. I did shift position a few times; James’s red marks on my ass demanded respect, but the pain faded even though their stings still remained inside.

I had folded my tent so fast! James cut through all the crap, didn’t allow me to run my little dominatrix game. He saw down into my core, deeper than anyone, even Marcus when he first topped me. What James said, that I had gotten my way for too long, still echoed along with my cries when the rod ignited a fire of passion across my ass, and deep within my pussy.

Shit, I was hot. So hot, and I wasn’t talking about the sun. I glanced around. Hmm. No one near. Go for it.

My hand slid down my pants, found that sweet, wet spot. Umm. Yes. Grab my hair, kiss my mouth, let me taste you. Ah, yes. That tongue of yours inside my mouth. A sudden invasion I hadn’t known in so long. And then you left. Took what you wanted, left me to gasp for more, but you, satisfied with what you stole, threw me aside. Told to compose myself, you resumed your everyday business and threw me into your closet, transformed into a hidden prize. And later you weren’t just content to give me marching orders. I am to dom little Heather, or else. I will. I will. Oh, shit, oh cum cum cum. I wiiillll….

“What the hell are you doing here?”

I knew that voice, even if the snotty tone was unfamiliar. I jerked upright, the throes of the hidden orgasm covered up by the action. My hand yanked free and pussy juice gleamed on the fingertips. Thankful for the distant angle Heather stood at, she couldn’t see down far enough to discover my little masturbation. She had changed clothes from her meeting with James and stood in a halter top and short shorts, a deliberate tease outfit for Marcus. A hand rested insolently on a hip, a book bag carelessly slung over a shoulder. “Where’s Amanda? She’s my ride, not you.”

Wow. Talk about arrogant. No wonder she’s doing so bad at school. “Amanda’s getting whipped,” I said with the best cold domme manner I could muster. “And you’re coming home with me. You’ve got a lot to explain, young lady.”

***

Heather squirmed in the shotgun seat, hugging the book bag close to her like a shield. The last time she sat there a leather hood covered her head. Now her eyes were wide open and in constant questioning motion. I let her squirm some more while my car sped through the streets, weaving in and out of traffic with little space to spare. Drivers honked and in answer I gave them the one finger salute as I hit my dominant stride. The memory of James and the punishment rod lingered, but now I was a leather bitch.

We careened around a corner, pulling out in front and almost too close to oncoming traffic. Heather gasped at the Indy 500 move, thrown mentally off balance at my dangerous carelessness. The time was right. “You’ve been fucking off,” I said, then held up an index finger and thumb less than an inch apart. “You’re this close from getting kicked out of school.”

Heather snapped her head around at me, eyes narrowed. A little arrogance still remained. She looked away, waved a hand in dismissal. “What the hell do you care?” she muttered.

My hand flew. Right on top of Heather’s exposed thigh. Whack!

“Aiiihhh!”

The book bag tumbled from her arms onto her feet. My hand imprint soon outlined itself in red on her pale skin while Heather cried, full of drama.

I waited until the final curtain.

“You were given extra credit to do,” I said.

Heather gasped again. “How did you know that?”

“No questions. Only answers. And not one more word until we get home.”

Heather shrank back into her seat, white hands gripping the armrest and dashboard. Instead of leaving my car for concierge out front, we just about flew down the ramp into the parking garage and slid into my spot. I slammed my door shut and pushed Heather ahead of me. In stony silence we rode the freight elevator to my floor and I propelled her through the front door, past the kitchen, until she stood in front of the whipping post. I grabbed a crop, whacked it loud on the coffee table. “Explain yourself!”

Heather backed up, yet she still held some defiance. “I don’t have tell you anything, you bitch.”

“Oh? Is that how we’re going to go? Fine. Then I’ll tell you. You thought you could just screw around in class? Do the minimum and think Marcus or I would say it’s all right? This is your future you’re messing with.” I brought the crop around in a backhand across the side of Heather’s shoulder. I guessed the distance right and, instead of the rod striking Heather’s arm, the leather end popped loud on that pale flesh. Heather screamed and jumped away.

“Get right back there,” I said, pointing to her former spot. “Don’t you move unless you’re given permission.”

Heather shuffled back. She rubbed her shoulder and brought her other hand up to the other one too, arms now crossed. Again that shield.

“Drop those arms,” I said. “Stand at attention. Attention!” I raised the crop again and Heather complied, now ramrod stiff.

“All right,” I said. “If you’re going to act like an errant schoolgirl get ready for detention.”

***

A sophisticated player needs equipment, and an open mind, for just about any kind of scene. Teacher-student wasn’t necessarily my type of fantasy but one that I had experienced from both ends. I sent Heather off to the wardrobe closet just off the kitchen while I dragged a small wooden chair and table to the room’s center. Not the classic set up, I know, but good enough. I placed Heather’s laptop on the table along with a generous supply of blank papers and new pens. A quick shed of my coat and change from pants to slit pencil skirt along with a thin cane and I assumed the part of school mistress. But Heather was another story.

She kept me waiting. And waiting. My hands tightened around the cane. Oh, no. None of this shit.

“Heather. Heather Ann Sweeney, you get out here right now!”

“But I’m not ready,” she called back.

“I don’t care if you’re naked. You get your ass to your desk.” The cane cracked across the table.

A moment’s wait, then at last Heather emerged. She wore a white button down shirt, untucked from a below-the-knees plaid skirt. Short white socks and black, flat heeled shoes completed the look, if not the attitude. “Fine, I’m your little student ready for punishment. Happy? You want me to bend over the desk?”

The cane slapped the desk. “Sit down. Sit down!” I pointed at the chair. Heather pressed her lips together, sighed and her shoes clicked-clicked their way to the little schoolroom set up. But she didn’t sit down.

Her eyebrows scrunched in confusion. “What’s my laptop doing here?”

My turn to act smug. “You thought I was kidding about the extra credit? Get to work. I mean it!” The cane swished around from behind and cracked across both her legs.

“Aaiiieee!”

“Now!”

Heather dove in. I watched over Heather’s shoulders and discovered the extra credit assignments were easy. Ridiculously so. Of course, James wasn’t testing Heather’s ability to learn, but her motivation. You can’t make someone learn anything, turn them into something they’re not; you can only guide them if they want to learn, and that’s what James wanted to know. Did Heather still want to learn, to stay in school? Based on Heather’s actions the question remained very much up in the air. She made good progress, but then she flagged. The tapping of the keys grew less frequent, her stares into space didn’t convey deep thoughts so much as a blank mind. So I strolled around the desk. The cane slapped in my open palm.

“I can’t force you to do this,” I said, following James’s subtle lead. “You may want to drop out of college and throw your life away, but not on my watch. You finish that extra credit. And you do it right. Understood?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Heather said, like she was coerced into some distasteful act.

There were three assignments left and Heather plowed through them, one after the other, yet not without a continued whine.

“Ma’am, they’re so hard!”

“No, they’re not. You’re just lazy.”

“I am not!”

“Oh, so that’s why you need extra credit? Because you did all the other work? Stand up.”

“What?”

“Geeettt uuupppp,” I growled and grabbed Heather by the back of the shirt’s collar. Now I did bend her over the desk. The pens and papers scattered, the laptop almost tumbled to the floor. Up flew the skirt, down the panties.

One two three.

Swish swish swish.

Crack crack crack!

Nothing sensual or soft about this, just straight on punishment. Three red lines, each broken apart by Heather’s butt crack, formed across her ass. They rose up fast, red and welted, reflective of my angry mood. Heather’s hands tried to guard her butt, but the cane, thin and lithe, proved too fast. Finished, I dragged Heather back into the chair. More papers fluttered and floated down around her crossed feet.

“Clean up this mess,” I said. “Get back to work.”

“No.”

Tears welled up in Heather’s eyes. Her lower lip trembled. “Why did you give me to Marcus?”

I froze. So, at last. I thought I was prepared for this, but those eyes, the pain, the hurt. Fight it. Battle the urge to gather her up and sweep right up to my bed, like so many times before. I gripped the rod even tighter, tried to keep that distance. Too late. Ensnared. Again.

Escape. You have to escape.

I whispered, “You know why.” My trembling finger dabbed at her tears. “This is why.” My finger traced those quivering lips. “And this. You don’t play fair.”

Heather sniffled. “Neither do you. You’re just like Marcus.”

Marcus. Mention of him jarred me out of Heather’s little spell, a removed intruder on our little scene. Heather reacted too, but instead of returning to reality, a far off look persisted. And so, I finally possessed a counter spell to Heather’s unintentional enchantments.

I touched Heather’s chin with the tip of the cane, swung her head around until we looked each other in the eye. “You’ve fallen in love with Marcus.”

Heather pushed away the cane. “No! It’s you -”

One hard shove on her back and Heather sprawled across the desk once more. Skirt up again and three more of the best, this time across the back of Heather’s legs.

“Aiieee! Aiiieeee! Stop! Please, stop!”

I wrenched her head back. “Liar.”

“No. I hate him. He’s gross. Just a big -”

My fingers stabbed at her throat, pressed in on both sides of her windpipe. No air, no talking. The best gag. “You mean he’s a big cock. And you hate him so much that’s why you went home with him the night of the party, and why you keep going to his place, every night. Admit it.”

I let up on Heather’s throat just a little bit. “Noooo,” she rasped.

“That’s twice you lied to me. Don’t do it a third time.”

“But he’s soooo harrdd on A-man-da.” (Gasp.) “He treatssss her like ssshhiit.”

“Oh, so you like Amanda?” I asked. “You want her to eat out your little twat?”

“Nooo. Biittch. She (gasp)…fuuuucking…biiittch.”

“Why? Why do you think that?” I withdrew my claw and Heather sucked in several drafts of air. She got her hands under her on the desk, pushed back into the chair along with a grimace as she settled on her scored backside and legs. “Because she…let’s him!”

“And because you want him to do the same to you.”

Heather gasped again, but not due to lack of air. Her eyes told a different story now, one of a long overdue epiphany.

She stared into space as I stooped to pick up a single sheet of paper and a pen. I placed the paper in front of her, wrapped her fingers around the pen. I said, “Finish your work.”

Heather stared a moment longer, then returned to the assigned task. I didn’t threaten anymore, didn’t even speak. I didn’t need to. I just circled her, cane in hand, as she completed the extra credit, emailed them off to James, then stood by while she lay her head on the desk and sobbed. Masochist. At last she faced the truth.

As did I. I loved her. But not in a lustful, must possess her way. No. There was another person for that. For Heather I felt different. She wove her web of beautiful sufferings around and around until I could barely move but now I knew better. Lust. Love. So close, yet so different.

At last she cried herself out. Now I did gather her up, took her up to my bed, made long, slow love to her all night long. My tongue in her mouth, my hand in her pussy, her sucking my tits, hands in each other’s hair. Oh, Heather. We were so right for each other, and yet so wrong. I would have loved you to the end of time or until each of us were destroyed.


The Offer


Marcus

So Louise got her back for a day. Sure, I could afford that. Hell, what was I talking about? I needed a break. That goddam little stubborn pussy. Just kept on taking it, more and more. Not even my siccing Amanda on Heather brought a crack in that masochistic façade.

Or was there?

When we fell into bed last night she breathed something about “Tell you everything”. I thought I had her then, but later when we watched Amanda’s little TV show Heather clammed up again. Jesus, that little pussy sure could change her mind. Yet, as Amanda endured solitary Heather flip-flopped between horrified and fascinated. And later, when Amanda dove into Heather’s little pussy, again that mix of horror and ecstasy surfaced in uncontrolled contortions. So the night wasn’t a total waste. A crack, several cracks, did appear. Now I needed to widen them. The key was Amanda.

I allowed her to go back to bed after she delivered Heather to school. It took longer than usual for Amanda to get back here too. Wonder what that was all about? I checked the odometer. Instead of the usual turn of ten miles for a round-trip to the campus, it read an elapsed twenty-two. Wait a minute, how far away was her house? I ran a travel map on the ‘net.

Shit, I was right. What did she do? Give a quickie fuck to that useless husband of hers just to make sure he didn’t divorce her and leave her with nothing, like the prenup specified? It wasn’t enough that I kept her marked up every chance I got. Oh, no. She had to make sure that her sugar daddy was happy. That’s why she married him. For the money. Hey, I was well off myself, as these things went, but that little shit of hers was filthy rich. Only, if she left him she didn’t get one red cent. So I put up with it, tied her up, whipped her, made it as hard as I could for her to conceal the results of our sessions, but Amanda managed to somehow. Just when I thought I had gone too far, done too much and that she would never return, there would be her car at the gates, waiting, waiting, sometimes most of the night, until I opened up for her. And we would do it all over again because I wanted him to know, wanted him to see, that he wasn’t good enough for her. Maybe he did know and didn’t care. Didn’t care that Amanda cheated on him, which was all the more reason he didn’t deserve her. Maybe it turned him on, having someone else whip his wife. He had money, he didn’t care. Still, money and hard cock don’t always go together. One of the reasons she kept coming back around here.

We had met at a recruitment party for her husband’s business, a headhunter thing I got talked into when I considered joining his no class brokerage firm. Well, I didn’t, but office manager Amanda tried her best to get me to, even snuck home with me that night to convince me otherwise. Instead of giving me a taste of office perks, she got a taste of her own, the kind that didn’t allow her to sit down. She called me the next day, angry, confused, but not saying anything like she never wanted to see me again. She yelled, fumed, accused. At last I got a chance to say, “So, I guess this means you had a good time.” Silence. Then dial tone. A week after that on the security cam I spotted her car across the street. From my computer I rolled the gates open, kept them open and, tires squealing, she sped into my little domain. I told her between us there was no safe word, no agreement of “This far and no further”. If she wanted to experience a slave lifestyle that’s what I promised and that’s what she would get.

She didn’t say no.

I don’t know how she kept her marriage afloat. She did disappear for a week at times, probably jetting off with her husband to some out-of-town event as his trophy wife. All normal. Well, what passed for normal between us. But this thing of her racing home, with my car, then not telling me about it? No, this will not stand. Bad enough I had to share her with someone else. So when Louise called about Heather’s school troubles I wasn’t that put out. Because I paid more attention to Heather (I had to. That little cunt needed to tell me what happened between her and Louise!), Amanda thought she could get away with something. We’ll see about that.

I ran some errands in my SUV, things I needed to do to prepare for tomorrow night that required a physical presence and not just pressing some computer keys on the net. When I got back, I found Amanda in the living room, a little electronic racket in hand to bat around a tennis ball on the large flat screen. Amanda finished her set, beating the game console, all sweaty, huffy and puffy. She toweled dry and found me just sitting and watching.

“Oh, there you are,” Amanda said with a start. “You always sneak up.”

“A wise habit I’ve developed,” I said. “Mainly to keep an eye on you.”

“Am I really that bad?” she asked, coy and demure.

“Depends. Like today.”

“Today? What about today?”

“You tell me.”

Amanda’s brow furrowed. Questions formed behind that uncertain look. Was this the start of a play? In the middle of the day? Heather wasn’t here. Amanda glanced at a wall clock. That was it. She was running late to get our little friend of a project, or would be, if she took too long to shower. But perhaps I didn’t want her to? “Uh, it’s almost time for me to fetch Heather, master. Shall I bring the gag?”

“You’re not picking up Heather,” I said.

That stopped her. A session just for us? Again hope and suspicion fought for control of Amanda’s face.

“Before I strip off your hide, do you have something to tell me?” I said.

Fear replaced suspicion, and hope fled. Amanda’s mouth worked, but nothing came out.

That was enough for me. I jumped up, wrapped my hand around the back of that thin neck and drove her upstairs. The Discipline Room on the first floor was closer, but upstairs possessed more options, not only in rooms to choose, but equipment. Amanda stumbled on the steps, not because I pushed her too fast, but because she knew what waited for her. No, not specifically, we hadn’t fallen into that rut yet, but she recognized my mood. Oh, yeah, real punishment on the way.

We reached the second floor and she tried to lead us into my retreat, hoping that she might short-circuit the upcoming pain and humiliation by luring me into bed. Little witch. Jerked in a different direction, Amanda shuffled past the Demonstration Room, then stood before the Punishment Room’s door.

“Not there either,” I said. And pushed her by the shoulder to another door, to a room I deliberately left unnamed.

“No! No!” she cried.

“Get in there!”

Amanda’s last visit, her only visit, to this room, almost broke her. She begged me later never to take her in there again, that she would endure a month in Solitary instead. I didn’t say yes, but I didn’t say no either, yet it remained unspoken she would see the inside of this room again. Today was the day.

Amanda fell to the floor, already weeping, but that only made me angrier. The walls were lined with equipment, nothing unusual from the other rooms, but it wasn’t the leather goods, ropes or the spare metal chair that set the room apart. No, this room contained bright lights and a single camera mounted on a tripod.

Two black leather masks hung from the chair; simple, formfitting, large enough to cover facial features yet still leave the mouth and eyes open. I put mine on right away and Amanda quickly reached up for hers, but I slapped away her hand. Fear became alarm.

“Oh, please, master. Please.” Amanda fell to my feet, groveling, kissing my boots.

“Get up,” I said. “Get up!”

Amanda held fast to my ankles. Not until I almost kicked her aside did she lean back on folded under legs, her head down, hair forward to hide as much of her face as possible. I pulled her to her feet and she attempted to cover up with her hands but I slapped those away too. She stood trembling, tears welling up in her eyes.

I held up her mask. “Why should I allow you this?”

“Be-because I…I’ll d-d-do whatever…”

“Whatever I want? You already do that. Why else?”

“I-I-I…beca…because it…”

“Yes?” I prompted.

“Because it p-pleases you?”

I smiled. “Yes. It pleases me.”

I positioned the mask, tied off the strings in back. Amanda didn’t quite relax, but her trembles did subside, at last safe in her anonymity.

Behind the camera was another computer on a dedicated line out to the net. I punched a few keys and a message that simply read “The flag is up” flashed out to a list of trusted voyeurs. Within seconds a group of fifty logged in. More joined as things progressed.

The suggestions started pouring in on the computer’s chat box.

Whip her.

Tie her up.

Bend her over.

Spank her.

Pussy. Show us pussy.

On and on they scrolled past. I read a few of them, but already knew what I wanted to do.

I grabbed Amanda’s tight, little tube top, ripped the thing away, the fabric tearing loud in the room, then the shorts too. Amanda stood naked and quickly I got her arms and legs spread out, wrists and ankles in leather cuffs as her back faced the camera. Her hands shook as I locked the cuffs to the chains. Forbidden to touch the chains, her fingers pointed out stiff and crooked, soon to close in tiny, little white fists from the pain. From the equipment wall I selected a medium length single-tail.

“You have something to tell me, slave?” I said.

“Master, I don’t under -”

Swish, crack!

“Aaaaiiii! Master, master, please -”

Swish, crack!

“Eeeeiiii!”

Swish, crack!

“AAAAIIII!”

So it went. The red striped welts grew across her back and ass. I glanced at the computer and took a suggestion to work on those wonderful legs. I selected a cane. Amanda hated the cane.

“Oh, no! Please, sir. No, not that. I can’t take aaaiiiii!”

Several lightning fast swings and Amanda arched her back. Too bad the voyeurs couldn’t see how nice her breasts rose, how the nipples practically popped up, but enough of them were going crazy over the new stripes that ran up and down the backs of her legs. A few demanded that I turn her around and use the cane on the breasts, but I was content with her screams right now. Amanda screamed so well, like one of those old time horror movie queens, that I could just go on forever like that. But I needed a break, so I dropped the cane and turned her around to face the camera. This time I made sure her arms and legs were stretched out to their limits, absolutely taut. Oh, she looks so beautiful, so helpless. I grabbed a handful of breast, bent down, found an erect nipple and sucked for all it was worth. Uhmmm. So tasty and precious. I sucked on the other one and Amanda’s whimpers were like music to my ears. Covered in my saliva I straightened up and gave each a little, vicious slap. I usually gave Amanda one to the face after this and she cried out and averted her head, but instead I left her there, tense and expectant while I checked the computer screen.

The scrolling suggestions reached a frenzy of activity. Variations of things like Yeah, do it again and Whip her tits flashed by. I ignored them and regarded Amanda. Her muscles trembled again, this time not in fear so much as physical strain. Good. I wanted to push her limits. Last time in this room she surprised me by how much she took and now I hoped she would surprise me again.

I caressed her breasts. So soft, so full and ripe. My fingers traced over that flat, firm stomach, down one unmarked thigh, then the other. I cupped her crotch, that warm, wet pussy. Amanda whimpered. She suspected, tried to ready herself for what was next. And when I grabbed a cat she just about lost it. Not in fear, but denying anger.

“No! Don’t you dare! No!” She gripped the chains.

“You let go of those chains,” I said.

Amanda set her jaw, gripped the chains tighter.

“Don’t you dare defy me.”

“Or what? You’ll whip me again?” She tugged at the chains, wrestled, shook her head and shoulders, but to no avail. Her hair flew, wild and free. She got another work out right there to follow up the one downstairs, but this one threatened to tear the chain anchors from the wall. Good thing I had sunk double bolts in the wall studs.

“Go ahead,” she said. “It doesn’t matter. I don’t give a shit anymore.”

“Oh, I think you do care,” I said. “You care enough to answer my question. Or else.”

I faced her, just off to the side, my back to the camera. The cat’s blades twisted and creaked in my hands.

Amanda’s eyes grew round, full of white and she tried to back away. No, this isn’t really happening. He’s not really threatening to do what I think he’s going to - oh, shit, he will!

“All right, all right!” she breathed. “I’ll tell you! I used your car. I ran home.”

“Why?” The blades twisted again.

Amanda averted her face. I grabbed her by the chin. She fought me, but I wrenched her head back around.

“You tell me,” I said and pressed the cat’s handle against her pussy, drew the blades up.

“I…” Amanda breathed and closed her eyes. “I had to…see my husband.”

“I thought so,” I said. “So did you give him his monthly fuck?”

Amanda’s eyes snapped open, the vague avoidance of answering my demands now gone. “What I do with my husband is my business.”

I grabbed her by the back of the neck, jerked her to within an inch of me. “No, it’s not. Not as long as you crawl around here.”

Amanda’s eyes underwent another change. From a flash of defiance they turned to astonishment. “You’d throw me out?”

“Maybe not right away,” I said. I let go of her head and backed up.

Amanda glanced down at the cat and swallowed. “No, master. Please, don’t -”

The cat swung around, a high round arch. Whack! Right on the pussy.

Amanda’s eyes nearly bugged out from behind the mask. Her mouth opened in a huge round “O” of a silent scream, then transformed into a long, drawn out wail. I leaned up against the wall, next to the computer. Waited, waited, until Amanda’s lungs emptied of air. Then, her body shook, rippling from her toes, up through the legs, outward from the arms to hands on up to her head. Her hair flew in all directions and fell back to cling on sweaty skin. Amanda gasped, more than once. Her hands clenched, eyes wet, the tension in her muscles slowly disappeared and she sagged, held up only by the chains. I pushed away from the wall, circled her once more, ran a hand over the welts on her back, ass and legs. Oh, yes, nice marks. Really nice. They ought to last a while. Longer than the sting on her twat.

“So, you won’t talk? I don’t know what I’m going to do with two slaves refusing to answer my questions.” I hauled her limp head back up. The eyes were half open, the jaw slack, just as if she –

“Damn! Did you have an orgasm?” I said, pretending ignorance and pushed her head aside. “You little bitch! That hardly seems fair. I do all the work and you get all the fun. I think I’m owed something for that. Like an answer to my question.”

Amanda didn’t move.

“All right. Then we’ll just ramp things up a bit,” I said and crossed over to a closet where I kept a special piece of equipment and Amanda’s ultimate fear.

Amanda stirred. More than just stirred; her head snapped up, eyes wide again, now filled with luscious terror. “No, sir. I can’t. Not that! Not now! Oh, god, please, no. Let me…Let me please you instead.” She worked her mouth. A wet, pink, lazy tongue licked her lips.

In two long strides I gripped that wet hair, twisted her head back, back, back until that slender neck lay fully exposed. I ran my fingers over it, down either side of Amanda’s windpipe, pressed on both sides, listened as she struggled for breath.

“What will please me is the truth. I mean to get it, either from you or Heather. I have been patient long enough. No longer.”

I loosed her head, strode back to the closet.

Amanda gasped for breath, then pulled at the chains, tried to close her legs, the knees closer but still wide apart. Nothing more than a naked captive knowing her inevitable fate yet still attempting to avoid what must happen.

“Master! Master! No! I can help you! Let me help you with Heather. I can!”

I stood halfway in the closet, ready to roll out the equipment. Yes, Amanda was the key to Heather. Heather shared a pain of kinship to Amanda. That look on Heather’s face when Amanda suffered through solitary left no doubt that if I used Amanda just right…

“I…I can work on her,” Amanda said, frantic. “I’ll get her to talk. I will! She’ll talk. I promise!”

Despite Amanda’s offer and vague promises we both knew she hadn’t a clue as to how to break Heather. Amanda was just buying time, an excuse for not undergoing what she deserved. Well, she got some of what she wanted. I decided to let Amanda anticipate what punishment she would get just a little longer.

I wheeled out the equipment, spare, elegant, modified to one special purpose and always packing a punch. Amanda cringed, bit her lip. Wept.

“Oh, Heather will talk,” I said. “One look at you with this, knowing that she’s next, and she’ll spill her guts.”

Over on the computer the scrolls were flying by, fast and furious.

She’s lying. Don’t trust her.

Whip her again instead.

C’mon, c’mon!

Fuck her! Fuuuuuck her!

Well, you got the equipment out. Are you going to use it or not?

I bent over the keyboard. Hell, yes, I’m going to use it, I typed. Black Party for couples. The usual place. The usual rules. Tomorrow.

I sent the message. Some complained they couldn’t make it or didn’t have a partner. Too bad, I thought. One or two asked if I needed help to transport the equipment, but I already had made arrangements and ignored the offers. I turned off the computer.

“Now, you said something about pleasing me?” I said to Amanda.

I loosened the chains, just enough for Amanda to fall on her knees. I left her mask on while she used that mouth, that pliable hole around my cock. She worked like a slave, back and forth, in and out, a mouth fucking machine that wanted only to suck me dry. That somehow if she did a good enough job, I might, just might, change my mind about tomorrow. I let her think that while she spoke in between sucks.

“I love you…lo…love you. Let me please…use me…don’t let up…don’t…no matter how much I beg…,” she broke off, stared up at me with wet eyes, shiny chin of saliva, trembling lips, “…only….that.” Her eyes swiveled to the…thing. She shuddered. “The last time you used it… I can still feel it inside me.”

“And you will again,” I said, then pushed her mouth back over my ready to explode cock. “The last time I used it you came so hard I thought you’d tear yourself apart. You hate it. You love it. Think of it as a special treat.”

“Ummmm,” Amanda moaned. She went after me with new enthusiasm, head pumping, jaw open wide. And then, muscles tightened, unable to contain myself a moment longer, my cock blasted off like a rocket, jet after jet of hot cum in Amanda’s more than receptive mouth. She swallowed, coughed, choked, tried to take more but some dripped over her lower lip, flowed from the corners of that incredible mouth down her chin to spill over those soft breasts. At last, expended, I pulled back and lay down exhausted. Amanda curled up next to me, rested her head on my chest. We were one.

“I hate that I love you so much.”


The Jolt


Heather

Louise spooned around me, her soft breasts pressed against my back, arms and legs wrapped over mine in definite possession. Gentle, warm exhales, the type of a deep, contented sleep, surrounded and flowed past my neck while her fist enclosed my hand.

Owned and owned. I carried both their marks and what I didn’t get from one I got from the other. From Marcus, uncompromising honesty, a constant demand to do better because we both knew I could, no excuses. On the other hand Louise’s sympathy of what I endured, having gone through it herself, kept me from spinning out. But also her harshness was equal to, if not more so, than Marcus. I don’t know which discipline hand I dreaded more, Marcus or Louise, or whose tender mercies held more of my heart. They spoke to me as one.

The phone rang downstairs and the intermittent noise echoed off the hard walls. The machine picked up and the voice that left a message sounded like Marcus. He didn’t seem upset but there was an insistence that Louise call him as soon as possible. Then dial tone and the machine turned off. A few seconds later Louise’s cell chirped on the nightstand. Louise stirred, moaned, then rolled away and flipped open the phone.

“Yeah?” she said, quiet so as not to wake me.

Ticking of a wall clock. Peaceful, serene.

Louise threw back the sheets, got up. “Hang on,” she said and quickly padded downstairs, but not before I caught a glimpse of those wonderful ass cheeks.

Hmmm. Wonder what that was all about? Forget it. I rolled over. Fell back asleep.

***

Louise left me a note. Gone most of the day. You know where the food is. Take it easy and rest. XXOO

Huh. That sure was cryptic. Why did she disappear like that? Last night Louise promised she would talk to Marcus and see if we could spend the weekend together. Maybe her running out had something to do with that, but to take all day? How long does it take for someone to ask a question, and how long does it take to answer? So, I hung out, alone. Well, not exactly. I did go out, grabbed some lunch at a small sandwich shop where Louise ran a tab and bumped into some college friends who wondered where I had been keeping myself. I fummed and fawed, made up some sorry ass excuse while a part of me, deep inside, thought about taking them back to Louise’s place, showing them everything there and just watching their eyes get bigger and bigger. I didn’t though, but after I got back I put on the white schoolgirl uniform shirt, the one that Louise made me wear while she stood over me as I did the extra credit for Professor Turner, and just tripped on our scene last night. Still wearing it I fell back in bed, imagined Louise cracking the whip across my back, and masturbated, masturbated, masturbated. Yet, it wasn’t enough. I wanted her, but she wasn’t here. As I drifted off to sleep I started to worry. Where was Louise?

I got my answer. Oh, boy, did I.

Late in the afternoon I stirred, still breathing in Louise’s scent from the sheets and found from the tall windows beyond the empty space where the cage hung that the sun had just about gone, yet the loft was still bathed in a soft glow. Then came Louise’s heels on the hard floor below. “Heather? Baby, where are you?” she called.

Louise was back! I jumped out of bed and bounded to the top of the stairs – and nearly tumbled down. Whoa. A quick grab of the banister saved me and I clutched the thin rail the rest of the way down. Even though my mind was awake the rest of my body needed to catch up. Things were still kind of blurry too so I rubbed my eyes while I slowly took the stairs. Louise stood at the bottom, looking up, her smile radiant.

“C’mon, Heather,” she sing-songed. “That’s my girl. C’mon.” She backed up a little, as if to coax me along and held out her hands while still backing up.

I reached out for her. “What did Mar – uurrgg!”

Something passed over my head, then tightened around my neck. My hands flew up, scratched at a thin rubber tube that squeezed, squeezzzed and squeeeeezzzzed over my throat. What the hell?

“Aaaarrr! Uuurrr!” I could barely breathe!

Louise, the smile now vanished and replaced with a hard expression that just about shouted I was in deep trouble, turned away and motioned for whoever was choking me to follow. Soon, I stood at the center of the living area, hands still clawing at my neck. Louise flexed a crop, a long, nasty thing that I hated.

“You want her marked up now,” she said to the person behind me.

“Not unless discipline is needed,” came the reply. “Maybe later. First things first.”

Marcus. What was he doing here? This was supposed to be private time with Louise. Louise’s smile returned, but now sad, as if regretting her betrayal. She sidled up to me. “I’m sorry, baby. But this is for the best.” She passed out of my vision and I felt her take the pole from Marcus.

Louise! Honey, what are you doing? I wanted to say, but “urgg, arrgg”, was all that came out. I fought to loosen the choke hold but, if anything, Louise tightened it even more.

“Do you want her stripped?” Louise inquired, cold and impersonal.

Marcus came around in front, stroking his chin in thought and shaking out several, thin leather belts. “No. No, let’s leave her in that shirt. A little leftover from the schoolgirl scene?”

“Yes. The little crest near the shirt pocket worked well. Gave the whole scene a nice little touch.”

“You want to kind of continue it? Put her hair in a double pony tail?”

Louise pulled me back a little. At the extreme edge of my sight she stood, considering. “No, let’s leave it mussed. Adds to the kidnapped-taken quality. That’s what she is now, anyway.”

Marcus yanked my hands away from the throat. Leather wrapped my wrists, cinched between them, and then another strap around my elbows anchored my arms together. A few more straps wrapped over my arms and above and below my breasts. Then another strap around the hips kept everything nice and tight against my body. One final strap from the waist in front came down between my legs to split my pussy, then up in back tight between the ass cheeks. Marcus nodded at Louise and the choke hold loosened. I fell to my knees, doubled over in a fit of coughs and hacks.

What the fuck was this? If this was a punishment they always told me what I had done wrong. Why hadn’t they told me this time? And where was Amanda? Marcus hardly did anything without her. As for Louise, I thought we were back together! Last night was…well, it was fucking great! So now it didn’t mean anything to her? I couldn’t believe that! But I knew from the tight straps that bound my body, the soreness on my throat that things were different. Through watery eyes I found her, over at the toy wall, her back turned to me, as if I didn’t matter, while she talked with Marcus, lightly joking and discussing which equipment to use, united with Marcus in their desire to inflict torture.

“You…you bitch!” I croaked.

Louise’s back stiffened. She started to turn around, but Marcus stopped her. A wide, leather collar in hand, he casually strode over and squatted down. A hand in my hair wrenched my head back.

“The only thing I want out of your mouth is why Louise brought you to me,” he said.

“You’re still stuck on that?” I asked. “She’s here; why not get her slutness to confess?”

Marcus’ face twisted in anger. A hand flew across my face. A loud smack of flesh on flesh and I sprawled on my side, ears ringing, face hot.

“Don’t ever say that about her again,” Marcus hissed. “Whatever happened between you two last night has no bearing on what I want. You’re going to tell me everything I want to know. Tonight.”

The collar captured my neck, wide, supple and very secure. For good measure, Marcus snapped on a lock in back, ensuring that the collar stayed on, then looped the strangle pole rubber tube around the outside. I didn’t choke this time, but the tube pressed against the outside of the collar and made it easy for Marcus to force me back to unsteady feet. By the time I wobbled up, Louise stood right in front of me, red packing and a roll of black electrical tape in hand.

Louise hesitated; brought the packing up halfway to my mouth, then stopped. “Tell him what he wants to know,” she said. Strange, it sounded almost like a plea. “It’s okay.”

Oh, so now I could tell him? Louise consented that I could finally give in to Marcus and tell him what happened between us that ugly night? Like she had a lot to say about it! Not. Shit, any other time I might have spilled my guts, but now, after she practically cut my legs out from under me…

“Fuck you,” I said. “Fuck you both.”

“Good,” Marcus said, dropping the pole even though the now loosened choke end was still attached around my neck. “That’s just what I wanted to hear.”

Louise sprang forward, stuffed my mouth full until my cheeks just about burst. The electrical tape soon followed, wrapped so tight that some of the packing bulged over and below between my lips.

“Uiimmm! Irrrmmm!” I shouted through the packing. I shook my head, twisted my shoulders all about. Fuck them. Fuck them! I stamped my foot but the end of the strangle pole rattling on the floor made more noise. They ignored me again, selected a few more things from the toy wall and packed everything in a large canvas bag. Which meant only one thing – we were going out.

I retreated to the furthest corner of the loft. Oh, no! Not again. That ride when Louise dumped me off with Marcus, when I was naked with only the leather hood, was bad enough. But at least I couldn’t see and pretended that Louise made sure that no one else saw me. But now things were different. From the way Marcus treated Amanda, making her wear a gag whenever she picked me up from school, and how open he was about his lifestyle, he didn’t care if strangers saw a bound woman in public. But that wasn’t my only worry. I had no idea what the scene was about or where we were going. Were these two some serial killers who finally got bored with their latest catch? Going to have one last fling with their victim before dumping her body in a trench somewhere? So, yeah, I hid in a corner and trembled shitless.

“Okay, good,” Marcus said and zipped up the bag. Louise took control of it while Marcus scanned the loft, confused. “Where did she… What’re you doing way over there?” He found me huddled in the shadows. When I didn’t come out on my own he made a face and tightened the strangle pole around the collar. “Get out here. I said, c’mon! We don’t have time for this.”

He swung the pole around, taking up position right behind me. Louise stood at the loft’s open door, the bag hung under her shoulder. As Marcus pushed me along she said, “Do you want to use the elevator?”

“I do, but the stairs might be better. No one’ll see us taking her out.”

Holy shit! They were going to disappear me! I struggled against the pole, but Marcus tightened the choke hold even more. Oh, fuck, they had me good.

Marcus shoved me out of the loft and Louise scooted around us to a dull, green steel door about twenty feet to the right. Faded stencils designated it “Fire Escape” and Marcus directed me to it. I shuffled along, dragging my feet. Then the gears and whine of someone using the freight elevator echoed up the shaft. I tried to twist back around. “Helmmm! Helllmmm eeee!”

Louise grabbed me by the hair and pulled me through the door. “What do you think you’re doing? You think anyone’s gonna help you now?”

I backed up against the stairwell’s wall. “Eeeeummm! Emmpphh!”

Louise grabbed a tit, rough and hard. “You just do as you’re told and don’t make this any harder.”

She led the way down the steep stairs. Louise’s and Marcus’s shoes echoed in the shaft while behind the gag my whines rose and fell. My bare feet scraped over dirty, old, narrow wooden steps and I took them one at a time even though Marcus constantly pressured me from behind. A single, bare light bulb on every flight gave just enough ghostly illumination to see. I stumbled and bumped against the exposed, mottled red and gray brick work of the walls a couple of times, dirtying the shirt that I recently prized as a reminder of the cold bitch that I now followed.

Down, down we went. With each floor, each door passed I left behind a chance of escape, someone that might deliver me from this spiraling nightmare. But Louise had gagged me well. Sound did escape my throat, but not enough for someone through the walls to make sense of. And Marcus didn’t let up for an instant. No fighting the strangle pole. All the way down to the garage.

We got there and spooky shadows stretched across hard, angular surfaces, just like one of those places in a movie where you expect a lady late at night to get pounced on by the sinister stalker. Only that had already happened to me, so I hoped that perhaps the reverse might come true and someone might rescue me. But Louise told Marcus to wait and scouted ahead. “All right,” she called back. “Let’s go.”

Marcus pushed me along, not caring if I tried to slow things up. I did but he didn’t allow any stops as I half-stumbled across the slick concrete. Cutting across two aisles, weaving in between cars to reduce our profile, we soon stood behind Marcus’s dark Lexus. The trunk popped open.

“Sit down on the edge. Sit down!” Marcus said. Louise guided my shoulders and Marcus removed the choke hold. They swung my legs up sideways and I rolled, then thumped into the spacious trunk. I stamped against the walls and floor of the trunk, screamed past the gag. “Iiiiiiieeee! Aaaaiieee!” No. No! The car rocked.

“We need to keep her under control,” Louise said. “The last thing we want is a cop at an intersection noticing the back end of the car bobbing up and down.”

“And she needs some more of that gag,” Marcus said. “She’s still way too loud.”

Louise bound my legs, some rope from the canvas bag doing the trick. Knees and ankles tied together, she brought them up behind me until I arched way back in a strict hogtie. My shoulders, already strained, reached their limit as my tits pushed out against the tight, dirty shirt.

“Iimm! Eeeemmm!” I shook my head in protest. “Ieeaammuuuurrgggg.”

“This’ll help keep you quieter,” Marcus said. He leaned down and wrapped even more electrical tape around my head until half my face was covered from just under the nose to almost the entire chin. When he finished I shook my head again, but now I sounded even more muffled, like I was underwater. “Ooolllp. Uuoollmmm.”

Marcus grabbed my throat. “Knock it off! Or do you want some more of this?” He shook the rubber tube end of the choke hold pole in my face.

I held still. Didn’t make a sound.

“That’s what I thought,” Marcus said. He tossed down the pole beside me in the trunk, then stood back. The trunk slammed down. Darkness absolute.

***

Wherever they ultimately took me, my time in the trunk sure was long enough. Not because we drove far, but for the interesting detours along the way.

Through the backseat Louise muttered something about picking up a new whip at a leather store called “The Blue Patch”. The car rolled to a stop in the parking lot and Marcus’s heavy tread and Louise’s light click-click of boots receded in the distance. Left alone, in darkness, panic started to creep through me. What if they didn’t come back? Was this how they were going to get rid of me? Just leave me tied up in here? For days? But not too long after that Louise returned and planted her butt against the rear of the car which bobbed a little. A few passersby called out to her and asked if she was headed to the party tonight. Louise said maybe, she and Marcus had to first take care of some other business.

My skin chilled. The veiled reference to Marcus’s and Louise’s plan threatened to empty my bladder and fill the trunk in piss. And then I heard a voice that nearly did.

“Well, at least you know how to follow orders. And yet, not really, Ms. Moore.”

Professor Turner?!

“We’re going to have to work on your sense of timing,” he said. “When I call and tell you to be someplace at a certain time, you be there. Not over a half hour late. And no excuses for being half-asleep when I tell you.”

“I…I ran into complications,” Louise said.

“Yes. I saw the complication behind the wheel. I assume you ditched him inside. So, who’s in the trunk?”

A pause. “There’s no one in the trunk,” Louise said.

“You sure are acting like it, the way you came back outside so soon and how close you’re hanging around the back of the car. Open up.”

Another pause. This one longer. “No. I won’t out this person to you.”

“Open the trunk,” Professor Turner said. “Right now.”

The lid popped open.

Oh, shit! She’s going to out me to my teacher?

But only Louise stood silhouetted against the glare of a streetlamp. She quickly reached into the canvas bag and soon my head was covered in a loose black cloth hood. The eyeholes were a little off, but I could still see when Professor Turner came around the back and peered down.

“So you’ve your own little piece of ass. She’ll be fun to play with.”

Louise gulped. “Ah. You’re not invited.”

Instead of losing his temper, Professor Turner smiled. “You don’t want to share? All right. I won’t punish you for your arrogance…now. We’ll save that for later. But for being late…”

He pushed Louise forward until she lay bent over, half in the trunk, her face next to mine.

“Don’t play fucking mind games with me,” Professor Turner said. He leaned down, real close to both of us. “I’m sure you have your reasons for not showing me this slave’s face, but never do that again. When I give you an order, you obey.”

Louise jerked forward a little and gasped. Her leather skirt hiked up to her hips, Louise bit her lip as Professor Turner shoved his fingers up between her legs. One of her hands waved around in back, as if to push him off, but Professor Turner caught and twisted her arm well up her back. He grunted and shoved some more and Louise’s other hand reached out to steady herself against the trunk’s floor. Instead she got my shoulder and her nails dug deep through my shirt. She cried out, but soft. “Please…Please, James. He’ll…He’ll be back any moment…”

Professor Turner swung Louise back up. She staggered, but didn’t fall down as Professor Turner had a good grip on her hair.

“Your ass is mine,” he said. “From now on, you follow my orders. No one else.”

“Yes…sir,” Louise said.

“Clean my hand.”

Louise wrapped her mouth around his fingers, lapping up her shiny pussy juice. The light from the streetlamp in her eyes reflected fear. And lust.

He tapped Louise once on the cheek. Not hard, but not soft either, then walked away. Louise stood motionless until he was gone, then her hands shook in dread and anticipation.

I mewled behind the gag and Louise snapped around, reminded that someone else had witnessed her sudden, deep submission. She leaned down, tore the loose hood from around my head. “You didn’t see a thing!”

The trunk slammed shut.

***

The building was one of those that didn’t make you wonder at all why it stayed empty for so long. When the trunk popped open and they hauled me out we were on a wide street, once part of a major business district, now full of pawn shops, second hand charities and empty store fronts like the one where I headed thanks to Marcus.

Fuck, this guy had balls! What if a cop drove by and noticed a half-naked, tied up young woman shambling along at the end of a strangle pole? Louise’s anxious expression and constant keeping on the lookout matched my own fear, but thankfully the street was dark due to a couple of burned out streetlamps. As Marcus pushed me along down the dirty sidewalk no one stopped or even slowed down to get a better view of our publicly bizarre little scene. We passed several dark store fronts, at last turning in at one where the large windows were covered with thick, wide brown paper. Only a soft glow of light seeped through, but a good amount of sound did escape. Music. Beat driven, raucous noise that almost covered the other sounds of people in the middle of partying. And other things.

The place was jumping. People milled about, in small groups, or in large voyeuristic and participatory gatherings, with always a slave woman (sometimes two) the center of attention. To the left near the doors the old checkout counter was converted to a wet bar attended to by a well-endowed, dark red-haired, naked, collared woman. She poured drinks, always keeping her eyes downcast. One large man emerged from a crowd, grabbed her by the collar and dragged her to a built-in shelving unit, one of several that lined both walls all the way to the back. The units were employed as individual cubbies, somewhere to store your slave out of the way, arms and legs stretched out, or just a good place to get whipped. That’s what happened to the woman dragged from the bar. Arms and legs spread wide, in red high heels, she screamed as several people pounced and scored her ass and back in thin, angry tattoos. Back at the bar, another woman, already covered in welts, now filled drink orders. Her hands shook as she poured.

“Is she here?” Marcus asked from behind me. “I trusted that boy to do a job.”

If Marcus was talking to Louise, she ignored him. Instead she went over to the bar, placed her hands over the shaking woman’s, and whispered something to her. The woman nodded, then pointed to all the way back. Louise said something more and the woman bit her lip, but also seemed to calm down. She provided a couple of canned soft drinks to Louise and now her hands didn’t shake as badly.

“What was that all about?” Marcus inquired, slightly irritated, when Louise returned.

“You wanted to know where Amanda is. I found out.”

“Seems like that’s not all you did.”

Louise shrugged and looked straight at me. She said, “I told her that sometimes all you have is the pain.”

Marcus slowly pushed me along, people making way for us as we headed for where the woman pointed. We got to the back wall where two gorillas of masked men stood on either side of a door marked “Employees Only”.

“Black Party back there,” one said. “Invitation only.”

Huh? A black party? What the fuck was that? An SM thing for minorities?

“I know,” Marcus said. “I’m the one who sent the invites.”

“Yeah? How can we be sure?”

“Because the invitation I sent you stated that yours and your friend’s names for tonight are Gus and Vinny.”

That more than satisfied them. They opened the door and followed us through, locking it behind them.

“I don’t see her,” Louise said. She strained to see over the heads of other people.

“There,” Marcus said. “Near the exit.”

A pair of bound hands at the end of a rope stuck up over the crowd. Through a pulley anchored into the ceiling, the rope stretched tight. We wove our way through the crowd, some masked, some not, until we stood at the inner ring of people that circled a masked, suspended Amanda. Legs tied at the knees, her toes pointed ballerina like at the floor less than a foot away, she might as well have been a mile up in the sky. She grunted at the strain of her own weight while those pointed toes and legs kicked at formless air.

A hooded man finished tying off the suspension rope on a wall cleat, then nodded to Marcus.

Marcus handed the strangle pole to Louise, then stood next Amanda. Marcus ignored the strung up woman and addressed the crowd. “This is a Black Party. If any of you have any second thoughts then get lost, ‘cause from this moment on, anything goes.”

No one left.

Marcus nodded then inspected Amanda’s suspension. “Nice to see you know how to get things done,” Marcus said to the hooded man who had lifted her. “Where’s the chair?”

The hooded man pointed over his shoulder past the exit door. Marcus told Louise to get me ready and Louise forced me to shuffle over to a floor to ceiling white pole, one of many evenly spaced apart in the room. With the help of several men the leather straps were removed, replaced by tight ropes. White cord wound about my legs, then got cinched off between me and the pole itself. My arms were loosed, only for a moment, then retied much like my legs. Louise half-lifted my hood and, with a pair of medical scissors, cut away the tape gag and drew out the soggy packing. My dry, swollen tongue clacked inside my mouth and Louise allowed me a gulp or two from her soft drink. It helped, but talking was still difficult.

“Wher…Where are we?” I asked. “Where d-did M-Marcus go?”

Louise lowered the hood, grabbed my cheeks in one hand and squeezed. “You’re not here to ask questions,” she said in a loud voice. “You’re here to answer. You’ll answer when she begs you to.” Louise motioned with her head at the suspended, grimacing Amanda.

So we were still stuck on that. Marcus was going to wring a public confession out of me about why Louise turned me over to him? And just because Amanda asked me? Fuck that. If I hadn’t told him already, with all the shit he had pulled, what made him think I’d do it now? If they were going to torture Amanda to get me to talk then, shit, I could stand here tied up all night and just watch the bitch get hers.

And that’s how things started. Amanda hung and spun while first Louise, then others, took turns at making her skin one large, red mass. Louise started off with a cat, soft and slow, lulling Amanda into a false sense of warm contentment, then switched to a short single-tail. Amanda twisted about, legs kicking again, her soft grunts from the cat climbing to higher notes as the single-tail laced her in thin welts. Then Louise signaled for someone else to take over while she took a break and a masked man and woman stepped forward, both with thin, bamboo canes. Together they beat a steady rhythm of thin, whistling streaks of swishes followed by tiny, sharp smacks across Amanda’s ass and the backs of her legs. The welts grew, now crisscrossed as Amanda hung, helpless and her voice climbed an octave higher.

“Oh! Ohhhh! Aiiiee! No, don’t! I can’t take… Heather! Heather, make them stop. Tell them! Tell eeeiiii!”

As Amanda twisted she occasionally faced me and our eyes met; hers filled with pain, with pleading to have me end this ordeal while my eyes… What did mine look like? I don’t know, but I wanted Amanda to scream and scream some more. Let that bitch have it! The way she pranced around the place, always trying to act like the perfect, obedient slut, trying to come between me and my master. Always doing what Marcus demanded, doing things that she knew I could never bring myself to… Go on. Go on! Beat that pussy. Beat that fucking cunt!

Louise took over. Now with a another whip, a much longer one, dark brown and plaited all the way from the knobby handle to just before the feather like end. Everyone stood back and gave her plenty of space. The whip cracked and each time found a bull’s-eye on Amanda’s legs, back, stomach or tits. Amanda’s screams echoed in counterpoint to Louise’s own grunts of increasing exertion. Crack crack! was followed by Ohhh gaawwwddd no no nooooo! then panicky breaths. Amanda kicked, pleaded and cried like a baby but they didn’t let up, not even when Louise needed a second break and another pair of sadists stepped up, one with a paddle, the other with nipple clamps. While the paddle smacked Amanda the nipple clamps bit deep, connected to each other by a chain that was gripped in a tight hand. Each time the paddle struck Amanda’s ass and she contorted the nipple clamps stretched out her tits, a couple of times to their limits, which made her scream and beg even more. Then Louise took over again, finishing with a few more, well-placed strokes. At a sign from her, someone cut the rope and Amanda fell to the floor. She struggled to sit up, but her hands were purple and numb. Louise untied her wrists but the hands lay on top of her legs, unmoving and useless. Thankfully the deep color faded away when Louise rubbed them. A surprisingly gentle act amidst the torture. The hands’ color restored, Amanda folded each under an armpit and bent forward, blonde hair hiding her anguish but not the body shakes.

Marcus stepped out from the crowd. How long he had been there I don’t know. Maybe for most of Amanda’s beating since I couldn’t imagine him missing much of this. He twisted Amanda’s hair, tried to get her up.

“No! Please, sir! Not yet!” she begged.

“Move it,” Marcus said. “I don’t have all night.”

“No! I can’t! I’m not ready!”

Marcus ignored her. Since he couldn’t get Amanda on her feet he dragged her on her ass, like a caveman, to the back part of the room, near the exit. Louise slowly shifted me around on the pole so I got a straight on view of what awaited Amanda.

A chair. Not like the one in Solitary where she spent the night with the rat. Wide leather straps hung everywhere. Bolted to a sturdy platform a black box was also anchored into the wood while wires ran up to the underside of the seat. On top of the seat a five inch metal rod with a blunted end pointed up. Marcus dropped Amanda on the floor in front and ordered her to get her ass planted on it right now. Amanda shied away.

“Fine,” Marcus said and pointed at the hooded man who earlier had indicated that the device still sat outside at the time, and several others near him as well. “Grab her arms and legs. Get her up there.”

Most of the men jumped forward to comply while the hooded man who had wheeled in the chair kind of held back. Two of them spread Amanda’s legs while Marcus gripped her hips.

“Easy. Easy. Oh, yeah, that pussy’s nice and wet. Yeah, it’ll just slide right in. Look at that. Oh, yeah. Slick. Look at those cunt lips, all puffed out and ready. How’s that rod feel, honey? All hard and cold, right? Don’t worry, we’ll warm it up. Now, you guys, get those straps on her. C’mon, hurry.”

The men moved. The leather straps held Amanda’s arms flush against the chair’s arms, her legs to the lower frame, her chest and shoulders to the stiff back. The only thing they didn’t do was restrain her head, probably so that it would shake about in pain.

“Sir, please,” Amanda said. “I…I can’t…I’ll do anything. Anything.”

Marcus stroked Amanda’s mask, soft and loving. “I know, but it’s not my decision.” He glanced over his shoulder at me. “You need to convince her.”

Marcus stepped back. From a pocket he produced a little black box.

He looked straight at me, a thumb poised just above a red button. Waited. Waited.

No! Fuck him. Fuck Amanda. What do I care about that cunt? They’re not going to get me to crack.

Marcus shrugged and said, “Okay, fine.”

He pressed the button.

Amanda tensed and strained against the bondage. “Aiii!”

Marcus let up. Amanda sagged. “And that’s just the low setting. Let’s go again.”

Amanda: “No! Oh, god, noooooiiiiieeeee!”

Amanda threw her head against the high back of the chair.

Give it to the bitch! Give it to her! But god, the screaming! She really was in pain. No, shut up. Shut up. That’s exactly what they want you to do – feel sorry for her.

Amanda’s chest heaved, her breasts rose and fell. Suddenly she grimaced. Her back arched.

“Aiiihhhh! S-Stop!”

“Hmm,” Marcus said. “That was level two. Interesting.”

“How many levels are there?” Louise asked.

“Three, though I’ve never gone that high. Maybe tonight we’ll set a record.”

He pressed the button again.

“Aaaaaaahhh aahhh aaahhh ahhhhhh! Stop. Stop. I can’t…can’t…”

“Sure, you can,” Marcus said and turned a little knob on the box.

Amanda’s eyes bugged out wide. She pressed her head back against the chair, grit her teeth in dreadful anticipation.

How much more can she take?

Marcus looked right at me. “Confess.” He pushed the button.

“EEEEIIII!” Amanda’s hands twisted, formed into tiny fists then unclasped into strained claws. Her feet pointed out at crazy angles, the toes spread. “IIIIAAAAEEEE!”

I closed my eyes. Averted my head.

“Don’t you fuckin’ dare!” Louise said, and zipped to my side. “This is all your fault. No watch!” She twisted my head back around, slapped my face until I reopened my eyes.

Amanda’s head lay slumped forward. Her whimpers floated through the room.

“Okay. I guess we’re going to level three.” Marcus dialed the knob again.

Amanda’s wild, desperate eyes lasered right on me. “H-H- Heather! Tell them. Oh, please tell theemmmeeeeeaaaiiiii!”

Amanda’s screams faded away. Tears ran down her cheeks.

“That was level three?” Louise said. “Try it a bit longer.”

“Oh. All right.”

“Eeeeiiiihhhhh! Eiiiihhhh! Aaaaiiiiieeeeeeee!”

Shit! Shiiiitt! The victim tonight wasn’t me, but Amanda. It was a Black Party. Anything goes! They were fucking going to kill her!

“Heather! Heatheeeerrrrr! AAAAAAAAAIIIIIIIIEEEEE!”

“All right! All right! Goddammit, stop it! Stop it stopitstopit!”

Everything got still, the only sounds Amanda’s gasps and my blubbering. I cried like a little baby. My tears streamed down my cheeks under the hood, hung off my chin.

Louise reached underneath and wiped them away. “Heather, why did I give you to Marcus?”

“B-Because you said you couldn’t train me. Not the right way. You wouldn’t admit it, but you were afraid.”

Louise stopped wiping my face. “Afraid? I wasn’t afraid of anything.”

“Buuuullllshiiiitt. You were fucking scared. Scared that the hard bitch domme Louise was going soft. You couldn’t fucking handle it so you fucking kicked me out! You cunt.”

The crowd whooped at this. Louise backed up, cold and hard as stone. Her hand flew, landed right across my hooded face. She hit me so hard I would have fallen down, but the ropes kept me in place.

“Well, well,” Marcus said quietly. “Now that is a bit of news. Heather, I’m sure that whatever Louise did, she only meant the best for you.”

Through my haze of pain I gazed at Marcus who drilled me right back. Gone was the sadist, someone who dealt out pain for its own sake. Now a man stood there whose hidden agenda was at last revealed. “You know, Louise, I could care less why you brought her to me the way you did, but now that I know, Heather has proven herself a moral person. I will have her.”

“Oh, you will?” I said, and laughed like a crazy lady. “The great Marcus decides I’m worthy of his attention after all. Fuck you, you Nazi asshole! Let me out of here.”

Marcus, his face red, turned away. He pressed the red button again.

Amanda jumped. “AAAAIIIIII! She told you! She TOLD YOU!”

“I said, let me outta here!”

Someone cut the ropes that held me rigid against the pole. I ripped off the silly hood, everyone knew my name so what the fuck did it matter? I pushed my way past all the stunned voyeurs, past a screaming Amanda, and headed for the exit. In a lump by the door lay some clothes, Amanda’s I guessed, and I threw on a pair of too-big-for-me black slacks and bling-bling flip-flops. Amanda’s screams followed me out, into an alley and didn’t stop, not when the steel door shut behind me. Not until I ran blindly down the alley did they fade away.

I stumbled out onto a slick sidewalk. Quiet. The empty street was damp as if from a recent rain. A glowing neon sign reflected in a shallow, distorted pool of water simply proclaimed “BEER” and I raced for the bar.

The inside was quiet, dark and desperate. The kind of place where drinks were nursed and studied as if the answer you sought swam in the bottom. I slid onto a barstool, well away from everyone else and told the slow moving bartender to just pour me something. Anything.

“Let’s see the cash first,” he said.

“Cash?” I said. “Ah, hang on.” I fished around in the pants’ pockets. Found only a couple of dollar bills.

The bartender shook his head. “Sorry, sister, can’t help ya.” He turned away.

“Hey. Hey! I need a drink and I need it now!”

“Yeah? You and everybody else.” He reached underneath the bar, lifted up a thick baseball bat.

“I’ll take care of her,” came a male voice from the other end of the bar.

The bartender narrowed his eyes at the stranger. “You better not welch on your tab.”

“When have I ever?”

The bartender poured me a shot of something brown. I gulped that down and immediately fell into a coughing fit. Getting myself under control I motioned for another and to keep them coming. I was halfway through the third one when the stranger mounted the stool next to me.

“Maybe now we can have that talk.”

I jerked around. I knew that voice.

Tyson lifted his glass to me in friendly greeting. “I’m surprised they let you out.”

I took another swallow of my drink. It didn’t help steady my nerves.

“You should take it easy with that stuff,” he said.

I turned back to my drink. “What do you care?”

“Oh, enough to see that whatever they put you through back there that you weren’t quite ready for it.”

“‘Back there’?” I retorted.

“I saw Marcus bring you in to the Black Party.”

“You were there?”

“Who do you think brought Amanda?”

I tried to swallow again, this time without any alcohol. Tyson was involved in that scene? This guy that I sat next to in class? In spite of all the liquid I had swigged my mouth felt full of dry ash. “Just how heavy a player are you?” I whispered.

He motioned with his head somewhere back to the empty store. “Not that heavy. Funny, you’re finally given a chance to show everyone just how serious you are about the scene, only you run smack into the wall of your personal limits. I don’t think Marcus will ever want me involved again in one his scenes.”

I looked into my glass and the disappearing liquid. “He’s probably thinking the same about me.”

“No. No, I don’t think so.”

The bartender poured me another, but he also nodded at Tyson and I caught a small slashing motion across his throat.

I started to raise the glass but Tyson leaned in and stayed my hand. “There are all levels of play. Just because that last one was too much for you doesn’t mean you still can’t become a good slave. It is you who decides what is done to you.”

Under Tyson’s gentle, steady pressure, I put the glass back down on the bar. I stared at him, not finding my answer in the bottom of a glass, but somewhere else.

Without another word I bolted, running, running back to that anonymous alley and that cold, steel door. But halfway there I skidded to a halt. What was I doing?

Doing what I wanted, of course.

But…but… What did I want? I had run out, ruined their scene, insulted them both. How could they take me back? My hands gripped the loose white shirt, tiny knots of indecision fluttered in my stomach. I want… I wanted…

A hand grabbed the back of my leather collar and threw me against a rough, wet wall.

Tyson’s breath was all over me. His hands ripped open my shirt. My tits spilled out and were groped, squeezed. Soft hands rubbed over my erect nipples.

My own hands flew up, not to push him away, but to unbuckle his belt, pull down his pants. My own pants fell away easily enough, and then my hands were crossed and pinned overhead. Tyson’s hot cock sprang out and my legs parted. He speared my pussy and my legs wrapped his hips as he shoved into and drove me against the wall. He pounded the breath out of me, raped me in the dark with our cold, frosty exhales our only cover of secrecy. He released my wrists and lifted me up higher and drove deeper inside. My freed hands fell to his back, tore at his own thin shirt, ripped through it, scored his back with my own external marks while he left his inside me. He grunted once and cum filled me, flowing hard and hot. He didn’t climax like Marcus, like a selfish bomb, but he did explode. He took me like a man and when spent he didn’t leave me cold and exposed. His arms held me tight, wrapped in safety.

He did leave me though. He had to. We both knew it. I couldn’t go back to the party with him at the same time. He blended into the alley’s gloom, a lone, dark figure.

I slumped down the wall but soon struggled up, found the steel door and pounded. It opened quickly enough.

Amanda was out of the chair. Tied to a pole now, her head hung down in exhaustion. A cleave gag held mounds of stuffing in her mouth. Other scenes had started up here and there; a screaming, tall redhead whipped into a frenzy, a small, curvaceous blissful woman webbed up in a work of rope art, a terrified brunette milf with her arms strung up and legs spread wide while someone ran a sharp-edged knife over her pussy lips.

Marcus and Louise were apart from everyone, in a far corner where they stood nose to nose, arguing. Their voices didn’t carry, there was too much noise now in the room for that and the argument was low key, but intense. Marcus’s scowl was deep while the red in Louise’s face spoke of nothing but fury. They were so wrapped up in their drama they didn’t see me approach.

“…your idea,” Louise said. “We should have brought him in sooner. So don’t blame me if we never see her again.”

“If we don’t it’ll be due to your soft, pissy approach that ruined her - ”

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” I said. I knelt down at both their feet.

Louise glanced down, astonished. Marcus too, but he covered it up quicker. They both regarded me as if I were an unexpected, but not unwelcome, delivery. Marcus also seemed uneasy, as if he struggled with what he wanted to say.

“We…understand…why you left. And, uh…”

“Go on,” Louise hissed.

“We both still want you. But…”

Here it comes.

“Neither of our training programs will work for you.”

So that was it. They were both now kicking me out. For good. I refused to let them see me cry and hung my head. “I understand. I’ll get my things from both your places and - ”

“What?” Louise said. “Why you silly girl. You’ll still be trained. But what Marcus is trying to tell you in his bumbling way is that we’re - ”

“We’re both going to train you. At the same time,” Marcus said. “But with someone else to assist.”

A thrill of alarm shot through me. Could Marcus and Louise put their egos aside? The nasty look Louise shot Marcus at his interrupting her hinted it would be tough. And my following both their orders, their clashing styles, seemed like it had disaster written all over it. A wonderful disaster. But I loved them both, and I was a slave.

“Please, Master. Please, Mistress,” I said. “I’m ready to continue my training.”


The Victorian


Louise

He was a young, handsome thing, one that I could enjoy breaking if the situation were different. For now, though, we needed him confident, yet not too much.

“I remember you from one of my open house parties. You hooked up with Amanda, and Marcus doesn’t usually allow his slave into someone else’s bed, so you must have something going for you. But don’t think because of your pedigree that you’ll get a free ride with me.”

Tyson’s eyebrows went up a little. “I didn’t expect one. Even if you also got a good word from Professor Turner.”

A chill ran down my spine. James? This little twerp knew James was in the scene? And what did James say about me? Did he reveal our impromptu rendezvous? How dare he! It was all I could do to keep from jumping up and navigating my way across campus to his office and demand to know just what the hell was he thinking? Instead, I gripped my hands together under the table in the student lounge, an on-campus wifi coffee bar. It was mostly empty, a few nerd types scattered here and there, intent on their laptops or blackberries, while we sat near a corner at a round table away from most of them so that we could carry on a frank, yet when needed, implied, conversation. But now all that was out the window. This little upstart’s mention of James, couched as a submissive remark, was nothing more than a subtle attempt at domination. I needed to slap this boy back down, and then I would deal with James.

“You think you can try to top me from below?” I hissed. “One more remark like that and I’ll take you over my knee right here.”

Tyson gave no sign he was intimidated. A slow smile crept across his face and he simply nodded once in my direction. “Professor Turner told me how you’d react - ”

“Forget Professor Turner!” I said. “I don’t know what that arrogant bastard told you, and a student at that, but right now I don’t see a lot of focus on what you should be trying to do. Namely, convincing me to allow you to even touch Heather.”

“She’s not just yours. I’ve already gotten Marcus’s blessing.”

“You need both our permissions. And you’re just an angel’s breath away from never getting mine.”

Tyson smiled again, sure that I was only blowing smoke, but when I pushed back my chair and threw on my coat the smile vanished. He wasn’t expecting me to just up and leave him flat.

“All right, all right,” he said, palms up in surrender. “I get it. You’re in charge.”

I studied him until I felt he really meant it and wasn’t just trying to placate. Yes, he was young, and handsome, but also inexperienced and he definitely showed that by overplaying his hand so soon in our little interview. Still, a good mistress knows when to punish, and when to forgive. I sat back down and decided to give him a second chance.

“Don’t you ever forget who’s top bitch around here,” I said.

“I…won’t.”

“Good. Now. Let’s start again. Why should I let you near Heather?”

Tyson didn’t answer right away. His eyes wandered, as if considering just how honest an answer he should give. “Well, she wouldn’t be surprised to see me coming at her with a whip. We already know each other is into SM, thanks to your party that night. A few days later between classes I tried talking to her about our seeing each other there, but she refused.”

“Smart girl,” I said. “She probably thought you were after her ass.”

“No, not then. But we did talk later, at the Black Party.”

My guts twisted. “Did you two have sex?”

Tyson didn’t answer.

I fought to keep my breathing even, to maintain my own self-control. “She never mentioned anything about it.”

“I didn’t say we had sex,” Tyson said. “But, like you said, Heather is smart. And I already knew that. So there’s one reason for me to train her. I’ll know to treat her with intelligence. Another is that I’ve seen the results of your training on her. It’s good. At times excellent, but you’re too close.”

“Marcus told you that.”

Tyson shook his head. “No, it’s obvious. When she needs correction, real punishment, you can’t bring yourself to do it. She’s got you wrapped around her finger.”

“And you’re not?”

“No, of course not. You and Marcus are smitten with her. But I can still take that objective step back and demand the best from her, no matter what…methods…she uses to try to get out of it. That’s what convinced Marcus when we met yesterday.”

He was good, I had to give him that. This boy had a first rate mind and didn’t shy away from difficult subjects. And what he said matched with the information that Marcus had extracted from Amanda on his style of domination. Granted, Amanda had been reluctant in providing some details about her time with Tyson, but he and I, working in a tag team domination, had gotten everything we needed from her. Sometimes I wondered just what made Amanda stay with Marcus with everything he did to her. When I subbed to him he never made me lure someone else into bed, but then he knew never to try. Maybe that was one reason why we didn’t stay together as a couple. But Amanda didn’t seem to have any ego at all, she would follow any order, while Tyson was just forming his own dominant persona which told Marcus and I that he was still pliable to orders. And the night Tyson spent with Amanda, the things he did to her, also showed that his style was a good cross between ours.

Tyson didn’t say anything more. He waited patiently while I ran all this through my mind, and that in itself was another good sign. He was patient, which was rare in a dom so young. He would need that with Heather.

“Well, aside from your stumbling overconfidence at the start of our interview, I am pleased with what I hear,” I said. “You’ll start with Heather tonight.”

“Tonight?”

“You have two weeks to get her ready for an auction.”

“An auction?” Tyson said, with a note of disbelieving alarm. “What? You’re selling her on the black market?”

“Oh, nothing as dark as that. But we do want her ready to impress strangers.” I pushed the chair back and got up. Tyson’s jaw dropped open. “Oh, surprised at what Marcus and I want to eventually do with Heather? Maybe she doesn’t quite have some people wrapped around her finger after all. Well, go on, get going. She’s waiting for you at Marcus’s place, although I don’t think she knows what we’ve ultimately got planned for her. As for me, I’ve got to straighten out a certain English professor.”

***

It didn’t take me long to get to James Turner’s office this time. I knew exactly where to go and I beelined through the milling student gaggles. Several of the pretend adults looked my way, mainly the young men, but I ignored them. The fast click-click of my boots on the pavement caught their ears and my tight leather pants captured their eyes. A couple of the more bold boys called out “Yeow, mama!” but a quick flick of my middle finger shut them right down. I wasn’t in any mood for immature banter. No, I was saving all my words for Professor James Turner.

That man! That idiotic, selfish cocksucker of a miserable excuse for a dom. Who the fuck is he to go off and tell someone about his conquests? Just wait until I get him over my bended knee!

Burning hot. I got to his office building, tramped down the hallway, my boots’ clicks now somewhat muffled by the thin carpet and grabbed the old, round metal door handle.

Locked.

“James! You open this door right now!” My fist pounded on the thin wood. “You coward! You can’t hide in there.” I turned the knob again, kicked at the door.

Another man poked his head out of an office a few doors down. Bald, with thick glasses.

“What’re you looking at?” I yelled and gruffly motioned for him to get lost. “Get back in there!”

The man disappeared, locking his own office door behind him for protection.

“James! James, you better open up! I’m not going anywhere.”

Silence. Was he pretending not to be there? And then, my fury somewhat less, I saw the little note pasted to the door, just above eye-level. His office hours. Shit! He really wasn’t inside but in class, probably giving one of those lectures that put you to sleep. Crap.

I paced the hallway, like a caged lion waiting for its meal. A few other professors scurried by, none of them wanting anything to do with my dark mood. I would’ve worn that thin carpet right through if that’s how long it took for James to show up, because I wasn’t going anywhere. So I waited, and paced, my mind running through all kinds of situations, different ways of telling him off once he did show up. How I wouldn’t stand for him telling that Tyson whelp all about how he…how he… Well, he wasn’t going to get away with this!

“Miss Moore?”

I spun around at the far end of the hallway. There he was, little computer tablet in hand, the other on his office door. His look of surprise was soon going to be replaced by one of extreme pain, and I wasn’t talking about the emotional kind.

“Miss Moore?” he said again.

My steps ate up the yards between us and I wagged a finger at him. “Don’t you Miss Moore me! Just what the hell are you doing telling people about - ”

The tablet crashed to the floor. His long strides did away with the remaining distance between us. Strong arms encircled and held me firm against a woolen coat. Lips pressed tight down on mine.

“Eeemmmm!” was all I could say. My palms pushed against that broad chest, but it was like a couple of little weak kittens trying to move a concrete wall. He took my mouth, possessed it with his tongue, right there in the hallway as several heads popped out from behind closed doors. At last he broke off, but didn’t release me.

“I knew you’d come back,” he said.

“You let me go!” I said. “Let me go, right now!”

He grabbed my hair and whispered. “No. Never.”

He kissed me again.

Oh, shit! What had I done? Gotten involved with an all controlling asshole? A sleazy man who shadowed my every move? But inside, down between my legs, told me different. Already my panties creamed, and all he had done was kiss me. He wasn’t a stalker, trying to find out where I lived or discover my daily habits. In fact, quite the opposite, I had sought him out.

We surfaced for air again. His eyes flicked beyond me and…the look in them! Just like in the parking lot at the Blue Patch. I needed words and gestures to get just one of the voyeuristic professors to disappear. James didn’t need any of that. Doors slammed.

“Wait right here,” he said. “Don’t move.”

I didn’t. What the fuck? Here I was, ready to rip off this man’s balls and now I stood alone, obeying his command while he retrieved the tablet, entered his office, then returned, a little book bag slung over one shoulder. He almost looked like a student. “Come with me.”

In a daze I did as directed. Soon we were near the edge of campus and slipped through a little gate in a chain-link fence marking the university’s boundaries. We navigated our way through lush, tree-lined streets, past old shingle and stucco houses until we turned down a steep driveway to a hidden house that looked something out of old England. Without quite knowing it, I now stood in a small living room, lined with bookshelves and quaint, Victorian styled furniture. There wasn’t anything like a wall-screen TV or even a computer set up. A radio-stereo combination able to play CD’s nestled inside an ornate wall unit, but that was the only concession to modern times.

James stood with his back to the door, arms spread wide. “Let us shut out the world. No one exists but us.”

His voice roused me from my semi-lethargic state and I remembered why I had burned a trail to his office. “Now, just wait a minute. I don’t know what you think is going on here - ”

“I know exactly what’s about to happen,” James said. “The question is: Do you?”

He reached up to the front door and threw the lock. The deadbolt didn’t have a handle to turn but instead was a double-keyed lock, outside and inside. James’s wrist twisted and the deadbolt rammed home into the doorframe, solid and strong. The key disappeared in to a coat pocket.

What had I gotten into?

I could have run, found another door or even a window from which to escape, but James’s act of locking the door stated, if I knew what was good for me, that I wasn’t going anywhere.

From an umbrella stand next to the door, James drew out a thin, bamboo cane. He flexed it and slowly approached, as if he were the one stalking prey.

“You know why you came back,” he said. “And it wasn’t because of any tales I told out of school to that boy, Tyson.”

I didn’t answer, but backed up against a couch, the high edge pressing against my ass. My sweaty hands gripped the solid top, covered in black leather, the only sure thing in my suddenly upside-down world.

“Turn around,” he said. “Drop your pants.”

My breath caught. My god, his face, that look.

I whispered, “No.”

The cane whistled down, landed smack on the back of my left hand.

“Eiii!”

“I won’t tell you again.”

It was all so much like before; I had fully intended to call the shots, be the one in charge. Yet, here I was, once more battling against latent nature and again descending into a deep submissive state. Was it me? Some deep part that needed to give up control? Or was it James? On the surface an unremarkable man, one to whom I wouldn’t even give a second glance on the street, who hid his power behind a dull façade. Did I say dull? The woolen coat, the straight, thin black tie, and creased pants. Not dull. Suddenly, they were the sexiest clothes I had ever seen on a man.

The cane whistled down again, smacked the top of the couch. I jumped, drew trembling hands close.

I couldn’t help myself. Couldn’t. The cane was an extension of his power. And he was so hot.

I fumbled at my pants, pushed them and my panties down to my knees. He glanced down at my crotch and warmth flooded my face. I wasn’t shaved and wondered in shame if that disappointed him. I wasn’t a fresh, young thing with a ripe pussy like Heather, but instead chose to cover up my snatch with pubic hair. Then he smiled, and relief washed over me. I was acceptable.

He spun me around, bent me forward over the couch with my ass and pussy thrust up in the air.

“Don’t ever hesitate to follow an order again,” he said.

Swish! Crack!

“Aaahh!”

“You will never keep me waiting. Will you?”

Swish! Crack!

“Aaiihh! No! Never!”

“That’s ‘Sir’.”

Swish! Crack!

“Aaaiiee! Yes, sir! Yessir!”

“You will behave as a lady in public at all times.”

Swish! Crack!

“Aaahhooo! Yessir!”

“And never forget you’re my slave whore in bed.”

Swiiiish! Craaaack!

“Eeii eeii eeii! Oh, god. Yes, sir, I’ll never forget! Nevernevernever!”

I waited for the next blow. Oh, fuck, my enflamed ass sent heat waves of pain throughout my body, closely followed by another heat from deep in my pussy. Tears dripped from the corners of my eyes, landed on the leather cushions below. I worried about ruining his couch and wondered if seeing the spots of my tears there in the future would please him or make him punish me again. Either way, I knew I would pay for it. And not just with a caning.

The cane balanced across the edge of the couch, next to my head. I jerked a little at how close it was and whimpered.

“There, there,” James said quietly, leaning down next to me, stroking my head. “You’ve done well. Just follow the rules and you’ll be fine. Just fine.”

His hands slid my pants down to my ankles, gently removed them. He spread my legs wide.

“Just let it go. Let it all go,” he said. “The pressure to conform and be a modern woman, the restrictions placed on you by others. Be who you want to be, who you need to be.”

His hard cock slid into me.

“Ohh. Oh, sir,” I groaned.

James thrust, deep and quick and my hips ground against the leather. My arms spread out, hands in a tight grip on the top of the couch to keep me from tumbling over the other side. Another thrust. And another. That cock, that hard, incredible cock plunged deeper and deeper until I swear it almost poked a hole in my stomach.

“Oh, god! God! James! James, please!” I shouted.

He ignored me and kept ramming his tool home, a machine. Just a fucking machine!

“Oh, fuck! Fuck! James! I…ah, ah, ah! James, you…you…bastard!”

A hand slapped across my ass. And then again and I cried out. In pain? Or relief for someone who wouldn’t take shit from me? At last, oh, thank god, at last!

“You’re a slave whore,” he grunted, in between thrusts. “Not a bitch.”

Strong arms wrapped around my waist, under my stomach. Thrust, thrust.

“What are you?” he said.

Thrust, deep, deeper. Hips against ass. Aw, shit. Shit!

“What are you?” he shouted.

“A whore! I’m a slave whore!”

Pound, pound, pound. Hot, hot cock. Hot, hot, hoooooootttt!

He poured into me, jet after jet of sizzling cum. I screamed and fresh tears fell to the couch. “Oh, James. James! I’m your slave! I’m your slave!”

And then the internal eruptions tore through me. One second, all was peace as I teetered on the edge, and then explosions sent me to another plane of existence, one of nothing but intense pleasure and pain, where neither could exist without the other. I shook, trembled at the new world I had discovered. And then slowly, slowly it all slipped away and I came floating back down, into my own, wrung out body. I slid back off the couch, fell into a crumpled heap on the hardwood floor and lay shivering there for an eternity.

“I hope you enjoyed that orgasm,” he said. “Because that’s the last one you get until you earn another.”

***

Fog shrouded my thoughts. Strange faces, objects drifted in and out. Marcus scowled down at me. Amanda screamed. Tyson stared, impassive. Heather laughed like a maniac. James. James led me down a path, lined in soft fur with sharp pebbles underneath. My feet hurt, but still he led me on to a door with a glowing blue light. A sharp cut on my foot and I started to bleed.

“Wha…?” I mumbled.

“Shhh,” James said.

I was slung over his shoulder and he carried me, light as a feather. No blue light in this room, instead tiny candles glowed all around and he tied me down to a bed, a strong four-poster that might withstand any amount of thrashing. Not that the rope had much give after James tied the last knot; he spread me out tight, arms and legs strained to the hilt while I still lolled in a post-fucking afterglow. Not until he shoved a thick down pillow under my ass which stretched my limbs just that much more did I finally “wake up” to my surroundings. Bedroom. I was in his bedroom.

James stood at a closet, door open to reveal all manner of leather goods, much like the “toy wall” at my loft. James selected a crop, and not one of those cheap fiberglass types where the rod is made to resemble leather. This was the real deal. He flexed it and the leather creaked.

“I made this after my divorce,” he said. “I promised myself to use it only on the woman that would be central to my next life’s chapter.”

“Is that what I am to you?” I asked, refusing the compliment and trying to regain some kind of control over the scene. “Just another chapter?”

James smiled and shook his head. “No. More like the last one. But thank you for your insolence. You’ve given me the justification to punish you.”

“Oh, I’m so glad -”

Whap!

“Awwhhhh! Fuck, fuck, fuck!”

On my pussy!

“Let’s just find out how glad you are,” he said.

Whap! Whap! Whap!

“Aaaiiii! James! James, don’t! I beg you! Aiiii!”

Whap whap.

“Eeiiihh!”

My pussy! My tender pussy! I couldn’t see it but the lips burned just like a sizzling match had torched them. I writhed in the ropes, tried to twist my hips away, anything to escape the relentless onslaught of pure pain. I cried out at each smack of the crop, pleaded for mercy, promised to suck James off or even take it up the ass. I even promised him a night with Heather.

He paused.

“You’d give me your slave?” he said.

“Yes! Yes!” I said, frantic to keep him distracted. “You can do anything you want to her.”

“Even this?” The crop whistled down again – Smack!

“Ahhhiiiww! Yes! Anything, anything!”

Another pause. Quiet.

The red haze of pain faded away from my sight. For a moment, the briefest second, I thought I had “won”, and gotten James to consider torturing Heather instead of me. But as the room shifted back into focus the fury on his face told a different story.

“Bitch!”

Backhanded smack of the crop. Right across a tit.

Sting. Fire. Buuuurrnnn.

He grabbed my hair, twisted my head around to face him.

“You goddam bitch! You know Heather is my student. I should jeopardize my career just because you can’t take your punishment?”

“No, no!” I said.

“Shut up,” he said. “I thought we’d have a nice time together. Now it looks like I’ll have to punish you even more.” He shrugged. “Greek myth says you women get nine parts out of ten in pleasure during the sex act. Now you’re going to get nine out of ten in pain.”

“No!”

Whap!

“Eiii!”

My tits, oh god, my poor tits! The crop fell and they ignited in fire. I threw my head against the pillow, squeezed my eyes shut and grit my teeth. Marcus had never put me through anything like this. Fuck, when James promised “punishment” he wasn’t kidding.

I gasped for air. “I’m…I’m sorry! I’m – ahhiii! I’m sorry! Please, James, please! Let me – aaaiii! Let me make it up to you! I’ll do whatever you want!”

The blows stopped. James stood over me at the side of the bed. He flexed the crop again. Creak, creak. The crop swished down.

I tensed. No, not again!

The crop danced lightly across my nipples, then pressed down on my sore tits.

Through clenched teeth I sucked in my breath and this time didn’t try to twist away, but instead shivered at the subtle, delicious pain. My hands tightened into fists, my toes curled, and I held still. I didn’t want to interrupt James’s consideration of my latest offer and a possible return to the “punishment”.

“You’re already my slave,” he said. “I could do anything I want to you right now.”

A pit opened up in my stomach.

“But your offer has merit. Very well. You stay here. Three days. Afterwards, you go and we’ll never see each other again. Or…”

I swallowed, licked my lips. “Or what?” I croaked.

“Or you come back. And stay.”

“Stay? You mean as your slave?”

“I mean, stay. Forever.”

“Forev…? But, I hardly know - ”

“That’s what the three days are for. If you can’t get to know a person by then, the way we’re going to,” he flexed the crop again, “you never will.”

An electric current of excitement, and fear, ran all through me. I held my breath. “Three days? But Heather… I have to supervise her training - ”

The crop smacked down on my flat stomach. Not too hard, but enough to tell me James could easily have given me a welt that would have lasted for days and hurt with every breath.

“Yes, sir!” I cried. “Three days! Yes, sir!”

“Good,” he said. “You really didn’t have any other choice.”

He mounted and raped me again. Long, slow, unhurried. No, not raped. Not when you wanted it.

***

Can’t see. Can’t speak. Can’t hear.

The hood trapped me. Leather pressed all around, a second skin that covered my head, demanded my total attention in a realm where nothing I did would allow me to ignore its tight presence. Before James welded the hood on he held it in his hands, casual, as if handling a severe punishment device was something he did every day. Given how fast and easy he positioned and laced it up, I didn’t doubt it.

“I have to fetch your car,” he said, while he shoved the large plug inside my mouth. “On-campus parking is scarce and if your car isn’t moved in two days it’ll get towed. It shouldn’t be hard to find your car. The visitors’ lot is small and I’ll just keep pressing the remote car alarm until it goes off. In the meantime, I see no reason why your punishment shouldn’t continue. You have the freedom of the house.”

“Urrmmnnn urrnn,” was all I could say.

The pliable, soft leather hood flipped over my head, a double layer that not only held my head captive, but intensified any sensation, any touch from the outside. Little round pads of leather sewn in the inside pressed down against my eyes and two more covered my ears. The sole tactile reminder my head was allowed of any outside world were the twin nose holes. I sucked in the needed air, but even that smelled of leather. No escaping it.

James pushed my hair up in back, tucked it inside the hood, making it stretch tighter. Then the laces, over and back, crisscrossed down the back of my head and with each thread, each tug, the hood pressed against my skin, unyielding until it became a natural part of my body. Then the lace knotted at the base of my neck, followed by a leather strap, like a built-in collar, wrapped around my neck. I couldn’t hear it but felt a lock click in place at the base.

His fingernails roamed over the hood, like someone pressing a finger in your ear, only magnified. My whole head resonated with the muffled scratches. I moaned and turned around. My own hands sought out his, found them, squeezed them, then reached out and found his waist, his belt, those soft slacks and that hard cock that bulged underneath. I pushed my head against it, felt it press through the pants on my leather cheek.

James said something, but I couldn’t hear. Then he lifted me up on my feet and led me by a finger hooked through the hood’s front ring collar out of the bedroom to another part of the house. My feet slapped on the hardwood floor and my hands gripped his leading arm like a lifeline. We stopped on a thick rug and he spun me about. I screamed inside the hood, afraid of losing my balance, but his hands steadied me, then withdrew. His heavy footsteps faded away in the distance. Gone. He was gone.

I spread my arms out, like a blind man walking down an unfamiliar street, searching, searching for anything to tell me where I was. My big toe jammed into a straight backed wooden chair and I screamed at the bad pain in my foot, flung my arms about, sought something solid to hit in retaliation. Instead all I did was strike the back of the chair and bruise my knuckles. Goddammit! Just what the hell is he doing? Dangerous. So fucking dangerous. You never leave a slave alone blindfolded and gagged.

But he did. And I did nothing to stop him. His slave. A slave that would only beg him to do worse…

No. Don’t think that. You’ve had slaves of your own. Still have one. You’re strong. You can handle this and anything else he throws at you. Okay, fine. You found a chair, something solid to build your new world on. Explore the chair. Padded, the back rest was padded in silk and…

A dildo? A long rubber cock stuck straight up from the chair’s seat. I recoiled and squealed. Did he expect me to sit on that? Fuck, it was big. And thick. Was this a test? Did he expect to find me straddling that thing, moaning while I humped away?

No. Let him get used to disappointment. Besides, he said I had the freedom of the house. So let’s go.

Arms spread out I shuffled across the rug, then the hardwood floor again. I found a doorway and my hands seized on the ridged side to guide me through. Arms stretched out to either side, not quite able to touch both sides of the hall at the same time but it was enough to find my way back to a large room. The living room where he bent me over the couch? No. No, this room seemed different somehow. Then where..?

Something brushed against the side of the hood, then cold steel of a hanging chain banged against my collarbone. Fuck! This wasn’t fair! I punched the air again, screamed inside the hood. Get it off. Get it off!

I fell to my knees and tore at the leather, my own nails scratching over the new skin, unable to adjust the hood in even the smallest way. Fingers wrapped and pulled the laces in back, tried to loosen things up, but they were all so tight! I tugged at the lock in back, grunted, screamed, called out for any justice, but no one heard. And even if they did, they wouldn’t have cared. I pounded my fist on the floor, bent forward, pressed my head to the hardwood and cried. This wasn’t fair. Not fair! James hadn’t granted me any freedom, only its illusion.

I trembled. With my slaves there was always the understanding that they could end things whenever they wanted, and I had to comply. Even when I subbed to Marcus everything remained safe. We played under the idea that being held prisoner was the illusion, and freedom, the slave’s ultimate control, was reality. But now, with just the simple act of my wearing this hood, with no way of getting it off, and being left alone, things weren’t safe. And there wasn’t any way for me to stop it. I really was his slave, his prisoner.

But I still had one thing under my control.

My hands shot down to my pussy. Still warm. What was I saying? It was always warm since James asserted his mastery. Wet. Didn’t need any of my spit to get things started. I lay back on the floor, spread my legs wide, and masturbated like a frustrated virgin.

Ummm. Yes. Nice and slow. Easy, nice…and…slow… That’s right. Build up, build up to that tiny point just before you tip over. Oh, yes, feel the pussy, those tender, still sore lips. Swirl. Fingers swirl in delicate motion. Now the clit hood, pull it back, gently and just the lightest touch on that sweet spot… Ohhh. Ohhhhhhh. The muscles contracting. Yes, that’s right. Here she comes, building, building, build…

Hands, strong hands gripped my arms, tore my own away from my pussy. No, please! I was almost there!

James’s head pressed against mine. It was hard, but I heard him. He sounded like a whisper, but the timber of his voice told me he yelled at full lung capacity.

“What did I tell you about earning an orgasm?” he asked. “You think you’ve earned one, and by your own hand? You arrogant little bitch! You’ve just bought yourself three days of denial. And I’m not even sure I’m going to fuck you now. That would be like you winning.”

What had I done? But what had James done too? He had pretended to leave? Just to watch me fuck up? Bastard! Fucking bastard! I struggled to escape, but his grip was like an iron manacle. He twisted me around, pinned my arms in back and held my two thin wrists in those meaty hands. Rope soon bound them, then my upper arms too. Forced to my knees, then on my stomach and breasts more rope wound about my ankles which were pulled up tight against my clawing fingers and tied to my wrists. A toe flipped me over on my side. The floor creaked as he knelt beside me.

“I gave you the freedom of the house,” he said to me through the hood. “Not your body. That belongs to me. I’ll be back soon.”

A hand slapped both my tits. Whack, whack. I screamed inside the hood. Two more slaps. More screams.

Feet stomped away. The distant slam of a door soon followed by a thin draft of cold, outside air. He was really gone this time.

I shivered, and not from the frigid air. I was his, and nothing I might do, no pussy safe word, would change that.

***

I stood rigid against a steel pole, but instead of my arms tied behind it, my chest pressed against it with my neck held secure in an unforgiving metal collar welded to the pole’s top. My breasts straddled either side of the pole while nipple clamps pinched each tit. A light, golden chain connected both and wrapped around the pole so that I might move from side to side, but not pull back without stretching my tits.

“At breakfast, when I told you to kneel beside my chair,” he said, “you hesitated.”

“I…thought you would allow me…”

“Allow what?”

“…to sit next to you.”

“Really? Did I tell you to set another plate on the table? Did I order you to pour yourself some coffee?”

“No, sir.”

“Then why did you think I’d allow you in a chair?”

I pressed my lips together, averted my eyes. “Because of what we shared yesterday. Last night.” In spite of his earlier threat, we had fucked constantly, our mutual sweat soaking the sheets. At the start, James had kept me tied up, but later he turned me loose and we rutted like a pair of sex-starved animals. But only he reached orgasm. Not allowed my own climax, I found other ways to demonstrate my passion. My scratches on his neck were still fresh, red and raw. Several bite marks on his shoulder nearly drew blood. I buried my hands in his hair, cursed him through gritted teeth, then suddenly pressed him close to me, my breasts against his solid chest. Near dawn we fell into exhausted sleep, didn’t wake up until way past noon, and only just finished “breakfast”, more like a late lunch. I made the food, dressed only in a skimpy apron, but I felt James’s eyes on me, measuring, assessing, like a webcam that never stopped recording my every move. I got so nervous the spatula and a salt shaker dropped right out of my hands. And when he ordered me to kneel and receive my food like scraps for a dog I nearly said “What the fuck?” But his expression stopped me, and I knew I had screwed up.

He fed me, my teeth gently removing from his fork a little morsel at a time. I bent down and drank my coffee from a bowl on the floor. I got enough food, then curled up at his soft, slippered feet while he read the newspaper. My chained hands stroked the slippers’ fur, and I laid my head down, warm food in my belly, his feet and ankles cupped in my hands. Content.

The crinkle of the newspaper eventually stopped and the feet pulled away. Hand in my hair, he dragged me to the dungeon and soon I was set up against the pole, having to answer for my transgression. His crop lightly smacked my tits and I squirmed, tried to pull away, but the nipple clamp chain stretched my breasts and pain shot through my chest. “Please, sir! I thought you’d allow me a little…something…like the chair.” The crop let up and I ended in a whisper, “Because of…last night…”

James stroked my chin. “You assume too much. I was going to let you join me at the table, but your attitude changed my mind. You acted like you belonged there. Don’t make that mistake again.”

“No, sir.”

The crop came down. Smack!

I sported fresh new tattoos of bruises on my breasts for the rest of the day. James delighted in poking them with his fingers while I moaned in pain…and also in delight.

***

Three days. For three days I endured, and thrived. At the end I stood before James, naked, ass marked up in one almost continuous welt, hips strained from legs spread so wide, breasts sore from a combination of nipple clamps and an expertly wielded crop, a mouth that still tasted of his cum.

And I shivered from three days of fucking and not cumming. Shit, I was so shaky, so desperate, and so turned on.

“It’s time,” he said.

I choked back a sob. “Please, sir,” I said, “Please, don’t make me go.”

“You will. You need the space to think. As do I. And your slave calls for you.”

Heather. I had forgotten all about her in my descent to the pain of pleasure. Did she even need me? Tyson and Marcus were probably spinning her around like a top. With all that male testosterone spewing all over the place she was probably wrung out like a used rag. Yes, I needed to go, but I didn’t want to.

“Your clothes are in the armoire,” James said and guided by me the arm to the small cabinet. He threw open its doors.

“Uh, sir,” I said. “These aren’t my clothes.”

“For today they are.”

My leather pants, my white shirt and heavy woolen coat weren’t anywhere in sight. Instead, hanging inside was a long, shiny, silk maroon dress, with long sleeves, a frilly hem and high, modest, collar. Black, thigh-high stockings and a thin garter belt hung on the inside of the left door while a pair of lace up granny boots sat on the armoire’s floor. No underwear.

“You expect me to wear this?”

“You’re my slave-whore, but you’re also a lady in public.”

“Not much of a lady without underwear,” I said.

James smiled.

***

I tried to get myself comfortable, but sitting down in the car was probably the worst thing for that. The plugs stuck way, way up inside me and, if it weren’t for the enema James had given me, I don’t know what I might have done if I had to go to the bathroom. But that’s why he cleaned me out, so I wouldn’t have to worry about trying to remove the chastity belt. Not that I could anyway because two little, shiny locks made sure that the belt stayed in place. Both plugs also vibrated, and James made sure of that before I left. They also buzzed me when I sat at a red light, thanks to the little programming he set on both. They would go off at random intervals, a little reminder of his control over me and that there was no way I could get them out. As it was, I forced myself to keep a firm grip on the wheel and wasn’t aware the light had turned green until all the cars behind me started honking. I was forced to change my normal, aggressive driving habits and more than a few people passed me. When they looked over they expected to find an old lady. Well, I was certainly dressed like one, but instead they found a woman in her early thirties, hands white-knuckled on the wheel, staring straight ahead through a tunnel-vision of erotic torture.

Trying to keep from cumming.

Somehow I made it to Marcus’s pad, hands sweaty, throat dry. He didn’t sound too happy when he buzzed me through the security gate, but I barely heard him. The car rolled to a stop and I managed to stand on weak legs. Halfway up the steps to the front door the vibrators buzzed again and down I went, victim of the most intense, longest denied orgasm in my personal history. My fingers curled around the edge of the steps, my body shuddered and I cried out, not caring who saw or heard me. But no one came to help this damsel in distress. Like a dam that finally burst, another orgasm washed through me and I rolled on the pavement, the concrete steps’ ridges shooting sharp pain through my back while the hot sun beat down on my face, turned my vision red through shut eyelids.

At last the vibrations subsided and I staggered to my feet, my legs little more than rubber. I leaned against the front door, knocked once and stumbled into cool darkness. I forced myself to stand straight, like a lady, but I knew, underneath all my clothes, that was a lie.


The One


Marcus

I don’t know where the fuck Louise had been or who she was with, but I got a good idea when she shambled in wearing that Victorian style dress. Tyson had hinted about a professor at the university who had a thing for retro discipline, but I didn’t know that Louise also did too. Or maybe not until she met the professor? That dress sure was something, all shiny and form fitting in all the right places, but modest too. The only exposed parts were her hands and face, and that sleek neck. Her hair was done up in a top knot, just like those Victorian ladies you see in those fancy British dramas, which only added to a ripe, repressed sexuality. But her paleness was like a physical exhaustion, and the pinched line of her mouth tried to hide a frustration of too much, or not enough, orgasms. Don’t get me wrong, she hid it well. Only because I knew her as a crawling slut, when she first got turned on by the leather, was I able to see it. But to others, like Tyson, Heather and Amanda, she would come off as cold, removed and imperious.

“So, what’s Heather’s progress?” Louise demanded. “I’m sure you’ve got her slinking around here like a pussy in heat.”

“She’s upstairs in the Demonstration Room,” I said, cocking my head in that direction. “Along with Tyson and Amanda.”

Louise scrunched her eyebrows a little. “Amanda?”

I shrugged. “She showed up this morning with a pissy attitude. Don’t ask me why because I don’t care. Well, I do, but just enough to tie her up until her attitude straightens out. Anyway, they’re all up there.”

Louise stood still, waiting for me to lead the way. When it became clear I wasn’t going to act like her servant, she smoothed out her dress, hands lingering around the waist, then the crotch. With a definite effort Louise strode by, her steps small, measured, as if she were afraid of suddenly losing her footing. Her hand gripped the banister tight in a slow climb of the stairs. As the light rustle of that silk dress faded away I poured a cup of coffee, sipped it, then followed at my own leisurely pace.

We had been up all night, Tyson and I. Heather had proven resistant to the revised training, but Tyson had thought quickly on his feet and gotten around Heather’s self-imposed roadblocks. He marked her up good, using the right combination of force and cunning to get her to comply. Heather was nearly molded to a version that any male dom would kill to get his hands on, and would fetch a good price at the charity auction. She just needed some refinement. A woman’s touch.

The Demonstration Room was strewn with all kinds of discarded equipment, the usual chaos of an extended session. In this case one that lasted almost three days with no signs of letting up. Tyson was back at Heather with all the boundless energy of a young man with a permanent hard on. And he had one too. That cock pushed out against his tight, black underwear and was like a compass that always pointed north. But right now it was his arm that was getting a work out.

A double-tail swished over and back of Tyson’s head, then flew forward, lightning quick, against Heather’s ass.

Crack!

“Aiiihhh!”

Heather’s scream fell deadened against the sound proofed walls, but the contortions of her face in pain weren’t any the less. Tears streamed down her cheeks, in a straight line that corresponded with the taut lines of her stretched out and suspended body.

“What’ve we got here?” I casually asked.

Tyson coiled the whip. “She backslid. I told her to show me the best way to screw herself. She used just two fingers, instead of three. A subtle difference, but she knew better.”

“Yeah, they’ll do anything to keep some kind of control,” I said and slyly glanced toward Louise who refused to respond to my subtle taunt. I took another sip of coffee and sauntered past her to Amanda. She stood off in a corner; roped arms pulled way, way up in back. Her legs were spread wide and she strained on her tiptoes. Just below her little snatch a pole stood upright, a shiny steel, electrified dildo at the end. If she let herself down, just even a hairsbreadth, she’d get a nasty little shock. Even as Tyson and I spoke Amanda’s toes gave way. A quick buzz was followed by a squeal and a contorted, red face on Amanda. She pushed back up on her toes. Fast.

I patted Amanda on the cheek. Punishment. Oh, how she craved it. I didn’t even need a reason, so her attitude this morning made it all the easier. No, all I had to do was initiate punishment and Amanda’s active little mind would search and search for whatever offense she thought I already knew about. Soon, a confession would burst out, usually for some disobedience I had no idea she had committed. But so far Amanda remained silent, more stubborn than usual. Humph. Didn’t matter. She would spill her guts. As always. I turned my attention back to more important matters.

More self-possessed now, eyes narrowed, Louise circled around Heather.

“I suppose you’ve tried orgasm denial?” she asked.

“Well, yes,” Tyson said.

“But you still fucked her. Did you cum?”

Tyson looked confused. “Well, yeah. Look, what does that have to do - ”

“Everything!” Louise snapped. “You rape a slave and even if she doesn’t cum, but you do, she still wins. How many times have you fucked her?”

“Uh…I don’t know - ”

“How many!”

Silence. Tyson’s eyes closed partially and his lips moved.

“Four. No, five. Five.”

Louise stood in front of Heather. “Hmmm,” Louise said and stroked her chin. She pointed casually to the whip. “Give her one of your best.”

Tyson glanced my way. “I was about to let her down…”

“Do it!”

Fuck. I had seen Louise bitchy, dominant, and outright sadistic, but nothing like now. And Amanda also acting like a shrew? What was in the water? But Louise really had let loose. What had happened to her the last three days? It was like something had been bottled up inside her, pressure building, and was suddenly uncorked. I backed away a little, not due to any chance of Tyson accidentally hitting me with the single-tail, but Louise’s red-hot sphere of anger.

I nodded at Tyson. He stepped back and unloaded with a slash reserved for prisoners on Devil’s Island.

“Aaaaiii! Aii! Aii! Aii!” Heather screamed.

Louise got right in Heather’s face. She studied Heather’s pain, the quivering lips, the watery, puffy eyes. She spun her around, traced the long, long still forming welt on Heather’s back.

“Now that’s how you punish a slave,” she said. “None of these light red pussy marks that fade away after two or three hours…ah, ah, ah…”

Louise staggered back. She would have collapsed if I hadn’t caught her. Was she suddenly sick? What… No, she was cumming! The slut!

She pushed herself away, got back on her own two feet. The dress hid a lot, but underneath all that silk I got a sense of quaking legs, then locked knees that refused to give way as they received stern commands from an iron will. Louise pushed me away and stood unnaturally straight, like her spine had turned into a rigid pole, but still a fragile one. A little tweak in any direction and she would crash to the floor, arms and legs flopping in a violent climax.

I cleared my throat. “Ahem. So, let me get this straight. You’re suggesting that Heather not only get fucked, but is denied even getting a man’s jizz?”

Louise drew a deep breath and steadied her shaking hands. “Greek mythology says, that for every ten parts of pleasure in the sex act, the woman receives nine.”

I blinked. “Greek mytholo…What?”

“So when you fuck her, don’t cum. At least not inside. No cum. That’ll make her nice and pliable.”

Tyson stared at me as if to say “She can’t be serious!”, but I got an idea. One that would not only do Heather the way Louise suggested, but also give me a hint as to why Louise was just half a step from going off the deep end.

“Well, now, having a man pull out, or not even cum, that’s just about next to impossible,” I said. “But if a woman did it…”

Louise snapped her head around at me.

“…that would get the job done. Right?”

Louise pressed her lips together, drew in a sharp breath through her nose.

I said, “Tyson, why don’t fetch a strap-on from the toy wall.”

Tyson brought down a strap-on, not the longest, but long enough. Shiny and black, the phallus was shaped like a real penis, just the right size to keep pumping in a slave’s pussy and yet not cause any real hurt. Amanda dreaded it, but also licked her lips whenever I had brought another woman home and encouraged the woman to fulfill whatever bi fantasies she might have. And then, once the lady finished with Amanda and was still turned on, I swooped in, tied up the new little snatch and took her beyond the beyond, all while Amanda watched. And she was going to watch again, only this time Louise would take down Heather.

Ah, yes, the best laid plans…

“Forget it, Marcus,” Louise said. “I’m not going to be your little tart today.”

“Tart?” I said and motioned to her dress. “Oh, how English are we? You know, you can dress up, but underneath you’re not any different.” I reached out to slide my hand along that silk, down to her crotch.

Louise moved away. “What’s different is that I was your little slut, once. Not anymore. But since you’re craving some girl-girl put it on Amanda.” She placed one of her hands on top of the other, squeezed them in a sudden spasm. Her jaw clenched.

Another orgasm? Was she all vibed up? Had to be.

“Tyson,” Louise rasped. “Tyson! You heard me. Stick that dildo on Amanda. She’s been wanting at Heather any chance she can get. It’s time she worked off some pent up frustration.”

Tyson hesitated but, at a nod from me, he loosed Amanda from her strict strappado. Amanda gave a little cry, fell to the floor, and didn’t move as Tyson turned her on her back, then her side to buckle all the straps together. The dildo stuck out from Amanda’s crotch, perversely natural in its abnormality. He then cut Heather down and she laid absolutely still, hands still tied together.

No one moved and I thought both slaves had passed out, but eventually Heather stirred, sat up, wiped away a couple of sweaty hair locks from a wet cheek. Amanda forced herself to her knees then, seeing Heather, her eyes lit up and she rushed the little redhead.

A firm palm smack on Heather’s back sent her sprawling, then two arms dove under Heather’s stomach, a fast jerk up and, for an instant, Heather’s wet pussy gleamed in the light. Amanda reached forward and drew Heather’s tied hands back over her head which brought Heather up from the floor, her pert breasts dangling like a couple of udders. Amanda lined things up and speared Heather, the black dildo now a battering ram.

“Ahh!” Heather cried out. “Oh, god! Wait. Wait!”

“Shut up, you fucking twat!” Amanda snapped. She slapped Heather’s ass. “I’ve been waiting forever.”

Oh, fuck! Amanda rode that girl. Like a bucking bronco, one hand gripped tight on the rope that bound Heather’s hands, the other up in the air, just like a rodeo cowboy. Amanda took her down.

“You think you can just come in here, shake your little titties, stick out your pussy and get all his cum?” Amanda shouted. “No one steals my master!”

What?

“Slut, slut, slut, SLUT!” Amanda said with each hard thrust.

“No! Ah, ah, ah! Please! I’m not…steal…”

“Shut up!” Amanda yelled. She pulled Heather’s hands back, like the reins on a horse and Heather reared up. Amanda reached over her shoulder and slapped Heather on the face. Heather cried out, almost fell down sideways, but Amanda’s hands on the bound wrist’s rope kept her upright.

“He’s mine! Got that! Mine and no one else’s - ”

Hers? Right. That’s it.

I grabbed Amanda by the hair, pulled her away from Heather. The dildo emerged with a definite plop, all shiny and drippy in Heather’s juices. Like a caveman I dragged Amanda away, her hands fighting to loose my hold on her hair, legs kicking on the floor and in the air.

“Let me go! Let go!” she cried out. “I’m not finished! That slut needs to be taught a lesson!”

I kicked the door open, dragged Amanda through, her ass getting rug burned.

“Marcus,” Tyson said, “where the hell are you going?”

“None of your business,” I called back.

I left them there, the three of them, Heather exhausted, Louise pale and on the edge of yet another secret orgasm, Tyson confused. Louise would try to take control, but Tyson wouldn’t let her. He’d better not. I wasn’t quite sure he was ready to take full control of a training session, but Louise was in no shape to do so, so it was up to him. He had to take control because I needed to set things straight with Amanda. Right now.

The Demonstration Room was out for use as a link up, so I dragged Amanda to my Retreat where my lap top sat on my desk. I threw her forward through the door, slammed it behind me and pulled two masks from a desk drawer. I placed one on her, all white and form fitting from her forehead down to most of her cheeks, and a black one for me.

“What are you doing?” she yelled.

I didn’t answer. I turned on the laptop, sent out an e-mail that a session was on. There wasn’t a huge response of people logging in, but enough.

A cry of rage. Claws on my back. Shirt ripped. Crap!

I shoved Amanda back to the floor. “What the hell?” I said, checking out the torn fabric, the little stingy streaks of scratches. “What the fuck are you doing?” I shouted. “Get into position.”

Amanda didn’t obey. Instead she crouched down, nails dug into the carpet like claws, ready to rend, mouth in a snarl.

“I…said…get into…position…NOW!”

Amanda backed away, curled up, set to spring.

“Fine,” I said, and grabbed up a quirt that I always kept at my desk. “That and my shirt will cost you three dozen - ”

“Aaarrrwwwrrr!”

Amanda leapt and I ducked. Her teeth bared, they barely missed my throat. Amanda sailed past me, her momentum landing her on the floor, right in full view of the laptop webcam. In a dual image, one in real-life, the other on the computer, she spun around on her hands and knees, and gathered herself for another leap.

Suddenly, the quirt in my hand was like taking a garden hose to a forest fire.

I tossed the quirt aside, backed up, always keeping Amanda in full view. The wide image of the webcam caught everything as I reached blindly against the wall for my usual double-tailed whip. There, got it. That should tell her I’m serious. But Amanda continued to advance, like a tiger stalking its prey.

“Back! Back!” I commanded, and cracked the whip across her back. Amanda cringed, ducked her head, but then continued her slow hunt.

Goddammit! What the fuck? All right, easy. She’s still coming at you. She wants…what? The hell with what she wants! You need to take control!

I tossed the whip aside.

“All right, you bitch!” I said. “Get ready ‘cause you’re going down!”

I crouched and leapt. She did likewise and we met in midair.

My arms stayed close to my head. They had to because Amanda really was going for my face, my eyes. She got a hold of my hair, ripped a lock or two out. Fuck, that hurt! But I got my arms around her, pinned hers to her sides. We rolled around on the floor, she struggling to get free, I just hanging on for dear life, knowing that if I let go, even for an instant, that I was screwed.

Her mouth snapped at my nose and I barely avoided losing it. Get something in her mouth!

I rolled on top of her. There was some cloth wadding on the floor near the desk chair. I strained to reach and…got it! Stuff it, stuff it all in, quick!

“Eerrmmm! Erremmm!” Amanda said. She tried tossing her head, spitting it out.

“Oh no, you don’t,” I gasped and put my hand over her mouth. Placing both my knees on Amanda’s upper arms, pinning them to the floor, I sat up. One hand still over her mouth, my other managed to remove my belt. I got it centered over her mouth, wrapped it around Amanda’s head a couple of times, then buckled it over a cheek. Amanda tried to tear at it, but my knees on her upper arms kept those clawing hands well away. I flipped her over, pinned the arms in back and hoisted her up.

She still didn’t surrender. Amanda squirmed and thrashed, legs kicking at the air, at me, at the furniture. Her left foot connected with a small, round table next to my reading chair. The lamp on top crashed to the floor and porcelain scattered everywhere. Another kick resulted in a hole in the wall. Gotta…get her…tied up!

At last, I found a stray piece of rope, more than long enough to do the job. Her back to me, my arms reaching around her, I got Amanda’s wrists tied in front, but only after three or four tries. Amanda managed to pull them apart but each time I got a little further until, finally, the knot was in place. Then, a few feet away from the end of my bed, I got her arms up and threaded the rope’s ends through a closed hook sunk into the ceiling. Usually I used it to suspend a slave while I lay in bed, finishing my work for the day, and the slave hung still. Not now. Amanda still flayed about and I worried if the hook would hold or the ceiling might come crashing down.

“Stop it!” I yelled and slapped her tits. Amanda growled and her eyes flashed. She didn’t stop.

I checked my closet. Was it there? Thank god. I pulled out a wooden dowel, not the usual shiny and chrome spreader bar I preferred, but it would have to do. I got some more rope from my nightstand and tied one of Amanda’s ankles to the end. It wasn’t easy. Not with her other leg kicking my back, but I did it, then did the other too. When I stood back, her legs were spread so wide her toes didn’t touch the floor.

Whew. I tried to catch my breath. Shit. I must’ve been out of shape. My heart thumped in my chest, pulse pounded in my ears. I wiped my brow and more than just a little sweat stuck to my hand.

I stared at it, the glistening drops, then inspected my shirt, felt the scratches on my shoulders and back. I tore off the shirt, tossed it aside and glared at Amanda. “You’re going to find out just who owns who around here.”

I found the double-tail, shook it out. Amanda huffed and tried to puff, the blaze in her eyes now doubled. The whip would take care of that. Or so I thought.

I lit into her, created streaks of bright red all the way from high up her back to her ass then down most of the inside part of the legs. Amanda screamed and the gag muffled most of the sound. Legs gyrated, arms tensed, head tossed but, as she twisted and slowly turned about, that look of pure hatred didn’t abate. If anything it got worse. I concentrated on her tits, lit them up like a Christmas tree, scored her stomach, then the front of her legs and still she thrashed, tried to kick me. Some of the wadding worked its way loose so that it spilled over the belt and her tongue kept working it until it nearly all hung down her chin. Those teeth clamped down on the belt, like a shark, biting through it.

I undid the buckle and tore it away. The belt sing-songed off Amanda’s face and left a nice burn across her cheeks. I inspected the belt. Ruined. Just ruined. Shit, I really liked that belt. “Now look what you’ve done,” I said and tore away the rest of the wadding.

Amanda’s jaw worked. She was trying to say something. “What?” I asked.

More jaw movement. Lips pursed and then…

“Ptouw!”

Spit. She spit right in my face!

I staggered back, too dazed to even wipe away the spittle.

Eyes on fire Amanda spit again, and this time it landed on my chest. That one I did wipe away and I shook out the whip for a special blow that she more than deserved. I rushed forward, grabbed a good hank of her hair.

“You really want to hurt, don’t you?”

Amanda tore out of my grasp. “You fucking idiot!” she shouted. “You don’t get it, do you?”

“Enlighten me!” I shouted back.

Amanda stared at me, her face hidden by the mask, but those eyes, those searing eyes told me she hovered right on the edge. Then she laughed, almost maniacal, but still with some sense of inner control, like she was the only one in on the joke.

“Hahaha! The great Marcus, always knows just how to handle things, always knows what’s going on. You don’t know shit!”

“I know enough that you leave here every time. I know you’re fucking afraid of what’ll happen if you ever decide to stay!”

“I’m afraid? Look at who keeps kicking me out. Like you can’t wait.”

“Because you can’t leave all that money,” I said.

She laughed again, crazier, but still with a trace of sanity.

“I told him we were finished! All right? Hahaha! I told him everything about us. About you. Everything! And I’m leaving him!”

Amanda kept on laughing, not so much crazy now, but as though if she didn’t laugh she would break down and cry.

Numb. I felt numb.

“Why?” I said.

Amanda got herself back under control, if just barely. “Why? Why? Do you think it might have anything to do with that fucking pussy you got crawling around here?”

I swallowed. Struggled to find my voice. “It wasn’t like you didn’t have others too. I gave you away to other women, to Tyson.”

“But you always took me back. You took me…back.”

Amanda started to cry again.

Sucker punched, right in the emotional gut. My dry mouth couldn’t speak anymore and I backed away.

What the hell? Here we had a nice little set up and this woman goes and messes everything up? What the hell?

Oh, sure, you idiot. Don’t act so surprised. You did everything you could to end that marriage. And now she’s gone and done it. And she did it for you because, because…

Aw, fuck! You gave her away, made her fuck other people, but you always implied that she was the… Face the truth. Face it! She is the one.

Are you ready for a real slave?

Holy shit.

I don’t know exactly what happened next; one of those moments that you know you lived through, but later the details never quite came clear though others remember very well. Amanda did, and she recounted it all to me afterwards so many times. I do know that her angry defiance changed back into fear in a flash, then outright panic. “Oh, no. No, don’t! Dooonnnnn’t!!!!”

She told me later the double-tail whistled around in one, long arc.

Whack! Right on the pussy.

Amanda’s eyes nearly bugged out from behind the mask. Her mouth opened in a huge round “O” of a silent scream, then transformed into a long, drawn out wail. The voyeurs on-line didn’t hear it though. In a daze I cut the feed amidst Amanda’s ongoing screams. Her face turned several shades of red and she almost passed out. None of it registered. Divorced from all sensation and clear thought I loosed the bonds that held her up, watched her collapse and curl up at my feet, arms stiff as boards as they arrowed down to her crotch.

I fell on her, tore away the rope that spread her legs on the wooden dowel, lifted them high in the air, then drove my cock deep, deep into that pussy. Amanda beat on my shoulders; tiny fists that battered and bruised me but didn’t stop my possessing this woman, taking her, leaving my brand on her internally that only she knew existed. Two masks covered our faces, two strangers that belonged to each other, yet strangers no more. I took my pleasure, raped her, and she raped me right back. Hips grinding, a cock and pussy pounding rut of pleasure that neither of us wanted to end. Then two furious orgasms; my cock drained into her sweet, sweet hall of bliss and her body quaked under mine like the world in violent birth. Hers was greater and, in the end, she possessed me.

Breaths. Short and fast. Hearts pounding, then slowing, then at last somewhat normal. We lay side by side.

“I love you,” she said.

“I…I love you. You’re still a slave.”

“I’d better be.”


The Fantasy


Heather

We didn’t talk to each other right away, at least not verbally. The limo door opened. Three sets of eyes swung to the newcomer and instantly sized up the competition.

That was me. I stood alone on the curb in the crisp night air, my thin white dress and red wrap hardly any protection from the coolness of the weather, or from the icy stares. I was by far the youngest, but these were women in the full bloom of their sexual prowess. The chauffeur slammed the door behind me, but my attention was on the aloof nod of the stunning blonde, the way the full breasted brunette casually crossed her thin ankles, how the long-legged, short black haired woman nearest me who held a half-full champagne glass in opera gloved hands didn’t consider me any kind of threat. The blonde gazed out a smoked glass window while the brunette dismissed me with a casual sniff. They all already occupied the best seats in the back, which left a side half jump seat for me. I scooted past them, found the wet bar already broken into, but didn’t touch anything because I needed all my wits. And Tyson had forbidden it. His orders (his, not Marcus’s or Louise’s) were very clear – no drugs or drinks – I was to stay clear-headed. But that alcohol sure looked good enough to steady my barely repressed shakes.

“Don’t do it, honey,” the black haired woman said. Her long legs stretched out and kicked off a black platform pump. The toes of her stocking feet rubbed up against my ankle. “Booze is the last thing you need.”

She spoke with a bit of a drawl. Texas maybe. She sipped at her drink.

“You don’t take your own advice?” I asked.

“This isn’t my first rodeo. Unlike you.”

Catty. But wait, not really. At least her tiny smile told me different. Sure, if the cold blonde or big titted brunette said the same thing that’s how I would have taken it, but this woman didn’t mean it that way. She simply spoke a fact.

“I’m Francesca,” she said. “This sultry thing next to me is Inga. The valkerie at the other end is Jordan.” She paused, waited, then finally. “Do we have to guess your name?”

“Oh, uh, it’s Heather,” I said.

Francesca extended her hand, clasped mine, not in a handshake but reassurance. Her touch was warm. “You’re shivering like a bird. Deep breaths now. C’mon, darlin’. Get some oxy in ya and you’ll feel better. Good. You take orders well. Y’all do all right.”

A few deep breaths and I did calm down. “You’ve done this before?”

Francesca smiled, wide and open, but didn’t directly answer. “I suppose you’ve got some public play behind you?”

I shrugged, as if not to make a big thing of my experience, but hoping my casualness hinted at sophistication. “I’ve been to a Black Party.”

“Black Parties are for pussies,” Jordan said.

Francesca reached across the brunette and slapped Jordan on the top of her leg. Jordan jumped with a surprised shriek.

“We were all newbies once,” Francesca said.

Jordan rubbed her leg.

That stopped the conversation. Jordan and Inga pretended not to look at me, but I caught a few sneaky glances my way. Francesca was more open about it. Yet, her frank appraisal, instead of putting me more on edge, settled my nerves. And Jordan and Inga, even though they acted all tough, showed signs of tension; Jordan swallowed a lot while Inga picked constantly at her nails.

We picked up a couple more women. I made to move down the jump seat to accommodate them, but Francesca silently indicated for me to stay put. The two women managed to get past, but not without a few grumbles. As they sat as far apart from each other as possible I realized they weren’t so much complaining about my not moving down the long jump seat but that they even had to be near each other. The hot looks they exchanged just about singed the air.

Francesca caught it too, smiled tolerantly, then resumed caressing my ankle with her stocking toes. Thank god I stayed near her. Right now she was the only thing that kept me calm. It had been an intense three weeks.

Louise wasn’t so removed anymore, but things weren’t the same between us. She still gave suggestions for my ramped up training, but she maintained a distance, like someone at a campfire, coming close but not so close as to get burned. And after Marcus had pulled that crazy dildo wielding bitch Amanda off of me he also seemed distracted. The only person that gave me full domination was Tyson.

We crossed each other’s path in between classes, but only in the presence of mutual friends. Aside from brief hellos we didn’t speak to each other, but once back at Marcus’s place it was another story. Tyson gave a full report to Marcus and Amanda of my day at school, whether I wore the clothes I was ordered to wear, did I style my hair the correct way, did I pay enough attention during lectures. We did share a couple of classes, but there were a few times in the ones we didn’t share that he still gave a report as if he were there. It spooked me, and I wondered just who else Tyson had recruited in to his spy ring. My eyes roamed as I tried to catch the stranger who watched me. Shit, I was so nervous that Professor Turner caught me not paying attention and, for a second, I thought he would toss me out of his class again.

One of the spies had to be Professor Turner. Had to. Right? I mean, I caught him watching me more than usual, but that could have been his wanting me to do well with my grades. Still, did he know that I knew about his involvement in SM, his screwing Louise? There was no way to really know, not unless we both came out to the other. And no way was that going to happen, not as long as we were teacher and student. But I was just paranoid, right? Sure, he was handsome in a middle-aged way, but all he cared about was his books. Yeah, sure. That’s all. Just his books. And ass raping Louise. So he had to be a spy for Tyson. Had to. Right?

How else could Tyson still manage to gather and report every infraction, intentional or otherwise? And I paid. Oh, fuck did I pay. A disgusted Marcus finally sicced Amanda on me again, and this time let her go all the way. My asshole got reamed and later I trembled on the floor in pain and ecstasy from multiple orgasms. And after that I didn’t take the chance that secret eyes were on me all the time. Paranoid? How about incredibly turned on. Fuck, my panties were wet nearly all the time. That someone, anyone, a stranger, watched over me, made sure I followed orders, that Marcus, Louise and Tyson cared that much about me, turned me into a little wet works. Even now my panties were getting soaked because I thought even Francesca might be part of the spy network.

Her manicured, red toe nails lightly scratched along my ankle. The soft end of her toes traveled down the top of my foot, then back up to the rear ankle strap that held my open-toed sandal pump in place. A little flick of her big toe and the loose strap fell down around my heel and my foot slipped out. Our stockinged feet rubbed together.

I sure could use that drink now. One small sip. And Tyson wouldn’t know. I reached out to the wet bar.

“No, darlin’” Francesca said, a restraining hand on my shoulder. “You know better than that.”

My breath caught. I rasped, “You…You’re one of them?”

Francesca chuckled. Her hand slowly wrapped around the back of my neck, took control, drew me closer. She kissed me on the lips, unhurried, then again on the neck, just below the ear.

She said, “A slave is never sold high or drunk. But if that’s your fantasy, that I’m one of ‘them’, then y’all go with it.”

***

The limo made a wide turn and drove through a high arched gate. I caught a glimpse of two large men just inside the gate, their eyes not on the limo but beyond to the dimly lit street. The limo halted and the door near me quickly swung open. A young man with a shaved head and earpiece leaned inside. He wore a dark suit that barely stretched around a well-muscled body.

“Names and houses,” he said while a finger poked at a computer tablet.

“Jordan of the Institute,” said the blonde.

“Inga from von Gerhardt,” said the brunette with a German accent.

So it went. Christina of Scarletts, Allison from Hemsworth. They both sounded British.

A pause. “Francesca from Oubliette.”

The man’s eyes glanced up, but he didn’t say anything. He just poked at the tablet. Christina and Allison, the last two who joined our little group, stirred in their seats. Francesca sipped from her drink with a cool look that acknowledged that she really did say what she said.

“And you?” the man said. He tapped me on the shoulder. “C’mon, we’ve got other cars lining up.”

“Oh,” I said. “Ah, Heather. Of Grayson-Moore.”

“Grayson-Moore?” he said. “I don’t see… Here you are, a late addition.” He tapped the screen which returned an affirmative beep. He spoke into a wrist microphone. “All right, let them through.”

The limo drove up an immaculate lane lined in olive trees. The lane’s gentle grade leisurely wound back and forth. The sun hadn’t quite set and I glimpsed little white striped monkeys with pointed faces swing from tree to tree. Peacocks showed off their bright colors and other exotic furred and feathered animals that I couldn’t name strutted about like they were on parade. The limo rolled up to a circular driveway in front of the house (house - no way, an Italian villa mansion) and the sun’s last rays turned everything golden. Too soon the light faded and the bright, strutting animals transformed into dark, furtive shapes that darted in secret shadows. Beguiled by the eerie change, I lingered on the driveway’s brick cobble-stones. A fountain splashed in the center of the circular drive, a statue of a naked Andromeda chained to a rock amidst the water. Her eyes, instead of opened in fear, were serenely closed. Her body, instead exuding tension in anticipation of being eaten by the kraken, was relaxed and draped backward over the rock, in acceptance of her fate. Then a leash was clipped onto my collar and, along with the others, I was dragged inside.

The mansion certainly lived up to its outside billing. Through a marbled foyer we all scurried through a large rotunda and past a sweeping staircase with a deep red, polished handrail, the kind a mischievous kid (or slave) might slide down. Our collective high heels echoed as classically dressed butlers and maids led us through the foyer, then into a long, long hallway. A sharp left turn and a rich, parquet floor spread out in a wide room. Set into the walls, little alcoves beckoned.

Solid silver rings sunk into the walls gleamed in soft, recessed light. Large bondage equipment was set up in each one; in the nearest alcoves was an X-cross just off to the right, next to that an old-fashioned stock. Opposite those was a modified chair that, instead of a traditional seat, two thin planks to support the legs extended wide to either side with soft, well worn leather straps dangling everywhere. Other alcoves deeper in the room held more beautifully ghastly equipment, the type designed specifically to torture a woman, but my eye was drawn to another alcove with a different, old fashioned chair. Everything else faded away as I studied the intricate Victorian carving. No leather straps hung off it, no shiny bolts or rings to hypnotize a naïve victim. No, the only thing that shone was a steel, yet life-like dildo, set toward the back of the seat, pointed upward at just the right angle for an anal rape. A tiny remote sat next to the dildo’s base. Our names were above each alcove. Mine was above the Victorian chair.

I backed away, hands shaking.

“Oh no, you don’t,” a voice behind me said. “Not this time.”

A leather hood covered my head. Plug in mouth, soft pads over ears and eyes, I heard and saw no more.

***

The rod took every available inch and I dared not squirm. My arms were tied behind the chair’s back, wrists crossed, with more rope around my breasts in a crisscross pattern. My ankles were tied to the front legs of the chair, then more rope wound about the thighs pulled them apart. The dress covered my pussy, but all someone needed to do was just lift up the hem and discover that my juices already stained the wood. The tiny remote hung from the collar’s front ring, bouncing against the tightened fabric of the dress between my breasts.

The hood was loosened and lifted away. The leather plug emptied from my mouth, a string of saliva trailing from my lips. I tried to swallow, but my mouth was too dry, the tongue swollen. A pair of gloved hands stuffed my mouth with soft, cotton wadding and filled it even more than the hood’s plug. At last I focused, followed the hands up to a pair of arms and then a face I had only just come to know.

Francesca patted my rounded cheek. “Oh, you’re going to go high,” she said. “If I had the money, I’d bid on you myself.” She shook out a thin, white strip of cloth and wrapped it around my head many times, making it a tight cleave gag. The knot tied off in back and the wadding bulged from above and below the gag. “You look just like an innocent victim,” Francesca said. “So pure. Who wouldn’t want to corrupt you?”

Francesca’s satin gloved hand lingered, drew a line down the bridge of my nose and she detached the remote from my collar. Like in slow-motion her thumb came down, down, down, pressed the button.

Bzzz.

“Eeiimmmpphh!”

Is this what Amanda endured at the Black Party? Oh fuck –

Bzzz.

“Eeeiimmpphhhhh!” I shook my head. “Eeeiimm! Urrnn! Urrnnnnnn!”

Francesca regarded me, tilted her head to one side. “You know, darlin’, if y’all can give us just a little tear…”

Bzzz. Bzzz bzzz bzzz.

“Eeemphh! Eeimmummphh, ummph, ummph.”

I couldn’t help it. A tear rolled down my cheek.

“Aw, now isn’t that sweet,” Francesca said. She stuck the remote inside her dress, between her breasts, and turned away to inspect the others, making sure they were nicely bound and presentable.

What the hell? I thought Francesca was a slave like the rest of us. She rode in the limo with the others, wore a collar just like us. But then I remembered how she had disciplined Jordan, how the others seemed to defer to her, and Christina’s and Allison’s reaction when Francesca announced her house. Was she some kind of dom slave? Supposed to watch over the others, keep them in line somehow? Tyson, Marcus or Louise didn’t tell me anything about this. But then, why would they? They told me that I was going up for “sale”, the proceeds to help some charity. I’d belong to another person for one day and nothing would happen to me that they hadn’t already done. As a slave, that was all I needed to know.

People drifted into the room. Tuxedoed men and evening gowned ladies strolled from alcove to alcove, in couples or singly, evaluating each slave up for sale. Leather collared maids and butlers carried shiny silver platters and offered pink champagne in long-stemmed fluted glasses. One couple, a vigorous silver-haired man and a mature, shapely woman in a bright red dress and corset with a lustrous mane dark as night, stopped and considered me a long time.

Did I know the woman? Sondra? From Louise’s little tea party? The day I acted like a spoiled brat? It was her! Oh, shit.

Sondra leaned up to the man, whispered into his ear. The man nodded and half-smiled, then looked around, as if searching for someone, but not finding them. They remained a few more moments, then slowly wandered off, not caring about any of the others for sale, mingling with the other buyers.

It appeared that everyone knew them. Several of the buyers went out of their way to say hello, some even to thank them for providing such a beautiful venue for the charity sale. More than a few showed a lot of deference, especially to the man. More people entered the room and soon it seemed the couple was kind of holding court, gracious and witty. The man and Sondra spoke of their mansion, how they loved to host these charity gatherings, and how each slave up for sale would more than satisfy the buyer’s demands. They also welcomed back, after a long absence, their good friends Marcus Grayson and Louise Moore.

Marcus and Louise were here? Where?

They stood at the edge of the crowd and raised their drinks in thanks of their honorable mention. Neither of them glanced in my direction.

Just then Francesca rang a little silver bell and took center stage.

“Masters, mistresses,” Francesca said. “I am Francesca from Oubliette and your docent for the evening. Tonight you’ll have a chance to buy, for twenty-fours, any slave here. They’ve been donated for your fiendish amusement and remember, it’s all for a worthy cause. So let’s have some spirited bidding!”

Everyone laughed and a few people clapped.

“Now, we all know, you don’t buy a car without a test drive. Likewise you don’t bid on a slave unless you’re sure of the goods. So, on with the demonstration. Why don’t we start with Jordan?”

A soft whir nearby and a naked Jordan slid out on a platform that extended about four feet beyond an alcove’s edge. Ankles drawn up high in back, all of Jordan’s weight rested on her knees atop a small metal pipe. Her arms were tied in back around a small, short post and a red ball gag sat deep in her mouth. Her eyes squeezed shut in pain as the relentless weight on her knees pressed down on the pipe.

“Jordan is a pain slut,” Francesca said. “Not the dramatic type who writhes under a whip, although she can do that too, trust me.” Francesca smiled. “No, Jordan requires some patience, but the end result is, well, you’ll see for yourself. She can be quite grateful for an end to a well-deserved punishment. Isn’t that right, slut?”

Francesca removed the ball gag.

“Please, ma’am, please,” Jordan pleaded. “Make it stop.”

“What will you do?”

“Anything, ma’am. Anything. Just, please, my knees! My poor knees!” There wasn’t any faking in Jordan’s plea as she scanned the crowd. “Please. Please! Someone help me!”

“Yes, I’m sure you’re really in pain,” Francesca said. “Isn’t that nice?”

“Urrnn,” Jordan moaned.

“What do I hear bid?” Francesca called out.

They started at ten thousand dollars. Shit, ten large! What kind of money did these people have?

“Twelve.”

“Fifteen.”

“Twenty!”

A thin, pale skinned, young man, who probably hardly got away from a computer, won out. Underneath his pants the hard on was obvious.

Jordan moaned again. Tears rolled down her cheeks.

“Do you want to change her bondage?” Francesca said.

The pale man rubbed his chin in thought. “How grateful is she?” He carefully removed the pipe under Jordan’s knees.

“Oh, oh,” Jordan said in relief.

The young man unzipped his pants and a fully engorged cock sprang out.

Without any prompting Jordan’s lips surrounded the cock and her cheeks bulged out as the tip pressed against the inside. Her head pumped back and forth, full of frantic energy, suck, suck, suck. The cock disappeared as she plunged all the way down to the base and then suddenly froze there. Jordan’s eyes widened and she tried pulling her head back, but the young man’s hand slapped onto the back of her head, held it still.

“Urllpp! Uugglll!” Jordan swallowed all the cum. Unlike myself and others who couldn’t handle it, Jordan took down every single drop of cum. She pulled back, licked clean the wet cock. Not one speck of white, milky cum was to be seen.

A last squirt caught Jordan right in the face. The white substance nailed a cheek, splashed across her nose, then up the opposite side on part of her forehead. Jordan cried out, turned her head away as the cum already started dripping down her face, off her chin, and into her eyebrow.

Francesca swooped in and, with a rolled ball of cotton wadding, wiped the cum away from Jordan’s forehead. She left the rest of the cum to dry on her face. “Told you she’d be grateful,” Francesca said, and stuffed the soaked wadding in Jordan’s limp mouth, followed by the red ball gag. “And if you think she’s grateful now, just wait until you get into a long, and I mean long, marathon session with her.”

The young man leaned against the alcove wall, still recovering and gasped, “I believe you.”

Another soft whir and Jordan rolled back into the alcove.

Inga was next. She was spread out on the X-cross and several turns of rope wound about her large breasts. Instead of sagging, Inga’s breasts grew to bulbous size, her erect nipples a pair of sharp, tiny lances. A blindfold covered Inga, the leather strip just barely wide enough for her eyes but held tightly in place so that not even a smidge of light might leak through. Her lips quivered.

“Inga didn’t know she was going up for sale tonight, did you, Inga?” Francesca said.

“Nein, mien Herrin,” Inga breathed. “Mein meister sagte - ”

“You thought this was just another party where you would strut and tease and wind up back in your meister’s arms.”

“Ja…Ja.”

“Sie hatten keine idee, die jemand anderes dies tun würde!”

Francesca shoved two fingers up Inga’s shaved pussy.

“Ah! Nein! Bitte, ich habe noch nie!”

“Speak American!”

“Madam! Please, only meister - ”

“How long have you been with your master? Sprechen!”

“Sechs jahrs! Six years! Heute ist unser Jahrestag,” she ended quietly.

“And you’ve never once been given to another?”

“Nein…”

“American, you slut!”

“No! No, mistress. Oh!”

Francesca shoved one more finger inside Inga who arched her back. Francesca’s tongue flicked across Inga’s nipple.

“Get ready for a new master,” Francesca said. “Time you discovered there’s more than one cock in the world.”

Inga turned her head away and shivered, not so much in fear as dreaded anticipation.

Francesca gave Inga one final shove then wiped her fingers clean on the insides of Inga’s thighs. “What do I hear for this piece? C’mon, y’all, don’t be shy.”

The bidding started a little lower than with Jordan but was just as competitive. Five-thousand. Seven. Eight, then ten-thousand. Eventually Inga topped out at fifteen five-hundred.

“Congrats,” Francesca said to a short, pretty woman.

The woman’s well cared for face and body suggested late thirties, but her voice spoke much older. “I guess I should have asked before, but is she a lesbian virgin?”

“How about it, Inga?” Francesca asked. “Aside from just now, ever been fucked by a woman?”

Inga turned her head away, bit her lip.

Francesca grabbed Inga by the hair and twisted her head to face front.

“Answer, bitch!”

“Nein, nein!”

A slap on Inga’s tit and she screamed. Francesca, the sale complete, stepped away, indifferent to Inga’s continued suffering.

More women were brought out from other alcoves, paraded around, poked, prodded and tortured. One exception was a flaming redhead with pale skin that descended from a portal in the ceiling. Her legs flailed while she hung by a tied rope around her wrists and was test whipped by nearly everyone there. She writhed under each lash.

Swish, crack!

“Oh, god! Please, what have I done?” she cried. “Why am I being sold?”

“We don’t need a reason, Nikki,” Francesca said.

Swish, crack!

“Aaaiii!”

Francesca gagged Nikki during the bidding, her lips split wide around a huge ring gag, eyes red and swollen. The bidding was fast and furious with her, as if several people knew she would be up for sale and had saved their money just for her. The bidding started at fifteen and finally ended at forty thousand. A French speaking couple won. Francesca tore out the ring gag and the marked up Nikki woman rose back into the ceiling.

“Oh, god, please don’t do this!” Nikki cried. “I did my best! I was good! I told on the other slaves for you! Don’t send me awaaayyy- ”

Her pleas cut off as the portal slammed shut.

Next, a tiny, curvaceous thing, wrapped in a tight, leather body harness and blindfolded, stumbled around in high heels, her legs bound at the knees. “Where am I? Who are you people?” she asked, her voice strained. She turned blindly around to everyone there. “What do you want? Someone help me, please!”

Francesca shoved the little thing over to a small knot of bidders. A swarthy, handsome man caught her, squeezed her breasts, then passed her along, each person testing her soft tits. Someone pulled up on the body harness’s crotch strap and the slave’s voice raised an octave. “Oh! Oh! Not that!”

“This one’s specialty is damsel-in-distress,” Francesca said. “Take Ernestine to your dungeon and threaten the hell out of her. You’ll not only get terror in plenty but also a completely cowed slave, more than willing to follow your orders.”

One bid. Thirty-thousand.

The handsome, swarthy man got her. He tore off the blindfold. She spun on him. Recognition lit up Ernestine’s eyes and they grew wide and panicky.

“No! Oh, god, anyone but yooouuuu!” Ernestine pleaded as she was dragged away backwards. The handsome young man followed hot on her trailing heels.

What was going on here? These women sure weren’t acting like they looked forward to this sale. In fact, it seemed they were compelled somehow into it.

Allison and Christina were next. They didn’t roll forward like Jordan or Inga, but stumbled, tied up, out of their respective alcoves. Allison’s taut, thin body showed a strength of muscle that stood out from Christina’s almost rubenesque figure. Their leashes held by two butlers, the searing looks that they exchanged in the limo hadn’t let up at all. In fact, the leashes that strained tight in the butler’s hands were to keep them from attacking each other.

“All right, you two,” Francesca said. “Since you hate each other like an Aggie and a Longhorn, then go ahead. Tear your throats out.” Francesca grabbed the leashes and yanked the hating women within inches of each other. “Just remember, do that and the other’s suffering ends.”

Allison and Christina glared, but neither of them made a move. With an understanding, slow nod, Francesca clipped their leashes together.

“We have here the potential for a packaged deal,” Francesca said to the bidders. “Y’all can buy one of these slaves and have all kinds of sadistic fun with her, or buy them together and set them off on each other. There’s no torture like one rival doing another – especially if they’re women.”

“Why do they hate each other so much?” asked a hollow-cheeked, thin man.

“What other reason is there?” Francesca said. “A man. They schemed and fought and now neither of them has him.” Francesca glared at them. “I guess they both came up winners.”

Seeing the intensity between the two women no one wanted to split them up. The bidding started at twenty, going up ten at a time. Three buyers fought amongst themselves; a silent, slight woman in a long, tight black dress with a hem that flared out on the floor and a face that was hid under a black veil. Her small movements (a single raised finger to up the bid with a nail lacquered in shiny black) reminded me of a patient spider. The French couple got active again, apparently not content with just one new slave. The third was a craggy, tall man with slicked back blonde hair that acted bored. His signal to up the bid was to rattle his iced drink. But the French couple apparently had limitless financial resources.

“Ninety thousand is the bid from M’sieur Henri and Madam Josette,” Francesca said. “Is there another? Going once…”

“Just a sec,” said the “bored” man. He stepped over to the silent, veiled woman and spoke in quick, hushed tones. The woman barely inclined her head to listen.

“Going twice,” Francesca called.

The woman slowly nodded once and the man heaved a sigh of relief.

Francesca raised a hand. “Going to M’sieur - ”

“Lady Tarantella and I want to combine our bids,” the man said. “One-hundred forty thousand.”

Francesca still held up her hand. “Is this a bid on one, or both, Mr. Bradley?”

“Both, of course. As to ownership,” Mr. Bradley gestured at Lady Tarantella, “we’ll work out the details later.”

That did it for Henri and Josette. With a gracious bow from Henri, they dropped out of the bidding. For the first time Mr. Bradley didn’t look bored. When Francesca unleashed Allison and Christina from each other he grabbed Christina by the back of her hair and hurriedly led her out, bent over at the waist. Lady Tarantella took her time with Allison. She floated over to the slave and delivered a suitably welcoming face slap.

“I expect you to torment that other cunt every chance you get,” she said with a voice from the grave. “Don’t disappoint.”

Lady Tarantella took up the leash and glided from the room, a scared Allison right behind.

Torment at every chance? I thought. How many chances do you get in twenty-four hours?

“Now we come to our last sale,” Francesca said. “Yes, y’all been staring at her all night long. I’m sure more than a few of you have not bid on the others just to get a crack at her. Well, why wait any longer?”

The platform underneath me whirred and extended outwards. Two muscled butlers hefted me up, chair and all, and set me in the middle of the floor. Everyone gathered around in a circle, practically licking their chops.

“This slave comes from a new house and is a late addition,” Francesca said. “She’s been trained only a few months.”

“That’s all?” said the hollow cheeked, thin man. “These other girls have been in the scene and trained for years before tonight. And here we are, bidding thousands of dollars for a prime slave and we’re given one who’ll probably run out screaming from her own shadow?”

“Just like the others, she’s been certified, Mr. Palmer,” Francesca said.

“By whom? Her trainers?” Mr. Palmer turned to Marcus and Louise. “With all due respect, you both are excellent doms, but hardly objective when training a slave.”

To everyone there Marcus and Louise didn’t react, but the way Marcus pressed his lips, how Louise gripped her glass a little tighter, told me they were insulted, yet they weren’t about to argue back.

“I’ll certify her.”

The silver-haired man spoke. He moved through the crowd with an ease because people just naturally parted for him. Sondra in her red dress and corset followed in his wake. Eventually they stood on the edge of the inner circle.

“Grand Master Ivan,” Francesca said, “you’ve already provided this wonderful place for the sale, you don’t need to involve yourself - ”

“I’ll decide what to do with my time, Slave Francesca,” Ivan said. Everyone there heard the emphasis on Francesca’s title.

“Have you played with her?” an oriental woman, dressed like the classic dragon lady, asked.

“She’s ready, Lady Bao,” Ivan said. “My sources are impeccable. And they are not Master Marcus or Mistress Louise.”

A few eyes flicked toward Sondra.

“No, it’s not my wife,” Ivan said. “Of course, there’s no telling if she has played with this slave. Have you, Sondra?”

“I know her,” Sondra said. “I’m interested to see how far she has come since that day.”

Ivan’s eyebrows shot up and he smiled. “Branching out, are we? I didn’t know.”

Sondra smiled back and reassuringly squeezed Ivan’s arm. “A woman must have some secrets.”

Ivan patted her hand and his smile grew. For a moment they were the only two people in the room, then he turned back to business. “Francesca, please proceed with the demonstration.”

“Sir,” Francesca said, and bowed her head in respect. She reached down between her breasts, pulled out the remote.

Shockwaves up my ass! I screamed behind my gag and my body spasmed, tried to jump off the chair, but the tight ropes kept me impaled on the rod well up my butt.

“What does that demonstrate?” challenged Lady Bao.

Francesca shrugged. “Nothing. I just wanted to do that.” She waved the remote overhead. “If y’all are worried about this slave’s training, don’t be. This little shock device is the least she can take. And what she lacks in training she more than makes up for in enthusiasm.” Francesca lifted the front of my dress.

The spreading stain from my pussy was plain for all to see, along with my spreading blush.

“Hot and modest. I like that,” said the hollow-cheeked Mr. Palmer.

“Oh, I’m told she’s not that modest,” Francesca said and gestured at my mouth and wet crotch. “Go ahead. Give her a try.”

A few people looked uncertain. Even though the other slaves had been demonstrated, and one even sucking off a cock after a sale, none of them expected this offer.

Lady Bao spoke. “Fuck her now? Before the bidding even starts? That’s like giving away the merchandise.”

“One screw from her and you’ll come back for more,” Francesca said. “Even just tasting her pussy is like a drug.” She glanced at Marcus and Louise. “At least, that’s what’s said.”

No one moved. It was like they were all suddenly intimidated. A bunch of badass doms, swimming in power, drowning in money, and none of them had the guts to tear me a new one. At least, not in front of the others. Fear of failure? Of losing their badass reps if they didn’t succeed? Or, now confronted to really live the part, they were just as scared as the slaves they bought. In spite of the gag I couldn’t help but smile. It wasn’t much of one, but the corners of my mouth crooked up.

Bzzz. Bzzzzzz.

“Eemmmpphh!” Oh, fuck!

Francesca grabbed my chin, her gloved fingers pressed hard against my full cheeks. “Little arrogant slut. Just because they won’t touch you doesn’t mean you’re not getting off scot free.”

Francesca clapped her hands twice and after a moment there came a small commotion outside the circle. All heads turned and the people in front of me parted. Between two large gorillas of men writhed a struggling slave. She was all done up like you would expect, naked, tight bondage, her skin already marked up with thin, red marks of “encouragement”. Her wild eyes above a wide leather gag matched her wild hair.

Amanda.

I don’t know what Marcus had done to her, but she looked right on the edge, a slave that could go either way into totally serene servitude or total madness. Marcus stepped up, whispered into her ear, gently stroked the back of her neck and this seemed to calm Amanda. Her eyes lighted on him, as if recognizing in relief her master was at her side and would never leave her. She bowed her head to his shoulder, moaned sweet contentment and tried to rub her crotch against his. He pulled back, hands on her shoulders and gazed back at her while Francesca buckled a strap-on to Amanda. The dildo was black, long, and greased up to assure an easy entry. And she got a bonus butt plug too; a quick bending forward at the waist over Marcus’s strong arms and Amanda’s rear hole was filled. Then, straightened back up, Marcus snapped another dildo on the outer portion of Amanda’s gag, just as long and evil. The strap-on secured, all belt locks in place, Francesca signaled to Marcus who slowly turned Amanda around to face me. Her eyes changed. Instead of contentment they now shone with an almost crazed hunger. She lunged forward, but Marcus caught her by her bound arms.

“Allow me, sir,” Francesca said. She made a couple adjustments on the remote’s frequency.

“Eeiihumph!” Amanda jumped to her toes.

Francesca handed the remote to Marcus. “Here, sir, just in case she needs encouragement.”

“Fine,” Marcus said, accepting the device, “but I don’t think we’ll need it.”

Amanda lunged forward again, like a bloodhound almost on its prey. Marcus quickly pressed the remote.

“Eeemmpphh!” Amanda tumbled and writhed forward to the floor.

“But then, I could be wrong,” Marcus said, then his eyes found me. In them I saw love, a deep love, but not the passionate kind that gazed at Amanda. He handed the remote off to Louise. “You take care of her,” he said, pointing at me, then squatted and started untying Amanda.

Louise sipped at her drink and sauntered over, flipped the remote’s signal back to my butt plug’s wavelength.

Bzzz.

“Aaargmmphhh!” I cried.

Louise smiled, leaned down and removed my gag. Her lips found mine, a slow, sweet kiss that took me back to that first night we met at the disco and she took me home. Our tongues swirled and I moved in a trance. The ropes fell off and I stood up. The steel rod up my ass slid away leaving a wide open, empty gap that needed to be filled. I imagined Louise with her strap-on, turning me around, raping my ass like she had done so many times before. Instead her warm arms surrounded me in benign capture and I moaned, happy with just that touch. Oh, Louise. Oh, mistress.

And then, gently yet firmly, she pushed me away. Louise kissed the tip of her finger, pressed it against my lips, as if in some kind of farewell. I stood there, confused. What was going on? Surely I would see her again, and Marcus too. Feel the scourge of their whips, endure the discipline of their dominance after this sale was over. Of course I would. Then why didn’t they act like it? Why did they leave me all alone?

Alone. Suddenly, I stood in the middle of the room, surrounded by friends and strangers, yet alone. And no one between me and Amanda.

I backed up half a step.

Amanda leapt. Her taloned nails tore at my thin dress. I stumbled back, fell to the floor, tried to scramble away. Amanda had gone after me before, but not like this. Savage. Wild. Absolute feral. She ripped the dress apart, tore away my last shred of dignity.

“Amanda! Oh, my god! Amanda, stop! Stop! Don’t hurt…please, don’t…”

Amanda punched the insides of my legs, spread them wide apart. The strap-on speared my pussy.

“Oh! Oh, god! What have I done? Why do you hate… Amanda! Oh, gaawwwddd!”

The dildo strap-on thrust into my pussy, Amanda’s powerful hips a relentless engine of rape. On and on without any let up. Then Amanda’s hands squeezed my head in a vice grip. The gag’s dildo shoved past my lips, filled my mouth, plunged deep, deep into my throat. I tried to cough, turn my head aside, anything to allow me to breathe and stop the growing panic. My fists pounded against Amanda’s shoulders, her back, but nothing helped. Amanda was on another plane, one of sheer sadistic pleasure, while I descended down to one of deep submission.

My struggles eventually faded. Yes, the dildos in my pussy and mouth were still tough to take, but my training taught me there always came a point where you just gave over, so I allowed all of Amanda’s harsh, rough dominance to just wash over me. Like a rock I would be worn down, a little, but once the water flowed away I would still be here, safe and strong. And, like water in my turn, I flowed over Amanda. My legs squeezed around her grinding hips, my arms pressed tight on her back, drew her close so that our soft breasts pressed against each other, to share something no man would ever know. We rolled on the floor, two cats fighting for dominance, Amanda on top, then me, then her again, but always with a dildo inside my pussy and my mouth. And then the tide turned. Amanda tried pulling back a couple of times, more than ready for a break, but I wasn’t and kept her near, like a martial arts master turning her attacker’s out of control momentum into a strength for me, I didn’t allow her to even draw a breath. Even when she pushed against my shoulders and squealed, I squeezed her tighter, taking every inch of the dildos, pinching her hardened nipples, clutching her soft ass. Even though the dildos filled my holes, Amanda was the one who got raped.

“Urn. Uuurrrnnn!” Amanda said behind the gag. She got a knee on my stomach, tried to push away, but I twisted my legs, flipped her on her back. I straddled her hips, grabbed her wrists and sank my mouth and pussy down, down, down on the dildos. Amanda’s scared eyes stared into mine and I made sure they read “Take that, bitch!”

“All right!” Francesca said. A hand in my hair yanked back my head, left my frothing mouth empty, then my slick pussy vacant. Amanda wrenched out from under, scurried away backwards past all the doms’ legs and disappeared in a whimper. Marcus said, “You let that little pussy whip you?” then came a slap. The whimpers cut off.

Francesca got me up on my knees, tied my hands, then for good measure my elbows too. A ring gag widened my mouth. The remnants of my dress hung like a tattered flag.

“She looks like a perfect little victim now,” said Mr. Palmer. “But we know better.”

“After what I just saw, I’m not sure I want to bid on that,” said Lady Bao.

No one made a bid.

“Oh, really,” Francesca teased. “Don’t tell me there’s no one here who isn’t dom enough to tame this? Or are you all just too pussy to ride the tiger?”

“I’m not afraid of riding her,” said Henri, the Frenchman, “I’m just afraid of what’ll happen if I fall off.” Josette lightly punched his shoulder and motioned with her head at me. Henri sighed. “Oh, very well. Ten-thousand.”

No one else made a bid. Suddenly, I got a vision of taking French lessons under Josette’s flying hand. I glanced around at them, all the doms. They all stared, contemplating if they wanted to take a chance. Some were outright scared, others were on the fence, but most were talking themselves into taking on a slave that just might not lie there like a sponge. They wanted a challenge and, finding a slave that offered one, had to get used to the idea. When they did…

“Twenty.”

Pause.

“Thirty.”

Another pause. Longer. “Fifty.”

Calm. The bids came in quiet, from all around the circle of doms. And, as the bids came, the circle tightened.

“Eighty.”

“Bastard! Ninety.”

“One hundred. There. See if anyone can top…”

“One twenty!

“What? One fifty!”

“Two! I bid two hundred!”

“Two fifty!”

“Three!”

“Five!”

A couple of doms gasped. Fuck! A half a million? I was worth that? For just one night?

“I bid one dollar.”

The next bid died on Lady Bao’s lips. All the doms turned and the circle loosened just enough to allow a new bidder through.

“Young master,” Francesca said, sincerely polite. “The bid is five-hundred thousand.”

“My bid is one dollar. As token against my trust fund.”

The new bidder emerged. Tyson.

“Let me get this straight,” Francesca said. “You’re putting up your entire trust fund?”

“Whatever its worth. Yes.”

Shocked silence. Francesca turned pale. Henri’s eyebrows shot up. Several others shook their heads.

“Uh…ahem,” Francesca cleared her throat. “The bid is - ”

“Just a minute.” Ivan stepped forward, a very concerned Sondra at his side. “Son, are you sure you want to do this?”

Tyson gave me a long, measured look. “Yes, I am, Father.”

Father???

“Tyson, listen to me,” Ivan said. “No matter what other people in this room think, beyond tonight there are no guarantees.”

Tyson nodded. “I know. But were there any guarantees with you and Mother?”

Sondra said, “No. No there weren’t.”

Ivan pressed his lips. “Tyson, this is your future -”

“Master,” Sondra said. She slowly turned Ivan’s head to face her. “Allow them their chance to rise or fall.”

Ivan still didn’t look pleased. Sondra’s lips reached up, kissed Ivan on the cheek. “All right,” he said, “but don’t think we’ll give you any financial safety net.”

“I never asked for one.”

Ivan started, amazed, and proud.

Francesca brought me to my feet. “The bid is…well, does it really matter? Without objection,” she clipped a leash to my collar and handed it over. “Sold. To young Master Tyson.”

Several people clapped. One or two even muttered “Good luck”. Tyson wrapped the end of the leash in his fist and led me from the room.

I had been sold.

***

Tyson led me out to the rotunda, tied off my leash, disappeared behind a black door then reemerged with a book bag slung over a shoulder. Without any more delay he took us straight out, past the driveway’s splashing fountain and onto the estate’s mysterious grounds.

Perfectly clipped grass beckoned and formed into a soft path on small, gently rolling hills. Newly opened flowers of hibiscus and azalea flanked both sides, and their pungent aroma only deepened the further we walked. But I couldn’t afford to take in too many wonders of nature because the last of the sun’s light had long faded, replaced by pale moon shadows. Still in my high heels I struggled to keep up with Tyson who seemed to know exactly where he was going, glancing neither left nor right. The gloom deepened and I made noises through the ring gag, trying to tell Tyson that I was afraid of turning an ankle.

“Not much further,” he called back without turning around.

“Aackk, arrak,” was all I could say in reply and waved my tongue beyond the ring gag.

Drool ran down my chin, dribbled onto my breasts and sent a chill through me. The air wasn’t cold, but wasn’t exactly warm either. And with the sun going away it promised only to get worse. Whatever Tyson had in mind, I hoped there was a warm blanket involved.

We climbed and I nearly stopped in my tracks. A cloud bank rolled in and the moonlight glowed in the heavens, but it didn’t help at all in my picking out my next, uncertain step. But Tyson tugged on my leash and I stumbled forward through two large, close set azalea bushes.

A Japanese garden. Sculpted trees sprang up and spread their flattened boughs over perfectly raked paths that twisted past rounded, thick and low bushes. Small stone lions, one paw each raised in greeting, were set along either side of the coiling path. At the far end, beyond a small u-shaped pond and over a short, arched wooden bridge, stood a small house with attached arbor. Little lights here and there in the low tree branches and on the ground just off the path lit the whole area in a soft, fairy-tale glow.

With only the barest pause Tyson dragged me along. I wanted to stop, take in the whole ethereal atmosphere, but the leash pulled me past it all, along the softly crunching path, up and over the wooden bridge, right underneath the arbor.

Tyson removed the ring gag, then ripped off the last of my dress and untied me. Standing only in my shoes he gave me a familiar hand signal to kneel. He set the bag on a thin slatted bench bolted between two of the arbor’s pillars.

“All this time I’ve had to dom you by what Marcus or Louise has said. Now I’m going to do it my way.”

From the book bag he extracted rope. A lot of rope.

“Whatever you wish, sir,” I said.

“Good. At least we won’t have any trouble with that.” He began organizing the ropes, then stopped. “Is there anything you need before we start? Bathroom? A glass of water?”

My cotton tongue clicked the roof of my mouth. “Some water would be nice. Sir.”

He didn’t notice my almost slip of address. “In there.” He nodded toward the little house.

I dashed inside, knowing not to keep my master for the night waiting. Everything was Japanese in here too, bamboo scrolls hung on the walls, a small table just inches from the floor with a little tea service. Something told me not to wear my shoes indoors and I kicked them off. I found a tap, turned it on and bent over, drinking directly from the faucet, wiped off my chin then ran back outside.

Several ropes already hung from the thin-slatted arbor overhead.

“Come here, please,” Tyson said.

Please. When was the last time I heard that?

He took his time tying me. Why not, we had all night. Patient and meticulous, Tyson wove the ropes around my body like a master craftsman, binding not just my hands and arms, but also creating an intricate diamond pattern on my torso, crisscrossing ropes separately around my legs so that even when not tied together, the rope still wound about them, almost like clothing. Two ropes also ran through my crotch but didn’t touch my pussy, being pulled up, way inside against the crease of my legs. The ropes ran up my butt crack, then were pulled apart just beyond the top of the crack and made part of the diamond pattern back there too. After an hour of silent work, Tyson stood back and wiped sweat from his brow.

“Does sir need some water too?” I asked.

Tyson nodded and stood there amazed as I shuffled, roped up and all, past him to the inside tap. My hands were tied behind me, but the sink was low and I managed to get a plastic glass under the faucet and turned on the tap. Hey, it was kind of messy, and I think I spilled some water as I balanced the glass behind me, but I did it. Tyson met me at the door and I turned to offer him the water.

“I didn’t think you had it in you,” he said. He lifted the glass to his lips.

“I have been trained in service, sir,” I said. “Mistress Louise made sure of that.”

Tyson stopped drinking. There was only a little water left, but he offered the glass up to me which I accepted. The water was so cool, so refreshing that I greedily drank the rest. Tyson still needed some more though, so he made to refill the glass.

“Uh nuh,” I said, my mouth still full.

He stopped, half-turned at my call. My lips rushed his.

He caught on quick, I had to give him that. My pressed lips shot the water from my mouth into his and he took it all, then his arms wrapped around me, our tongues touched, soft and wet, and we stood there like that for a long time. The bulge in his pants grew and, without really knowing it, my hips ground against him, easy yet determined. His hand found my crotch, my wet pussy, pinched one lip, then the other. I squealed softly in his mouth but didn’t pull back. In fact, my tongue dove deeper, wanting to plumb the depths of his throat, taste every last thing about him. Then he broke off, but not because he had enough, but so that he might re-angle his hand, shove one finger, then two up my hot twat. I gasped, stood on tiptoes, and through his clothes bit his shoulder, leaving tooth marks and saliva on the fabric.

Tyson scooped me up in his arms, carried me back outside. Soon I hung in midair, but not upside down or with my legs spread wide. I hung facing the planked floor, one leg pulled up way behind me, my toes almost touching the roof, the other folded and tied tight against itself. My arms were pulled up behind me, like a strappado, but I didn’t feel any strain, probably because the diamond patterned ropes on my torso bore all the weight. The only part not supported was my head. It hung down, my carrot top hair loose all around my face.

Tyson stood back and took in his handiwork. “You look hot.”

I was shaking, but not through any strain on my body. “Oh, sir,” I rasped. “I could hang here all night.”

A tiny smile crooked Tyson’s mouth. “Yes, you could, couldn’t you? And just hanging here all night means I could do this whenever I want.”

His hand found my pussy. Three fingers shoved their way deep, deep inside.

“Oh! Ooohhhhh!” I moaned.

“But there’s still more I would do.” He pulled out his hand.

“Ohhh! Awwww!”

Tyson selected a ball of thin rope, little more than string. He twisted my hair together in back, wound the rope all through it, and pulled my head back, back, until my throat was totally exposed. His fingers stroked my windpipe, found the edges on either side.

“Do you trust me?” he asked.

“Yes,” I barely breathed. Shit, his hand was right there!

“Then why do you shake so much? Are you afraid?”

“Y-Yes.”

“Why? Are you scared that I might hurt you?”

“I…I know you’re going to hurt me.”

“Then…” The hand tightened just a little bit, but not enough to cut off my air.

I said, “I’m scared because…I don’t know how much you paid for me. I’m scared because I may not be worth it.”

Tyson kept his hand on my throat and leaned in close. “Those aren’t the only reasons you’re shaking. You’re afraid because that night of the Black Party, when I raped you in the alley, you really wanted to live up to the billing of anything goes. And you want to do that again. Anything goes.”

The Black Party. The alley. My shakes only got worse.

He released my windpipe and his hands grasped my quivering head. His mouth found mine. Our lips touched, long, slow. His lips calm yet eager, seeking, seeking to claim all of me starting with this small part; my lips trembling, unable to hide the fact that I was his, bought and paid for, and knowing that I could end this whole thing at any time but I wouldn’t. Never.

“Take me,” I breathed. “Oh, god, fuck me, please. Please, I beg.”

Tyson pulled back. He squeezed my head, held it rock still and I looked into those eyes. In them I didn’t see a classmate, or a trainer taking other people’s orders. I saw something I hadn’t seen since that night in the alley.

“I will never fuck you,” he said. “That’s for cunts. I will make love to you.”

Tyson stepped back, pulled out a wand vibrator and pushed it right up to my wet pussy lips. Oh shit! Shit! The vibrations went right through me! I writhed in the ropes, screamed for mercy, begged him to allow to me to cum. He never answered my pleas and just when I might tip over into a body racking orgasm he backed off. The vibrator taken away I screamed again. Bring it back! Bring it back! But instead I got his mouth, his tongue lapping at my waters, pushing deep in my delta. I screamed louder and tears fell onto the wooden planks far below. I twisted again in the ropes, not caring that they were now there for my safety, so that I couldn’t struggle free and take a nasty fall. A nasty fall. Ha, ha! That was a joke. Long ago I had stepped off the cliff and still hadn’t hit bottom, but now I sensed it approaching fast.

“Oh, please. Please!” I shouted. “Maaasssteeer!”

In a flash I lay in his arms. I don’t know how he did it so fast; maybe a sharp knife to cut all his precious ropes, or maybe one knot when loosened and the whole thing let go, but there I was, shivering, crying like a baby, curled up against his chest. Next thing I knew we were out on the grass and I lay down, my arms untied, but like my legs, still wound about with rope. His clothes were gone too and together we lay naked. A breeze picked up, not cold, not hot, but just right, and the cloud bank overhead drifted away to reveal a star filled night, tiny little eyes from heaven that watched over us as Tyson made love to me. His cock inside me, my legs around his waist, hands grasping, lips welded together, two people, man and woman, master and slave, at last complete. We came together, his hot cum filling me, an abundance of sheer manhood that reminded me of who I was, of what I needed. And my body shook also, like an earthquake underneath him, my own strength rampant. He cried out too as I clasped him tight to me, refused to allow him to escape. He had captured me, but he also was my prisoner.

We lay gasping. Tyson rolled off of me and together we stared up at the night sky, silent witness to our tryst. At last I recovered enough to roll on my side and snuggle next to him.

“I don’t want this night to end.”

“Then don’t let it.”

I frowned. “What do you mean?”

“You’re a smart woman,” Tyson said. “Think about everything you’ve seen and heard tonight.”

“What I’ve..?” What was Tyson talking about? There were all those slave sales. They went to new doms for twenty-four hours, a temporary…

Please don’t sell me!

No! Anyone but yooouuuu!

Don’t send me awaaayyy!

With a jerk I sat up. “The sales? They’re real!”

Tyson gazed back at me. “No, not really. No slave has to stay with the buyer, but…”

“But it’s expected.”

“No. Many slaves have left their new master or mistress. But they usually stay because - ”

“Because they want to. They really want to live as a slave. And be free.”

“Yes.”

I lay back. “So, that couple, Ivan and Sondra…”

“They’re my parents.”

“Don’t tell me, this is how they met?”

“I’ll admit, we are an unusual family.”

“And this whole place is…theirs? Yours?”

Tyson sighed. “Well, not mine anymore.”

The trust fund. He put his whole future up for one night with me.

Oh…my…god.

I stared at Tyson who refused to meet my eyes. His whole future!

Think of something. Say anything!

“Uh, who taught you all that stuff with ropes?” I inquired. Oh, fuck, how lame-o!

Tyson smiled. “I didn’t spend my third year in Japan for nothing.”

I laughed. And lay back down next to him. Later, he showed me just what else he had learned in Japan. And kept right on showing me, night after night.


The Reveal

She sat back in the wicker patio chair, but gently. The welts on her back from last night hadn’t quite faded.

“Are you anxious to see them?” he asked.

“Probably not as much as you. But yes. Maybe we could take a stroll down to the garden.”

“Humph. The way you complained about your sore hips when we woke up, it’s a wonder you made it down the stairs at all.”

“Well, you did tie my legs apart extra wide. A lady can only take so much. But it wasn’t only my hips that were sore.” She glanced down to below her exposed belly and blushed, yet also scooted her chair closer to him. Her hand parted his bathrobe and ran along the inside of his thigh. “I was reminded of our own first night together, when you bought me.” She leaned over and nibbled his ear.

He winced at the love bite but endured it for her playful sake. “After all these years you still get me going,” he said.

“I know.” Delicate fingers wrapped around his awakened cock. “Hmm,” she purred. “Back up to our bed, or maybe a little quickie in a secluded glade?”

“You are insatiable.”

“Only because you made me that way.” She laughed again.

“You were such a randy thing. What do I mean ‘were’. You are.” He paused in thought. “This thing of Tyson giving up his trust fund. I hadn’t counted on that.”

“He made his choice. For her. I’m sure it’s the right one.”

He nodded. “But we’re still going to be here for Tyson and Heather. If they ever need anything - ”

“Of course, master. You’re right. As always. But we must let them learn to take care of themselves. Just like we did.”

He sighed. “You’re right. As always.”

They both laughed.

“We’ve had a good life,” Ivan said. “We’ve got a strapping, handsome son and now, most likely, a beautiful daughter-in-law.” He gazed off in the distance with a satisfied smile.

Sondra laughed again, light and merry. “You don’t have to act so smug.”

“Why not? I picked her out.”

“If I recall, with a little help. And a random choice at that. Or was it?”

Now he blushed. “James and I spoke, told me Heather was a good candidate, but of course he wasn’t about to approach her. He told me where I might see her, gave a vague outline of her routine. I arranged for us to be at the restaurant that morning and when she walked by it was like the bondage gods smiling down on us.”

“You little manipulator,” she said with a wide smile.

“Only with the best of intentions.”

They laughed.

She said, “When you encouraged Marcus and Louise to become formal trainers again, they probably didn’t think you’d pick out the potential trainee.”

He shook his head. “They shouted and stamped their feet. Well, Marcus shouted and Louise stamped, but they got with the program.”

“Did you ever think that Heather would wind up capturing our son?”

“I’m glad she did. A slave needs a master.”

“And a master needs a slave.”

Also by Alexander Kelly:


Eternity Collar


The Leather Mask


On Dangerous Ground


Captured Fancy


Allow Me To Serve


Kidnapped


The Property

For a complete catalogue of Erotic Fiction… write, email or call:


Pink Flamingo Publications

P.O. Box 632, Richland, MI 49083, 1-877-629-0051


cover.jpeg
el RAINING

ALEXANDER KELLY






