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 The Confession
 

I sat in the musty wood panelled confession box. I had no panties on. The hard wooden bench was cold against my bare bottom. It felt good. The coolness helped reduce the stinging pain I still felt from his last punishment - my last beating, my last humiliation, my last joyous ecstasy. But what a terrible thrashing it had been - so hard. And he had made me stand bent over for so long. I had begged him to release me. I had pleaded with him to let me go. But he said my sins were too great, I had done too much wrong. No punishment he could inflict on me, he said, would ever be enough.
 I leant forward to the latticework grill. The flesh of my cunt squeezed together. I pushed my hand between my legs. My fingers probed towards my moist slit.
 'Are you here to confess, my child?'
 'Yes, Father, I am.'
 'What is your prayer, my child?'
 That was the easy part. I knew it from childhood. It was blazed like a neon light in my mind.
 'O my God, I am heartily sorry for having offended thee, and I detest all my sins, because I dread the loss of heaven, and the pains of hell; but most of all because they offend thee, my God, who are all good and deserving of all my love. I firmly resolve, with the help of thy grace, to confess my sins, to do penance, and to amend my life. Amen.'
 I ran my fingers along my cunt, drawing their tips lightly from the back to the front. It was silky and warm. I opened my legs a little more, just enough. With no pressure against my flesh the slit parted, welcoming my touch with an invitation to come inside.
 'And do you speak truly when you resolve to do penance, my child?'
 'Yes, Father, I do.'
 'Then tell me of your sins. And prepare yourself for the consequences of your betrayal of God.'
 'Father, no punishment can be too great, for I have sinned so terribly.'
 'Then continue, my child, hold nothing back. Remember, there are no secrets from God.'
 'I can hardly bear to say it at all, Father, but I know I must.'
 'Go on, my child, everything.'
 'Well, Father, it all began about a year ago...'
 


 Chapter 1
 Escape From Waco
 

I met Professor Harrington at a conference on the discovery of previously unknown Greek manuscripts in Austin, Texas. I had been researching this area for a while, and managed to get the Classics Department at one of the big London colleges to pay my fare to the USA. If only I had done something else, things would have been very different. "If only". We can always say that.
 There was an instant attraction between us; he could see I would enjoy his punishment, I could see he understood my need to suffer. He was tall and dark, clever and famous. His eyes were bright and penetrating. When I let his stare in it was obvious where his tastes lay. His probing gaze, and the way he pinched my finger as he shook my hand, betrayed a taste for the pleasures of punishment and pain.
 In the raucous music district of the city we spent several evenings together in a lively student bar inhabited by enthusiasts of bondage and slavery. Here I learned of his dedication to bondage, and in our conversations he found in me an eagerness to submit to a variety of humiliations he had learned on his travels throughout the world. He kept me with him for two months early in 2004. Once he bound me with tape and shut me in a small cupboard in his office for two whole days. I remained there as his students came and went, and as his secretary brought him letters to sign or reports to read. I had never before experienced the levels of joy that Professor Harrington brought to me with his harsh techniques, humiliating and imaginative practices. Especially, he aroused in me a love for confinement in small spaces which, to this day, is never fully satisfied.
 During this time, he would take me to conferences or to parties with his academic friends. It was as though we were an item - partners. But his friends and colleagues did not know that when I was out with him it was only because he had released me from bondage or confinement. And they did not know that when we went back to his house in Austin, he locked me away again, sometimes for days perhaps in the dark of a wardrobe, or beneath a sink, or chained in a bath with a turned on electric heater perched on the shelf above me.
 One day he shut me into a steel locker in his garage.
 As far as I could tell I was there all day and he did not return to feed me or check my bonds. From a chink of light that came through the hinges I worked out that he didn't come the next day either. I was gnawingly hungry. I urinated into my panties. I fell into despair. I was barely conscious when the door was burst open by policemen and I was dragged from the wardrobe into the blazing light of the Texas sun. I stood naked on the front lawn of the house as the neighbours stared and pointed at me.
 After the death of Professor Harrington I stayed in Austin, Texas, with one of his colleagues, a senior lecturer in the Archaeology Department, Dr Werner Harris. Dr Harris, for that is what he always insists I call him - and then only when he gives me permission - not only worked with Professor Harrington professionally, but also shared his interest in sexual experimentation and depravity. Before his untimely death, Professor Harrington had been thinking of handing responsibility for me over to Dr Harris. With this in mind, he had already passed instructions on how I should be dealt with, together with notes on how he had kept me since we met.
 Immediately after Professor Harrington's funeral I went willingly to Dr Harris' house seventy miles or so north of Austin, in Waco.
 Mostly, Dr Harris kept me shut up in a heavy wooden wardrobe. I had to sit naked with my knees up and my hands folded around them. Sometimes he gagged me with a leather strap, but not always. Most nights, if he left me there, he pulled a black hood over my head. It got hot. My breath warmed the skin around my mouth, and my cheeks flushed with the moist heat. When I inhaled through my nose I could feel the hotness around my nostrils. When I was like this, in the middle of the night, I took my hands from around my knees and pushed them between my legs. I would lay my fingers against my flesh; it was always wet and warm. I did not have to push my fingers in; I simply had to touch the soft flesh, or sometimes perhaps just the tip of my clitoris. That was enough. I had to be careful then not to make any noise, not to gasp too loudly, or cry out. Once, when I did, he came to me, took me out and bent me over his knee. He held me down with one hand while he thrashed me with a thin cane. I squirmed and cried out, but he only stopped when he was satisfied I had been sufficiently punished. I had to stand in the corner of the room for the rest of the night and, when it was light, he thrashed me again in the same way, before he would allow me to sit. He told me to sit on a hard chair and I could hardly lower my stinging buttocks down against the smooth surface of the seat.
 Whenever he opened the wardrobe door, the first thing I always saw was the wine-red flash of his large ruby signet ring. It was the colour of blood with the luminescence of pearl. For me, it was the sign both of my release and of my continued captivity.
 At other times he kept me in a steel mesh cage. It was hardly big enough for me. Sometimes the cage was suspended from the ceiling of the cellar beneath the house. Sometimes he pushed it into a corner and dropped a heavy cloth over it. He brought me food in a bowl, and I had to eat it without using my hands. He brought me milk in the same way, and I had to lap it up with my tongue. Sometimes he called me his 'puppy' and stroked the back of my neck or patted me.
 When, on rare occasions, he released me, I was allowed to walk on the thick-grassed lawn in his rear yard. I never knew how long he would allow me to stay in the open. I never knew how long I would have until he took me again and put me into captivity. I walked in circles, in a dream, just waiting for his orders to return.
 One morning he unchained me and told me I could sit inside the house and watch the TV. He went out, locked the doors and left me alone. I couldn't concentrate on the TV and found myself lost for anything to do. I picked up an old newspaper - the Waco Tribune-Herald. I could hardly believe what I read. It had all happened so suddenly - Dr Harris, my new captivity and the suffering I had been subjected to - that I had put my time with Professor Harrington behind me almost instantly.
 University Professor Found to be Poisoned read the headline. Professor Ernest Harrington, found dead, naked, bound by the wrists and ankles, and chained to a pillory in a cellar outside Dallas, is now known to have died from poisoning. The County Sheriff's Department is now investigating this already sensational death as a murder. In their efforts to solve the case they are trying to trace a young English woman who was seen with Professor Harrington on a number of occasions in the weeks prior to his tragic death. It is thought she may be able to help with their enquiries. Anyone knowing the whereabouts of this woman should contact the McLennan County Sheriff's Office on N. 6th Street.
 I shivered with fear when I read it. They must be looking for me! My mind went blank. For a moment I couldn't think. Within seconds I was overcome with a confusing and panicky terror. All I could think was that I must escape. I ran to the door and pulled at the handle. I screamed and shouted, hoping someone might hear me, hoping I could be saved from the terror of captivity, hoping I could get free from the false accusations I could hear ringing in my head. Suddenly the door was flung open. Dr Harris stood in the entrance. His eyes blazed with anger, his face flushed with his determination to make me suffer.
 I was only wearing thin pink panties. He gripped his fingers into the front of the waistband and twisted them hard. The material pulled into the crack of my cunt. I rose up, as if it would somehow ease the pressure. It didn't. He pulled harder. I drew in breath and clenched my teeth. The flesh of my pussy was parted by the drawn up gusset. My clitoris spasmed with pain. He yanked the material sharply.
 'Going somewhere?' he said, smiling.
 He gave an extra twist on the taut waistband. I tightened my buttocks to try and hold back the pain. I felt tears welling in my eyes. He pushed me back. I fell on the floor. My heart was thumping. I was trembling all over. I opened my mouth to speak, to try and apologise, but no words came out. A trickle of spit ran onto my chin. I licked it back. I could feel my lips trembling. I swallowed hard.
 He bent and grabbed me by the hair. He turned my face upwards and shook me as he might a doll. He dragged me back into his bedroom and bent me forward over the edge of the bed. I twisted against him as he tied my wrists with rope to the ornate iron headboard. I tried to scream. I felt desperate. My efforts just made me choke. He wound more rope around my ankles and pulled it up tightly against one of the ornate cast iron legs. He pulled me so tightly across the heavy bed. I could hardly breathe.
 'You need a lesson before anything else,' he said. 'You will be able to reflect on your punishment in the darkness of the wardrobe later. Now, are you going to scream? Should I gag you? Yes, I think so. It will give you something to bite on, something to suck on, something to pass your pain on to. Yes, let me see. What have I gagged you with before?'
 I could not see behind me, but I heard him pulling out drawers and throwing items on the floor.
 'Yes, perfect!'
 He pressed his knee into the small of my back and bent forward. He pushed a large rubber ball against my lips. It had a thin leather thong through it.
 'Open wide,' he said, increasing the pressure. 'Or do you want me to force your mouth open with the dental opener. You always seem to like that. How many hours was your record? Yes, perhaps we should see if you could suffer it for longer?'
 I opened my mouth and it was immediately plugged with the rubber ball. The scent of it filled my nostrils. I felt an acrid wave of sickness spreading up my throat. He pulled the leather thongs behind my head and tied them together tightly. Spit built up behind the ball. It ran over my tongue and down my throat. I tried to gulp on it, but the ball forced my mouth so wide it was impossible.
 Every time he brought the cane down I bit hard onto the ball. Spit bubbled out from the sides where my choking breaths finally caused a tiny gap. The cane burned me, stinging at first but soon penetrating into my flesh. He did not hold back. He punished me for every moment I had thought of escaping. Every whipping crack of the cane was meant to remind me of the misplaced idea of trying to get away from him. Every stroke warned me that he would not let me go. My eyes were bleary by the time he finished. I hardly knew that he untied me and saw only darkness as he threw me down into the bottom of the wardrobe.
 

The next few days were the worst of my life. I didn't think I would survive. I thought I would never get away. I had crouched naked and wet in the bottom of the dark damp wardrobe for what seemed an eternity. Suddenly I heard the door knocker banging. I knew it was him, the postman. I had heard him before. I had heard him talking about religion to Dr Harris. He was some sort of religious fanatic - an evangelist. I realised he was my only chance. If I did not act now, I thought, I may never have an opportunity again. If I did not take this slim chance to escape, perhaps I would never be free.
 I struggled with the leather straps that held my wrists. It was impossible even to loosen them. After the first night Dr Harris had dragged me out of the wardrobe, ducked me in the bath and got them wet before he retightened them and tied them off.
 The door knocker rattled again. I shouted, but my voice was weak and muffled. I leant forward and banged my head against the wardrobe. It made my ears sing. I tried again. My head ached. I stopped and listened. I heard the door opening.
 'Is there anyone there? Ma'am are you there?'
 I banged my head repeatedly against the side of the wardrobe.
 Please, I kept thinking. Please. Please, find me.
 'Ma'am. Is that you? Are you okay?'
 I kept banging my head as hard as I could. Suddenly the wardrobe door flew open and I spilled out onto the floor like a sack of beans.
 The postman fussed around me. I could see he could not take his eyes off my naked body. His hands were shaking and he could not untie the gag so he cut the thongs with his knife.
 Spit ran down my chin and onto my neck as the ball fell away.
 'Help me,' I begged. 'Help me get away.' I held up my hands.
 Nervously he cut through the thongs around my wrists. I stayed on my knees and dropped my arms to my sides. I looked up at him as he stared down at my nakedness.
 I jumped to my feet, ran to the nearby desk and grabbed a handful of bills.
 'I need to get away. Can you take me to the airport?' I ran to the door and stood waiting. 'Please. Can you take me to the airport? Please! I need to get away!'
 He looked confused.
 'Ma'am, you need some clothes.'
 'Of course. Of course. How foolish.' I looked around for something to wear. 'Can we get going?' I urged, stepping into a pair of jeans. 'Before he comes back.'
 'I have my round, ma'am. I have my round to finish.' The situation seemed ridiculous.
 'What will it take?' I asked, leaving the top button of my jeans undone as I sank to my knees at his feet. 'What will it take to get you to drive me to the airport?'
 I undid his trousers. My wrists were encircled with thick red lines from the tight thongs. It excited me to see them. I pulled the zip apart and eased down the front of his boxers. His cock flopped into my hands. It was huge, heavy and hardening. I dropped the glans into my mouth. It was hot. I felt it expanding against my tongue. I sucked on it as it thickened. The shaft hardened between my lips. They opened as it grew.
 I ran my hand along the stiff shaft, sliding the spit that I allowed from my lips along its length, lubricating it, accentuating the softness of my touch. The back of my throat tightened as the throbbing tip touched it. I held it there for a moment then drew back and took it from my lips. It pulsated in my hand.
 'What will it take?' I asked, still pulling my encircling fingers along the full length of his engorged cock.
 'I would like to spank you,' he said, moving back and sitting on the edge of the bed. 'Here, over my knee, with the palm of my hand. I would like to spank you as a punishment for what you are doing now.'
 I stayed on my knees and dropped my head. I felt a wave of shame come over me. I would let him tell me to come to him. I would let him instruct me in whatever way he wanted.
 'You know you have done wrong. You were too forward. Do you know that?'
 I nodded.
 'Then come here and I will punish you for your wrongdoing. Bend over my knee. I will make you think twice before you do such a thing again.'
 'And will you take me to the airport after you've punished me? I'm so sorry for what I've done. Will you take me to the airport?'
 'We shall see.'
 I stood before him and dropped my head. I realised that what he was saying was true. I had acted badly. He had to punish me. There was no other way. I had to be made to see the badness of my ways.
 'Over here,' he said, motioning to his knees. 'Bend over.' I lay across his knees. He pulled down my jeans and exposed my bare bum.
 'Lift your bottom higher. I want to see the shape of your cunt between your buttocks. I want to see the crack of your cunt.'
 I lifted my bottom as he instructed. He rubbed the palm of his hand across its pert cheeks. I felt the smoothness of my own skin as he ran his hand lightly across the taut surface. I felt a shivering tingle pass through me. I squirmed slightly and he increased the pressure of his hand to stop me moving. I responded obediently. I waited for my punishment.
 'Now, learn from your spanking.'
 He pressed against the small of my back. I gasped when his hand came down for the first time - solid, flat, stinging. The next one was sharper. I tightened my buttocks. It came down again, and again, and again. Each time the stinging was deeper, more penetrating. The initial burning on the surface of my skin was quickly replaced with a deep, unavoidable anguish. I was filled with the fire of my punishment.
 'Are you learning your lesson?'
 'Yes... yes...'
 I didn't know how much more I could take. It felt as if he would never stop.
 'And this is for being like a tart and this is for taking a man's member in your hand and this is for laying your tongue on it and this is for inflaming a man's passion... and this...'
 I watched a long trickle of spit running from my mouth. It dripped onto the floor and settled in a frothy pool. His stinging hand caught the flesh of my cunt. I squirmed but did not try to avoid it. I raised my bottom more. I opened my buttocks. I exposed my sex to his smacking hand. I encouraged his punishment and, at the same time, showed him I was not yet punished enough.
 'Is there no end to your whorish behaviour?' he shouted as he brought his hand down even harder. 'What must I do to save you? Lord! What must I do to save this wretched girl?'
 

I could barely sit when finally we got into the postman's van. I was wearing a cheap pink T-shirt and the jeans hastily pulled up after the spanking. The plastic seat was hard and my bottom had never been so sore. I held myself off the seat for most of the journey. When we went over a bump, or he braked hard and I could not stop myself dropping down against it, I winced with pain. He smiled when he saw my suffering. He did not speak on the journey and dropped me with a contemptuous toss of his head in the empty drop-off zone amongst a crowd of noisy Baptists.
 I ran into the glass-fronted entrance to Waco Regional Airport and looked up at the departure boards.
 'Continental flight C09583 to Miami. Arrive in Miami International Airport 22.37. Depart Waco 16.40.' Thirty minutes! I ran to the Continental desk, paid my money and within ten minutes I was settling down in my seat. The man next to me looked down at my jeans. I followed his eyes. The zip was undone, the smooth skin leading to the top of my shaved pussy just visible. I did not attempt to do it up. He looked away haughtily as though I was beneath his contempt. I shrugged and smiled.
 

I knew who it was knocking on the lavatory door halfway through the flight. And he did not look away as he bent me harshly over the WC and thrust his cock inside me. Nor did he ignore me as I sucked his semen into my mouth and swallowed it before bending over again so he could spank me for my sinful, wanton behaviour.
 


 Chapter 2
 US Highway 1 - Captive!
 

I had made it. It was 11 o'clock. I flopped down on the first seat I saw and guzzled at a bottle of water. I folded my lips around its neck and sucked hard. I could still taste the man on the plane's semen on my tongue. The cold water drained into me and I took it down. It swilled into my mouth and carried the taste of semen away. I did not keep it there long enough for it to warm up. I let it run down my throat in one long, steady, cold flow. I twisted myself on the seat and rubbed my bottom. It was still sore.
 Miami! My captor, Dr Harris, would never find me now. And nor would the police. There were too many criminals here to make it worth their while looking for me. Too many criminals, too many drugs, too much madness. Then I thought - that's just the place they might look!
 Miami might be pretty - pastel blue and glassy bright - but it wasn't for me. I hired a car and got out fast. It's a short drive from Miami to Florida City, the last part of the USA's mainland, the last connection to continental sanity. It was the end of the I95, favoured route of the 'snowbirds' - North Carolina in spring, Maine in summer, Vermont and Massachusetts in fall, Florida in winter.
 From Coral Gables the Interstate gives way to the old road and the only way down to the Keys. From there on, setting off across a chain of islands on US Highway 1, held together tenuously by road bridges and causeways, any semblance of sanity is left behind.
 After another hundred miles, my arrival in Key West told me straight away that sanity had never visited here. A former haunt of pirates, now a patchwork of extremes - a naval base, a city of gays, of prostitutes, of Harley Davidsons, of board walks, of tanned bodies, of sunsets, of hot sexual appetites. Now this was a good place to hide.
 I stopped at a gas station. A young man came out to fill the tank. I went to the ladies rest room; everything sparkled, everything smelled perfect. I washed my face. I had bought a skirt in the airport. I hung it up on a shiny chromium plated hook. I took my jeans off and removed my panties. It was too hot to wear them. They were thin, no more than a thong, but they were still too much. I slipped by fingers down the front of my crack and closed my eyes for a moment. The lips of my cunt felt beautiful; soft, moist, tingling with anticipation. They opened, delicately, like a flower, welcoming my touch, inviting me to go further. I thought of someone's tongue running along my slit. The young man in the gas station perhaps. Yes, I thought of him slipping his tongue against my crack. He would do it slowly, with the fleshy flat of his tongue at first then, bit by bit, using the tip, he would enter me, probe me, suck me, drink deeply from me. I would squirm on his face, feeling the moisture from my cunt mixing with his warm spit.
 My face flushed. I stopped myself. I washed my hands - they were trembling. I pulled on the skirt and carried my jeans and panties back to the car. I fingered my panties for a few seconds, feeling the moistness on the filmy gusset, imagining it pulled up tightly against my flesh. I thought of the young man ripping them off, eager to get to the soft moistness of my cunt. My head spun at the thought of that sudden exposure, that feeling of being in someone else's control, that marvellous experience of being overpowered. I bit my lip but that did not stop my racing mind. I stuffed the panties and the jeans into the glove box but, even as I closed the door, I felt the uncontrollable heat of passion burning deep within me.
 The young man came back to the car with my change. He leant in through the passenger side window.
 'Ma'am,' he drawled in a slow, deep southern accent. 'Your change.'
 I held my purse open. It was empty. I had given him my last few dollars.
 'Keep it for yourself,' I said, wanting him to open the door and get in beside me. He could do what he wanted to me. He just had to get in. Did he know that? Did he know I would let him have me in any way he wanted, do to me things that so far in his life he had only fantasised about?
 'Much obliged, ma'am,' he said, staring into my still open purse.
 'You can do anything you want to me,' I said, unthinkingly. 'Absolutely anything.'
 I allowed my knees to drop slightly apart. The insides of my thighs glistened with sweat. I hitched my new short skirt up until I knew he could just see my cunt.
 'Can you think of some things you would like to do with me?'
 'The boss is away for a few days. Drive around the back,' he said, leading the way. 'It's very private.'
 He opened the door and offered me his hand. I took it and got out slowly. He led me around the back of the car. He opened the boot - the 'trunk'. A rusty spare wheel lay secured in a recess in the bottom. It was surrounded by rubbish; old drinks cans, paper tissues, oily rags, a greasy towing rope. It smelled of urine.
 'Phew!' I said, wafting my hand beneath my nose. 'I'm glad I haven't had to change the wheel.'
 'Get in,' he said coldly. 'Get in the trunk.'
 I stood back hesitantly. 'What?'
 'Get in!' he shouted.
 'It smells!'
 'I said get in. So get in.'
 I did not have time to move away. He grabbed me by the hair and pushed my head down. I felt the pressure of his knee against the backs of my thighs. I tipped forward and landed face down in the smelly trunk. A coke can dug into my side. I yelled out in pain. I struggled to turn around and, as I did, he grabbed my ankles and held my legs apart.
 'Nice,' he said. 'Very nice indeed.'
 I twisted myself and struggled against him. He widened my legs more. I felt so exposed to his gaze. I tried to wriggle away, but he tightened his grip and held me fast.
 He leant forward and dribbled a long strand of spit from his mouth. He held my legs in place as the spit ran down between them. He watched it stretching down until it touched my exposed cunt. I felt its coolness against my tender flesh. I twisted my buttocks, trying hopelessly to avoid it. It ran and dribbled down between my buttocks.
 'I didn't mean like this,' I screamed.
 He just smiled. He let go of my left ankle and grabbed hold of the oily towing rope. I thrashed wildly with my free leg. This was not what I had in mind - definitely not. I kicked out at him, but he was so strong and muscled that my efforts were weak and ineffective. I felt the spit between my buttocks. I felt the lubricated surfaces in the cleft gliding against each other. I felt a thrill of excitement along the slit of my wet cunt.
 He looped the dirty rope around my free leg. I kept kicking at him, but it was hopeless. The harder I kicked the more firmly he held me. He wound the loop at the end of the rope around my ankle and pulled it down against the spare wheel. He wound the free end around the heavy securing plate that held the wheel in place then yanked it hard. My ankle was pulled down against the wheel. I shouted out as an intense pain shot through me. He reached forward and slapped the inside of my thigh admonishingly.
 He let go of my other ankle and I kicked wildly. I twisted against the securing tow rope but even as I did I shouted out with the pain caused by my ankle being secured so tightly against the spare wheel clamp. The more I pulled the more it hurt. It ran into the bone of my ankle, up my leg and into my squirming buttocks.
 He unzipped his trousers and dropped them around his ankles. I kicked again frantically. He pulled down his shorts and exposed his heavy, hard cock.
 He reached over and took my free ankle in his left hand. He pressed it up against the open lid of the trunk. He held my legs wide, I was completely exposed. I felt the frothing saliva smeared over my cunt. I looked down and a ray of sunlight caught its shiny surface. He held his cock in his right hand and slowly stroked its length. I watched the purple of his engorged glans colouring deeper and expanding as he pulled his hand to its end. I felt my efforts against him slackening. I kicked against him, but more because I did not want him to stop having to hold my ankle, I did not want him to stop holding my legs so wide. I had lost my conviction to resist him. My resistance now was only to feel his control over me. I tugged against him and he responded by firming his grip. I felt a shiver of excitement.
 As he quickened the pace of his hand on the stiff shaft of his cock, so I lifted my wet pussy towards it. I opened my legs as wide as the tight towing rope and his hand would allow. I absorbed the pain in my ankle. I lifted my buttocks and felt my cunt open slightly. I watched his cock and licked my lips in expectation. I imagined the taste of his semen. I wondered how much there would be. He held it tighter. I saw the glans expanding for a last time as his semen spurted out in a copious drenching spray. He directed it across my sex lips. It mixed with the spit that glistened on its pink flesh. I opened my mouth, hoping he would fill it. I licked out my tongue, reaching the tip forward, yearning for the taste of his fragrant, creamy liquor.
 I caught a drop of it and lapped thirstily. He reached forward and let it stream down into my mouth. I wanted to suck at his cock but could not reach. I drank from the stream, swallowing it as quickly as I could - tasting it, inhaling its sweet scent, bathing in it, drowning in it.
 He let go of my ankle, pulled it down against the other and tied it tightly with the towing rope. The pain increased but now it only increased my excitement. I sucked at the last drips of his semen that stuck to my lips. He dropped the trunk lid with a loud bang and I found myself in darkness.
 I opened my eyes wide. I could see nothing. I reached down to my ankles and pulled at the rope which held them. He had knotted it so tightly I could not even slacken it. The harsh pain came back. I was overcome with panic. Was he going to leave me here and not return? If he did return what was going to happen to me next? My stomach churned with nervousness. I breathed in deeply and my nose was filled with the acrid stench of the sour smells in the trunk. It was hot and the heavy odours increased in the confined space. I choked for a moment. I felt sick. I heaved. The taste of his semen came back into my mouth. The taste of vomit welled up into my throat. I felt myself trembling with fear.
 I don't know how long I was shut in there - several hours I think. I heard voices and laughter. There were bangs against the car. Suddenly the trunk lid was flung open. A group of men stood around pointing and leering at me. The young man stood amongst them. He dangled some rubber auto hoses in his hand.
 They undid my ankles from the spare wheel clamp and I thought they were going to let me out of the trunk, but they kept me there. They turned me around so that I lay on my back, my head against the rear opening, my legs pulled up against the open lid. I stared up into the bright Florida sky as, slowly, it was clouded out by the dark shadows of the unknown men as they gathered around.
 They drenched my face with their semen. I was soaked in it. I licked as much as I could. I tried to get it all to start with, but quickly there was so much it ran over my face, down my neck onto my breasts. I was soaked by it. Some splattered into my eyes. It ran up my nose and into my ears. I drank what I could greedily. I filled my mouth with it and swallowed in wanton gulps. I wiped by face against my shoulder to try and scoop it up so I could get more. I was dowsed in it.
 They kept my legs forced open. Some of them directed their semen between my thighs. I squirmed, but not to escape. I twisted against their grasp only so that I could feel the tension caused by their grip on me. And I twisted against them so I could increase the silky feeling of their semen as it flowed down between my buttocks and around my anus.
 When they had finished with me one of them leant into the trunk and rubbed his hands over me, smearing me completely with all the semen I had not been able to drink. I could not see properly, my eyes filled with it, everything a cloudy blur. The sun flashed brightly. I twisted again, then I felt an oncoming surge of delight. It started somewhere deep within me, in my chest or my stomach, I couldn't tell. It grew like a raging fire, burning me from the inside, spreading ever outward, searing me with its heat, inflaming me with its fire. I twisted as its licking flames scorched through me. I cried out. My body tightened. My hips went tense. I held my breath.
 Hands grasped me. I was lifted out and draped across the tailgate. They pinned me forward and tied my hands with some rubber hose. My legs were spread and my ankles held. I did not know what to expect. There was no time to think about anything.
 I shrieked as a cutting slash landed across my buttocks. A rubber hose came down viciously and made me rear back. Another, and I screeched loudly. Another, and I was shaking with the pain.
 They all took a turn at thrashing me. Some whipped me across my back, some across my buttocks, some the backs of my thighs. The rubber hose curled against my waist, or my hips, or it slashed around the front of my thighs as it twisted like an angry serpent. I was given a knotted rag to bite on. It smelled of grease and oil. Again I felt the acrid taste of vomit in my throat. I tried to count the blows, but lost track as they blended into one.
 The trunk lid was dropped shut with a heavy thud. All I could hear was my gasping breaths and my thumping heart. I could not swallow. I was shaking all over. I was burning with pain. I shuddered. I plunged my hands between my legs. Frantically I sought out its moist centre and penetrated myself as deeply as I could. I ran my fingers up and down inside my hot wet cunt, desperate for satisfaction. I opened my legs to get more. I rubbed my clitoris with the palm of my hand. I took it between my thumb and fingers. I squeezed it. I tightened. I shouted. I was overtaken with a seizure. I dropped back, my head throbbing to the echoing sounds of my own shrill screeches.
 

They kept me there for several days. In the end the young man from the gas station dragged me out and hosed me down in the car wash. I stood naked as he directed the hose onto my dirty, semen-smeared body. I bathed in the freshness of the water. I felt cleansed by it, refreshed, but it did not wash away my need for pain and punishment. I dropped to my knees and crawled through its mist towards him. I hoped he would put me back in the car trunk. That he would keep me there, like an animal in a cage and exhibit me, and use me in any way he wanted, for as long as he wanted, as cruelly as he wanted. I crawled to him in desperation.
 He tossed a flimsy dress on the ground in front of me. 'We're finished with you now. Come into the shop. You can get a coffee before you go.'
 I pulled the dress on and stood in the morning sunshine, wet, bedraggled and ashamed.
 There were a few chairs and several tables with red and white gingham table clothes squashed between the cash counter and the entrance. A fat man in a dirty white vest leant on the counter talking to a group of men. I flopped down and rested my head on the table. It smelled of oily plastic. A mug was placed on the table in front of me and filled with coffee from a jug. I took a sip. It was strong and hot.
 In the corner of my eye I could see the young man reading a paper. 'I've been reading about someone like you,' he called over. 'An English girl mixed up with a Texas professor who was poisoned. It's big news.'
 I widened my eyes, swallowed hard and bit my lip. The fat man looked up and glared. There were a dozen or so photos spread on the counter in front of the men.
 'Here,' said the fat man, holding out a roll of bills. I looked at him curiously.
 'Take it,' said the young man. 'You've earned it. And he's the boss. You should do what he says.'
 'I thought you said the boss was away.'
 'Yeah,' said the young man smirking. 'But not far. I do nothing without the boss's say-so. And he's the photographer. He's got a good little collection this time.'
 I got up and took the money. My face flushed. I felt deeply ashamed. I took a sideways glance at the pictures. One of the men held one up and matched it against me. He looked at me quizzically.
 'What a whore!' he said scornfully. 'What a whore!'
 I ran for the door, jumped in the car and drove off. I didn't stop looking behind me for an hour.
 

I was still shaking when I pulled over for a rest. A car had followed me for a few minutes and I started to imagine it was a detective who had tracked me down, or perhaps one of the men from the gas station.
 It was really hot and the car's air conditioning had packed up. A sign on the road said Welcome to Bahia Honda State Park - 524 acres of sub-tropical paradise. I looked around. Yes, it was beautiful; a loose tangle of coves and rocks, crystal clear air, transparent water.
 I walked a few paces from the car and, lifting the back of my short skirt enough to bare my bottom, I sat on a smooth limestone rock. It was warm against my buttocks. I felt the heated stone against my pussy lips. I stretched out my legs - the Caribbean in front of me, the Gulf of Mexico behind me - 'Perfect paradise,' I said to myself. 'No one can reach me now.'
 


 Chapter 3
 Bahia Honda - Mermaid on the Beach
 

I half closed my eyes against the glare of the radiant sun. I thought of smooth, shaved cunts and my own naked flesh, moistened by the warmth and excitement. I imagined beautiful buttocks - rounded, firm, smooth - glistening with a slight sweat but still cool to the touch, ready for the flat of a remonstrating hand, the sharp edge of a cane, the confining binding of a rope, the licking of a tongue, the tugging constraint of silver tape. I wanted it all.
 I looked along the coastline - a series of spiky fingers of rock. My eyes followed the rank of spurs that projected into the lapping sea. Each one enclosed a small private bay of sand and, in each little harbour, something was happening. In one a small film crew - three men and a woman - busied themselves with their equipment. In another a white motor boat with three men pulling at an anchor, and in another a beautiful girl. As soon as I saw her this lissom creature attracted my attention.
 I watched her slender form tracing its way around the outcrops. She paddled lazily, calf-deep in the tepid water, raking the sand, searching for something; oysters maybe, or perhaps treasure, perhaps both. Her skimpy swimsuit was pulled up tightly onto her bared hips. The tautness of the thin material exposed a provocative line of un-tanned whiteness that beckoned the imagination to know more, to seek out the rest of that pale, smooth, and delectably youthful skin. There was no sign of pubic hair. I love that; I never let my pubic hair grow at all. I enjoy rubbing my fingers along naked flesh - so smooth, so ready. I glared at the seductive white line - it drew me in.
 Warm wind lifted the oyster-lipped edges which formed the loose frill that draped like gossamer from the young woman's slim waist. Flakes of light reflected from the sea around her moistened knees and hands. Her glistening blonde hair rolled onto her shoulders and, when she tossed it back and looked out to sea, she was the image of a stranded mermaid pining for the ocean's depths. A long-bladed knife hung in a leather scabbard which dangled by a thin cord from her swan-like neck. I sat entranced, charmed by her beauty, enthralled by her innocent endeavours, captivated by her smooth, glistening skin, entranced by her bewitching youthfulness.
 She raised an oyster from the water, inspected it, then cracked it open by twisting the point of her knife into its nacre-coated rims. She found another, and another, and each brought disappointment as, shaking her mane of sun-bleached hair in glorious despair, she dropped the open shells back into the sea.
 I thought of her walking towards me. I imagined her dropping to her knees and crawling the last few paces. In my mind I saw her looking up - wide-eyed, expectant, promising. I thought of her crawling between my legs, prising them apart with the backs of her hands and, still looking up to me, still pining with wide doe eyes, reaching with her tongue and pressing its moist surface against my waiting cunt. I shivered at the thought. I dropped a hand down and slipped my fingers along the moistening lips of my sex.
 She reached up and waved. I was surprised, but waved back. American girls are very friendly. Slowly she worked her way towards me. I watched every pace she took.
 'Hi,' she said in a sweet, drawling southern accent. 'How y'all doing?'
 'I'm fine, fine,' I said, still with the images I had of her licking my cunt in my mind. She was even more beautiful now she was close; she had the bearing of a film star, or model. 'My name's Syra. What are you doing?'
 She came to within a few feet of me, all the time getting lovelier. Her tanned skin was so smooth, her eyes so white, her lips full, her teeth sparkling, her limbs long. 'Syra. What a nice name. Just picking up shells.' She grinned. 'You know, enjoying the day.'
 I smiled and watched the motor boat with the three men moving in towards the beach. She heard the engine, turned and scowled.
 'Not already,' she said. 'It can't be time yet.'
 The men brought the boat in close and dropped the anchor. 'Hey!' shouted the tallest. He jumped down from the boat and waded chest deep towards the shore. 'Not rich yet?'
 The young girl turned and faced him. She stuck out her chin and licked her full lips. The sun caught the moisture on them, and they gleamed. She was the perfect college homecoming queen.
 'Y'all can clear off. Leave me alone. I can't stand it anymore.'
 'You've got no choice about that, Missy. You know the deal. We'll be back in an hour. That's all the time you have today. When we return we will expect our pleasure. And if your new friend is still here she can help you service our needs too.'
 He laughed and splashed his way back into the warm sea. The boat twisted in a looping curl of wake and sped off around the rocky coastline. I didn't know what was going on. I raised my eyebrows quizzically and shrugged my shoulders.
 'I'm in a bit of a mess. You can see that,' she started. 'I'm from Houston. I lived in a trailer park. "White Trash", as the rednecks say. They call me "Missy". I came to Key West a year ago. Thought I'd strike it rich. What a joke. In a place like that! I couldn't even find work as a waitress. Then I got tangled up with that lot. The biggest mistake of my life.' Her eyes brightened. 'But all I have to do is find a pearl. If I do, then I'm free.'
 'Find a pearl? Free?'
 'Yes. I'm a prisoner of those men. But if I find a pearl they will release me, and I can keep the pearl. They use me in every way imaginable, but if only I can find that pearl. If only. It can be rich pickings here. Some of these coves are full of oysters. But most of them are private, or part of the State Park. That's the problem. Not only do I have to return with my captors every night, I have to run the risk of being caught and punished by the ones who own the rights to these waters.'
 'Why don't you just run away?'
 'I've nowhere to run. I've no money, nowhere to stay, no friends to go to. Running isn't an option. But just think! One pearl! That's all it would take. Syra, will you help me? Maybe together we could find that one beautiful pearl.'
 'Yes,' I said. 'Yes. I'll help. Of course, I'll help.'
 'Look, there's some under those rocks.' She got down on her hands and knees. As she reached forward her waist narrowed and her buttocks tightened. She lifted one leg to keep her balance. The flimsy material of her costume tightened around the flesh of her cunt. The narrow line of paler skin was exposed in contrast to her tanned thighs. She lifted her leg higher as she stretched more. I looked at the slit in the centre of her soft flesh, a tight indentation in the bright flower print of her taut swimming costume. I got down and crawled up behind her. She was reaching under a craggy rock for several oysters lying, still wet, in the shade. My face came closer to her buttocks. The scent of her cunt filled my nostrils. I licked my dry lips. I moved closer. The flimsy floral material pulled tighter, right into the crack of her cunt. I eased my tongue out. It touched the soft lips of her cunt. She stopped her effort for a moment, just a moment, then she opened her buttocks wider and pushed back against my eager tongue.
 A sudden sting across my buttocks made me gasp. I reared back and twisted around. The three men from the boat stood behind me. The tallest was holding a short fishing rod and I cried out as it cut against the taut skin of my bottom.
 'Grab Missy!' he shouted. 'We have a treat in store!'
 He wrapped his huge arm around my waist and lifted me bodily. I twisted and fought against him, but he was like a bear. His arms were so strong my struggling efforts made no impression on him at all. The other two grabbed Missy by the ankles and dragged her backwards and face down across the sand. Her pert buttocks were plumped up by the tension, her swimsuit was pulled tightly into their crack. She choked as sand was driven into her gulping mouth.
 The boat had been pulled up near to the shore in ankle deep water. The tall man lifted me over its side and dropped me down into the bottom of the hull. I struggled to get my balance as the boat rocked from side to side. Missy was dragged through the water. She coughed and choked. She thrashed her arms to keep her face above the surface as much as possible. They swung her in circles and her head dropped lower in the water. I felt terrified. I didn't know what to do.
 I stood up uncertainly. The tall man climbed in beside me. 'Sit!' he ordered as if I was a dog. 'Sit!'
 I watched them as they continued to pull Missy through the water. She twisted from side to side, struggling to take breaths. They hauled her up against the side of the boat. Her head dangled in the water. She thrashed the surface with the flats of her hands. They manhandled her onto the deck in front of the steel framed windscreen. Water ran across her face. He wet blonde hair was tangled and hung in heavy strands against her reddened cheeks.
 They pulled her onto her knees and bent her forward over the windscreen. Her buttocks were raised above its sharp edge. They laced her ankles to cleats on either side of the deck and pulled her head down so that it was against the wood-rimmed steering wheel. The two men drew her hands down and wound her fingers around the heavy chrome throttle handle next to the driving seat.
 Her wet bottom glistened in the strong sunlight. It curved across the edge of the windscreen which cut into her hips to make two pale creases. She looked over to me, her mouth wide open, her eyes staring and fearful.
 'Do anything they say. Don't argue. Please, don't argue,' she shouted.
 The tall man smiled at her plea. 'Now, you,' he said. 'Let's see how truly concerned your newfound friend is for you. Like they say, "A friend in need, is a friend indeed".'
 He picked me up and bent me forward over the throbbing Mercury outboard. The insistent chugging tick-over of the powerful engine vibrated the black plastic cover against my breasts.
 He lifted my short skirt and exposed my skimpy panties. They were wet and pulled into the crease of my buttocks. He tore them down, suddenly, fiercely. He tugged them to my ankles, twisted them and hooked them securely around a cleat at the back of the rear seat of the boat. He gave me no time to think. He bent forward, grabbed my arms and led them down the propeller shaft of the pounding outboard. He yanked a rope around them and secured it to the bottom of the shaft. My face rested just above the water, my chin and the tip of my nose just touched it.
 I wriggled and pulled against my bonds. I wished I had taken my panties off. It was hot, and I'd wanted to. If I had he would not have been able to use them to secure me like this. I might have been safe. Then I caught myself. What was I thinking? How could I be thinking something so stupid?
 The fumes from the engine exhaust swirled up my nose. My throat closed as I breathed in the acrid smell. I choked and, as I inhaled instinctively I gasped again as my mouth filled with a blue cloud of smoke. I felt vomit on the back of my tongue and clenched my teeth tightly.
 I had a sudden fear of the engine being revved, of being so close to the water, of the heat, of the exhaust, of being dragged forward choking, coughing, vomiting, being overcome.
 A hand smacked my bottom. I winced but was held so tightly by my wrists and ankles that I could hardly move in response. I twisted slightly and turned my head. I could not see beyond the transom of the boat. I twisted further. I saw the fishing rod being lifted, it arched against the blue sky. It stopped, hung there for a moment, then came down with a quick, swishing crack. I turned back to face the water and tensed myself. I waited for the contact against my skin. I heard it, a sudden cracking slash. I winced. I squeezed my eyes tight shut, but I felt nothing.
 I opened my eyes, twisted back and saw it in the air again. It curled like a lasso before coming down as sharply as before. I heard a scream. It was Missy. The rod was being used on her. It came down again. She screeched. A wave rose up and splashed across my face. I was worrying about the wrong thing. I felt a fresh surge of fear.
 The tall man leant over my back. 'Do you get the picture, honey? Do you see how your little friend is suffering for you? Perhaps not. Let me tell you then. Her wrists are not tied like yours. She is holding the throttle herself. But just imagine what would happen if she let it go? Can you? Yes, you have it! This little engine would speed up like a NASA rocket. We would be across the bay in a flash. But, oh dear! Perhaps that would be a little uncomfortable for you, tied to it as you are, with your lips so close to the water as well. We can only hope that little Missy keeps a tight grip. We wouldn't want you drinking too much of this lovely warm Gulf water, would we? Eh, honey? Would we?'
 My stomach was filled with nerves. Another cracking of the rod. Another scream. I tensed against the propeller shaft. I lifted my bottom, hoping they would see it, that they would want to spank it, or whip it, anything to stop them punishing Missy, anything to prevent her from letting go of the throttle. I squirmed my buttocks together, raising them high above the hot plastic cover of the pulsating outboard engine.
 Another slicing crack as the rod came down again. Missy's cries were ear splitting. I lifted myself more, desperately hoping to take the attention away from Missy, hoping I could save her any more punishment, hoping I could save myself from what he had promised. I felt the engine rev slightly, a few gurgling throbs, then it settled back.
 Another cutting slash, another scream. I lifted my buttocks higher. I felt my naked cunt exposed to the air, and to the sun, and to anyone who looked. I lifted it higher still. I realised I was not doing it to save Missy. I was doing it in the hope that they would bring the rod down on me. I was lifting my buttocks as an invitation. I was asking them to bring me the pain that, at the moment, I could only hear. No, my upturned buttocks were not to prevent Missy losing her grip, but because I wanted the satisfaction of the pain, the humiliation, the degradation that a thrashing like that would bring.
 The engine revved again. The heat against my breasts increased. My nipples, already hard and throbbing, ached for more. I lifted my bottom as high as I could. The engine revved. I strained as much as I could. The rod came down. A cutting slash. At last I felt it. It struck my buttocks squarely. It was so sharp, so piercing. I screamed. I dropped my head down. My scream echoed back to me from the water. I tightened my buttocks. I twisted and strained for more. I received it. Another. Another. Another. I dropped my head lower. I felt the heat of my cunt, the throbbing flames of my oncoming orgasm, and at last the gasping release as it finally arrived.
 I went rigid with delight as it overcame me in a storm of consuming fire. I buried my head in the lapping waves, revelling in the sound of my bubbling breaths as they burst in shrieks of joy around my ears.
 

I don't know how much later it was that I felt my wrists being freed from the hot propeller shaft. I leant back and rubbed them. I stretched my arms and moved my stiff neck from side to side. There were a number of people in the boat. Missy was sitting in the driver's seat with a fluffy white robe wrapped around her. An ornately worked M was embroidered on one of the wide lapels. She held a cool drink in her hand. She tipped the glass towards me, nodded and smiled.
 I looked again at the others. I recognised them. One of the men was carrying a camera. It was the film crew I had seen earlier. The camera was pointed at me. They were filming me! They had been filming everything!
 'It's always better with amateurs,' said the cameraman, turning to Missy and dropping his arm around her shoulders. 'Don't you think? So much more natural.'
 Missy turned to him and nodded. She glanced back at me and lifted her glass again.
 'Thanks, honey. That was great. Sorry we can't stay. See you in the flicks!' The tall man suddenly pushed me and I was tipped over the side of the boat into the shallows. I struggled to my feet. I stood knee deep in the sea, my panties still wrapped around my ankles, my dress ripped down the front exposing my breasts.
 I felt a shiver of humiliation; a dark feeling of disgrace and shame. The engine revved. The stern dipped into the water. It turned and sped off west along the indented coast towards the sun that hung weightily on the purple strip of horizon.
 The sense of shame grew. My desire for pain, for punishment, led my every desire. I knew that. But there was something else happening. The need for pain was being overcome by the delight of being degraded. The sensation of guilt became a glow of glorious pain. It was as though the deceitful girl had dipped her knife into a slow acting potion of ecstasy and driven it into my flesh. It was as though I had become infected with a new disease - a disease which fed on humiliation and deceit.
 I shivered as I felt the heat spreading across my labia, as the burning sense of disgrace brought a sudden and uncontrollable rush of fevered joy across my tingling skin. I felt my clitoris throbbing between the fleshy folds which surrounded it. The more I realised its source the more it gripped me, the more it filled me with its flooding tide of joy.
 If only they knew, I thought. If only they knew.
 I stood in the water and pressed my hand down into the crease which led surely to the waiting warmth of my cunt. I inserted my fingers into the needy flesh, all the time watching the boat becoming smaller as it disappeared into the darkening distance.
 


 Chapter 4
 West Palm Beach - The Trophy
 

I drove all night. I needed to get away from the sticky heat. I wanted to see how you live if you have lots of money.
 It was a sharp, clear morning as I drove into West Palm Beach, home to the rich and famous and destination of tourists who hope to see them. The well-built and handsome valet took my hire car into the car park and handed me my ticket. I leant onto the kiosk counter on the wharf at Sailfish Marina. He was already running back, his blue and pink Hawaiian shirt flapping, his tanned arms and legs toned by the daily training.
 Barracuda swirled in the water below the edge of the dock. A dead marlin, his long sword-like nose removed as a trophy, lay at an obtuse angle amongst them. A beautiful young girl in tight shorts bent and pointed at it. I looked down the cleavage of her pert breasts and caught sight of her hardened nipples pressing against her white shirt. The tanned, muscular crews of sport fishing boats laughed and joked of their conquests as they sat open-legged on the decks of their gleaming boats. Young women, lithe and beautiful, strode along the boarded piers between them, each group tantalizing the other, each keeping the content of their mutual fantasies to themselves. The young men licked their lips as they scanned the long legs of the women. The women tightened their buttocks and thrust forward their toes as they sucked in the penetrating glances and thought only of how their cunts might be pleased.
 A hand touched mine. I jumped. It had caught me in a daydream. I looked around and saw a swarthy man in his early thirties. He dropped his sunglasses onto the bridge of his nose. He was muscular and tanned, had blond hair, gleaming teeth and an old scar across his left cheek. He wore expensive white trainers, blue shorts and a light blue jogging vest.
 'Have you ever been pressed down over a man's knee and spanked?' he asked coldly.
 I looked at him and raised my eyebrows, more in embarrassment than anything else.
 'Hard,' he said. 'With the flat of a hand. Like this.' He held his hand up, his fingers and thumb pulled tightly together.
 'Not since I was at school,' I said, wanting to show him I was not put out by such direct questioning from a complete stranger.
 'Not since then? Are you sure? Has it been that long since you felt the pressure of one hand against your back, keeping you in place as the fingers of the other curl beneath the waistband of your panties?'
 I felt the heat of my cunt increasing. It was as if the words of this stranger were themselves like fingers probing between my legs. It was as if the words themselves were pulling the gusset of my panties aside, exposing my flesh, opening it, revealing its moist inner warmth. It was as if what he was saying was already probing inside me.
 'Not since school? Has it been that long since you felt someone's fingers pulling your panties down over your exposed bottom? Baring it. Revealing the delectable oval of flesh between the tops of your thighs. Not since then?'
 I licked my lips; they had gone dry. I breathed in deeply. 'Of course not,' I said, with forced indignation.
 'I can see you've missed it though,' he said, taking my hand and leading me along the teak boards of one of the jetties which led out to the gleaming boats. 'Perhaps I can set that to rights.'
 The boats were lined along the jetty. Their sterns were tied up against it with fresh white ropes that led from stainless steel cleats on their scrubbed decks to black iron bollards on the dock. Fishing rods were stuck into holsters all around them. They poked high into the sky and swayed lazily as the boats rocked slowly in the swell. The wheelhouses were built up high on gantries, and large shiny chairs were fixed on stainless steel posts on their decks.
 'Here we are,' said the man. 'The Pillory. Not exactly Hemingway's Pilar, more plastic and stainless steel than teak and iron. Still, the hull is the same colour - "pirate's black".'
 I never even questioned going on board. He held his hand out and steadied me as I stepped over the stern. I imagined his hand spanking my buttocks.
 I looked at the large chair fixed to its steel post. It had a gleaming teak frame, padded leather armrests, stainless steel fittings for rods, a cutaway at the front of the seat with a special holster and a raised footrest. It was like a fantastic dentist's chair.
 'You like the fighting chair?'
 'The "fighting chair". Yes. It's marvellous.'
 'Once you're strapped in to the fighting chair nothing in the world will pull you out. There is no marlin living that could dislodge you.'
 I ran my hand along the teak rails that made up the back of it. They were highly varnished and incredibly smooth. My fingertips simply past across their surface, hardly touching it, feeling no friction. I shivered with excitement at this strange contact.
 'Would you like to try it?'
 The seat was smoothly varnished teak like the back. The leather padded arms were a pure cream hide with stainless steel studs pinning it at the sides. The footrest was leather covered and the rod holsters gleamed and flashed in the intense sunshine.
 He spun it on its mounting. It turned easily on smooth bearings. It made a light whirring sound and took ages to stop.
 'It's geared of course. We can tighten that down when needed. Let me show you.'
 He bent to the side of the chair and wound a steel handle. He pushed the chair again and this time it would hardly move.
 'Would you like to try it out for size?'
 I ran my hands over the leather armrests. 'Pure Mexican calf,' he said. 'Here, let me help you.' He offered me his hand. I backed up towards the chair. I felt nervous, excited, fearful. I bent my bottom down onto the smooth teak surface of the seat. A breeze blew my short skirt up and, as I sat down, it was the gusset of my panties that touched the shiny surface first.
 I thrilled at the contact. My panties were pulled up into the crease of my buttocks, so the cheeks of my bare bottom laid flat against the wood. It was delectable, silky, like touching something without actually making any contact. I wriggled from side to side. My skin stuck against the varnished surface. It pulled sideways and put slight pressure on the flesh of my cunt. I squirmed and opened my legs. My labia felt the surface of the seat. I bit my lip to hold back the excitement.
 'Here, put your feet up. I'll help.'
 He bent down and lifted one of my feet onto the footrest. He stared between my legs as he pressed my foot down against the angled board. I wanted him to take the other, but I did not want my legs to be brought together. He lifted the second one. I raised my hips slightly so he would see the gusset of my panties pulled up around the hot flesh of my wet cunt. He held it there for a moment, staring at the tight material, looking at the indentation where it pulled into my slit, looking at the darkening caused by the moisture that covered its surface. Finally, he placed my other foot on the footrest.
 'What's that like?'
 'Fantastic.'
 'Look, we're going out now. You can stay there if you want. Get a feel for it when the boat is at sea. I think you'll enjoy it.'
 The engines revved beneath me as one of the crew tossed the lines free from the stern. We manoeuvred expertly between the other boats in the marina, and were soon out in the dark blue of the Atlantic.
 As the boat rose and fell on the swell I felt the pressure of contact between my bottom and the seat alter. As the boat went down so it increased, pressing the soft flesh of my pussy lips flat. As it rode up on a wave so it lessened, tugging the flesh away, pulling at it, stretching it. The movement of the boat was massaging my sex, squashing it one minute, teasing it out the next. I tingled with delight. I rested my arms on the padded armrests. I breathed in deeply as my skin made contact with the leather. I drew my arms up and down against it. I felt on fire.
 'Sailfish!' someone shouted. 'Sailfish!' Multi-coloured game lures on heavy steel traces were clipped onto nylon lines wound back to stainless steel reels. The lines were led out into the ocean. The butt ends of the rods that held them were jabbed into holsters - some on the sides of the boat, some on the wheelhouse, some on the stern and some in the clips at the side of the fighting chair.
 I gripped my hands around the fronts of the armrests and sat forward. The flesh of my cunt tugged against the teak seat.
 'A strike!'
 One of the reels at the side of the boat started whining. The top of the rod bent down. The crew ran about excitedly.
 'Strap her into the harness. Don't let it get away.'
 I leant forward as if to get up. The man with the scar pushed me back into the chair.
 'No time. Stay there.' He lifted a chrome and leather harness from a box on the deck. 'Sit forward! Put this on!' he shouted.
 I stood up on the footrest. He draped leather straps around my shoulders, pulled loops over each foot and drew them up my legs. These and the shoulder straps were clipped into a leather pad at my back then all the loops were drawn tight. He pushed me into the seat and clipped the harness into rings on the teak back.
 'Pull yourself forward!' he shouted. 'I must tighten the straps and hold you against the chair.'
 I pulled forward until I could not get any further. He yanked on the straps and drew me back tightly against the teak back. I couldn't move.
 'Now slip your feet into these!'
 He pulled up loops of leather through holes in the footrest and bound my feet securely into them.
 One of the crew ran over with the bending rod. He dropped the butt end into the steel holster between my legs. I felt the vibration of the rod as it continued to spin the line out into the sea. He clipped the rod butt into the steel cup of the holster and wound a big cog onto the side of the reel. The whining slowed, less line was being dragged out. He wound it tighter, the reel cylinder stopped. The boat lurched to the side and a massive sword-beaked fish with a shimmering fan-like fin broke out of the water a hundred yards away.
 The man with the scar fed a chain-link clasp between the rod handle and the harness and stepped back.
 'Hold on! Hold on!' he shouted.
 I grabbed the handle of the rod. I felt the tension, the vibration. I felt the fighting fish on the other end of the line.
 The boat's engines revved loudly as it lurched again to the side. Water broke over the transom. I was covered in spray. My thin blouse was soaked. It clung to my breasts. My nipples were hard. More water came over the stern. It sloshed over me, soaking me, running between my legs. My skirt stuck to the insides of my thighs. I was sitting in a pool of water.
 'Hold the rod tight! Hold it tight!'
 I closed my fingers around the thick handle of the rod. It was vibrating like a massive tuning fork. My fingers curled around the ribbed rubber grip. There was a sudden heave. My breath was taken away. The pressure was immense. Another great slosh of water came over the back. I held onto the rod as tightly as I could. I saw the fish break out of the water again. Its grey eyes looked back at me, the black blobs in their centre fixing me in their ghoulish stare.
 I felt the harness pulling away from the back of the seat. He had not secured it properly! I slid forward. The flesh of my cunt struck with force against the stout handle of the rod. I gasped. The reel started whining again. I was dragged forward more. The pressure against my cunt increased. The rubber grip felt hard against my squeezed flesh. My sex lips opened and the handle pressed inside their moistness. I screamed with fear. The fish broke out of the water again. The rod bent further. The ribbed handle pressed deeper.
 I pulled on the rod but I could make no impression on it. I heard the shouts of the crew, the breaking of the waves against the stern of the boat, the revving of the engines. I bit my lip. The fish jumped again. A sudden lurch. I gripped the rod with my legs. I held onto it. I drew it hard against my open cunt. The handle pressed against my throbbing clitoris. The fish jumped again. I squeezed myself around the handle. I rose against it and fell back again. I gasped. The fish broke the surface. I screamed. I tensed. I felt overpowered as a huge, jerking orgasm flooded over me.
 They lashed my hands to the rod with rope. They drew up the straps that held the harness tight against the chair, but I would not let them pull me away from the rod. I gripped it tightly between my thighs and would not let it go. The man with the scar climbed up on the chair, rested his knees on the armrests and held his cock on front of my mouth.
 I looked to the side and saw the fish again. It shimmered in the bright sunlight. Water sprayed from its glittering back. Its beak opened and closed against the shiny metal trace that led to the hook inside its mouth. The boat lurched again and the man's cock thrust into my mouth. I held it as I watched the fish. I sucked it as I felt the vibrations of the line through my hands. I held it as another wave burst over the boat and drenched me. It ran over my head and down my face. I sucked the cock into the back of my throat. I felt another orgasm rising in me. The pressure built up inside. I could hardly stand it. Suddenly it burst at the same moment the great sailfish smacked back down into the heavy blue swell.
 For a moment I could see nothing, hear nothing - everything was silent. I sucked long and deep. I felt the man's glans in the back of my throat. I did not gag. I took it in as far as it would go. Its heat was deep inside me. I swallowed and took it even further. It plugged me and the heat in my cunt increased and my need for more intensified.
 The fish broke the surface again. I swallowed one last time then, gripping the rod and keeping my sopping cunt fixed against the ribbed rubber, I felt his semen burst down my throat and fill me. My whole body went tight. The world froze. I could think nothing. Everything stopped. I felt his heat. I felt it right inside me, at my core. I felt the handle of the rod in my trembling hands, and I saw the fish twisting and turning and smacking back into the churning water.
 I did not know which one thrust his cock in next. I could not tell if it went deeper, if it filled me with more semen. All I know was that the sight of the fish, the soaking of the water and the penetration of my throat brought on a succession of orgasms that finally blended into one. I was overpowered by them, by the noise, the taste of semen, the strain, the contact with the brutality of nature.
 

Several hours later the boat was manoeuvred back into its position on the jetty. The man with the scar lifted me from the chair. I sagged in his arms. My body felt weak. My arms ached. My sex was sore.
 'And now, what I promised you when we met. A spanking. One that will make up for all the time you have not been spanked. And one that will teach you never to trust strangers who take you by the hand and lead you away.'
 He carried me only as far as the stern of the boat. He bent me over the transom. Two of the crew tied my arms out wide with thin ropes they secured to cleats. My head hung down. I stared at the oily water. Exhaust fumes swirled out of the two exhaust pipes. I breathed them in, their sweet choking odour filled me as he began.
 A crowd gathered around as he counted out the strokes and announced what each was for. 'For being spanked at school! For telling lies! For wanting more! For going with strangers! For wanting punishment!'
 Each denunciation was accompanied by a loud smack and the sting it brought to my upturned buttocks. Each proclaimed wrongdoing burned into my mind, each painful smack stung my skin and set fire to the suffering that was within me. I screamed each time his hand made contact, but I was not screaming to be released. Each time his hand struck me, each time I was seized with the pain he was inflicting and the humiliation I was feeling, I was screaming for him to give me more.
 Finally he stopped. I felt the ropes at my wrists loosen. I rolled back and lay against the stern. My heart pounded heavily in my chest. I panted. I trembled. I felt confused. There was a sudden snatch at my ankles. A rope had been wound around them. I was pulled onto my back and across the deck. I cried out as I bumped against the fighting chair. The rope was pulled hard, my legs lifted, then my hips, and with a sudden quick snatch I found myself hanging upside down, suspended against the back of the gantry to the wheelhouse. I rocked from side to side.
 I hung upside down from the rope. I swung from side to side. I had not the strength to twist or turn or put up any sort of fight. I was completely defeated.
 The crew gathered around holding their rods proudly as the crowd on the jetty took photographs.
 I closed my eyes but I could not shut out the jeering laughter as I was presented as the latest trophy for the crew of the sport fishing boat Pillory.
 

I sat on a bench at a bait store on the edge of the marina. Two Texans sat nearby. They were on vacation; fishing, taking it easy. I listened in to their conversation.
 'Yeah, they'll catch her. She's a bitch, no doubt about that.'
 'For sure. She won't get far. I feel sorry for the poor man's family though. A professor as well. What was his name?'
 'Harrison. No, Harrington. That's right, Harrington. Poisoned. What a bitch! They've turned the Marshals on her, I think. Too much for the Sheriff. They think she's flown the State. Someone said the immigration were after her too. Bitch! I'd whip her if I found her. Just like I do to my girls when they're bad. Yes, for sure, I'd whip her bare and hard. She wouldn't sit down for a week. I can promise you that. I can see the rosy cheeks of her little ass now. Wow! I'd make her screech well and good. I'd make her beg her daddy for mercy. Bet you I would.'
 I hadn't even thought about immigration. I only had ninety days. After that I would be an illegal alien. God! I didn't know where to turn. I decided there and then I'd better move on. Nowhere seemed safe. And those pictures the crowd on the dock had taken of me! If the police saw them! Perhaps I should get out of the country altogether for a week or so.
 


 Chapter 5
 Nassau Bahamas - Atlantis
 

The captain and the first officer of the plane greeted their passengers at the departure door. The sun was warm and bright, they were both tanned and handsome.
 'Welcome ma'am,' they each said in turn, as they took my hand. 'Welcome to our flight to Nassau, Bahamas.' I wanted to stroke my hands against their dark blue uniforms as I passed them. I smelled the tangy aftershave of the first officer. I smiled at him. He squeezed my hand.
 The small twin-engine Beech 1900D had only six of us as passengers - three in each of the two tight rows which flanked the narrow, raised aisle. I was on the front row behind the captain. This better be good, I thought; it had taken all the money I had left.
 It felt intimate in the small plane. It took off sharply. The first officer leant back from his seat and asked us if we were all okay. He looked at my knees. I smiled at him and dropped my knees apart. He looked again.
 I settled back into my seat and watched the edge of the Atlantic coast disappearing beneath me. Fluffy clouds mounded up from the sea - we dodged around them. I ran my hands between my legs. I had no panties on. The first officer looked back again. This time he looked straight between my legs. My skirt was very short, there was hardly any need to lift it, but I did. I raised the hem slowly, so that he knew exactly what I was doing, that I was doing it for him. My naked slit was exposed to his gaze. I looked down, to show him there was no mistake; I wanted him to be absolutely sure it was deliberate.
 The plane revved its engines and banked away into the east. Sunlight flashed through the window and flickered onto the soft pink of my exposed slit. It glistened. The moment my fingertips touched its satiny lips I felt the throbbing heat of my flesh. Sweet pulses ran through it as it swelled and warmed. I probed my fingertips into the wet crack. It was so warm, so velvety. I rose up on my fingers and let them slide in. I tossed my head back and licked my lips. I tightened my buttocks. The soft embrace of my flesh increased its pressure. I squeezed my buttocks together. I let their tension pull at the insides of my thighs and at the soft coral lips of my swollen labia. I brought my head forward. He was still looking.
 I lifted my hips. The silky wetness ran down my fingers. My hand glistened with it. I watched him watching me. I opened my legs to show him all I could - my thrusting fingers, my soaking cunt, my ecstasy, my abandon. I jerked and bit my lip. He reached his hand forward.
 'Would you like to see the view from here? Come on. It's okay.'
 I allowed myself to be led by his firm grasp. He pulled me in front of him. I stared out of the right hand windscreen and saw the clouds dotted above the clear blue sea. I felt dizzy.
 He lifted the back of my skirt. My panties were soaked with sweat and the thin material was stuck against my bottom. I realised their wetness meant he could see right through them. I pushed my bottom out more so that the crack between my buttocks opened. He pressed me forward and I rested my hands on the dials that flickered on a mass of confusing panels. My face was close to the windscreen. It was as though I was flying myself - like a superhero, like Superwoman.
 He peeled down my panties. They came away from my skin slowly. I pushed my bottom out more. I wanted him to see my anus; I could feel its growing heat, its need. I wanted him to see the shape of my cunt, that soft oval squeezed between the tops of my thighs. I wanted him to choose what he wanted - the tight astringent joy of my anus, the velvety warmth of my cunt.
 He pressed me further. My sex came against the control column. A dial in its centre pressed into my flesh. I pulled myself onto it. He slapped my bottom with his hand. I knew it meant I should push my buttocks back. I did and at the same time I dropped my face against the top of the control panel. A padded plastic bar ran around its surface. I let it rest against my lips. I licked it. It was warm and tasted like rubber. I opened my mouth to it and took it between my teeth. I bit down on it gently and laid my wet tongue against it.
 He probed my anus with his finger. He drove the tip in. I responded by tightening myself, pulling away and biting harder onto the plastic bar. He slapped my buttocks as a way of telling me not to pull away. He drove his finger in further and this time, by biting harder onto the bar, I absorbed it all. He ran his fingers against my cunt. It was so wet they slid inside with hardly any pressure. He pushed them in up to his knuckles. I gasped. He slapped me again. This time harder. I must have been pulling away. I pushed back onto his fingers and he thrust them in more. My cunt felt full. I opened my legs to give him more room. I needed as much as he could give. He slapped my bottom again. This time even sharper. It stung. I bit harder on the plastic bar.
 I felt the movement in the control column as the captain manoeuvred the plane between the flossy clouds. The two columns moved in unison and the vibrations from the engine passed through them both. Each time the engines revved or lowered, each time we banked around a cloud mass, or descended beneath one, or climbed to pass over one, the column passed its message into my aching sex.
 I watched the clouds ahead; the way we dived between them, around them. I anticipated the movement, flying with it as the column echoed the vibrations of the revving engines and followed the track of the banking, rolling airplane. All the time his fingers pressed further into my sex. His thumb prodded into my anus - thick, hard, deep. I tightened onto it. I felt the broad knuckle against the dilated muscle. My eyes lost their focus for a moment. I thought I was outside the airplane, soaring amongst the clouds. Every time I gasped I bit harder on the plastic bar. Every time I followed the path of the winging plane the control stick dug deeper. I tightened myself. I felt the harsh reprimanding smack of his hand across my buttocks.
 In the end I could not hold back. I tightened my cunt on his fingers, and my anus on his thumb. I welcomed his smacking hand, harder, more frequent, beating out the pounding of my oncoming orgasm as, in time with the shuddering movements of the control column, it finally burst and overcame me.
 I dropped forward. Still he smacked me. I jolted on his fingers and thumb. I bit the plastic bar. I watched the clouds and I felt the trembling shivers in the control column as they matched the quivering release of joy that broke in throbbing surges from my aching, yearning cunt.
 

The first officer hailed a taxi for me and walked away before I had even told the driver where I was headed, his dismissiveness thrilling me. He was treating me like a slut, beneath contempt. I felt dirty and depraved. I felt sinful and beyond salvation. The thoughts themselves made me shudder again with a gripping orgasm which I could only properly release by pinching my clitoris tightly between my forefinger and thumb.
 I saw the driver watching me as I gulped and rose with a surge of joy brought on simply by the sense of my own wickedness. I stared at him in the rear view mirror. He grinned. I stared harder, wishing he would stop the taxi, drag me out and thrash me for my degenerate and sluttish behaviour. He did not disappoint me.
 

I roamed around Nassau town. I visited a museum on slavery. Tourists from cruise ships handled the heavy chains and manacles that were exhibited there. It excited me to see them. I was aroused to hear the clanking rattle that once held terrorized and savage captives as they were lined up for sale after their brutalizing journey from the other side of the Atlantic. One of the exhibits showed a life sized model of a naked female slave being whipped by an angry plantation owner. I reached over the guard rail and touched her striped back.
 I climbed aboard a blue and yellow clinker built motor launch - Fluff Honey II. It chugged slowly from the ferry dock off Bay Street. We motored beneath the bows of the massive cruise ships to Paradise Island. The Hotel Atlantis - a monolithic sand coloured structure - towered above us as we arrived. Its huge portico entrance, like the gates of Troy, opened up to a fantasia of delights. I entered and was swallowed up by it.
 It was all on such a gigantic, dwarfing scale. The marina was packed with gleaming, expensive yachts. The teak strip boarded jetties between them teamed with beautiful young men fawning around their heavily made up mistresses. They carried their bags, held the leads of their coiffured dogs, and obediently gripped their pulpy bottoms as they stepped up from their luxury boats.
 Inside, delight after delight; jewellery, fine clothes, cosmetics. And everything open to touch; nothing hidden or secured. At its heart, its core, a massive restaurant, rising in two tiers to the best placed tables at its elevated centre. Surrounding the overly attended diners a dry moat secured them on three sides. This moat was walled on its outside edges by the glass sides of an aquarium. Rays flapped lazily in its waters, sharks stared out through steely eyes, sea snakes curled between rocks, shoals of bluefish hid in clusters for fear of unknown stalking predators.
 I walked through the hotel and out to the swimming pool. I decided to avoid the beach; too many hair weavers and trinket sellers, and too much sand. The pool was huge, its perimeter packed with things to sit on, shelter under or drink from.
 A beautiful girl walked by. She wasn't like most of the women around the pool; a bag, a hat, walking slowly with toes pointed, conscious of every staring eye. No, this girl was very different. She was unaware of anything around her, she carried nothing, her eyes were bright and alive, she saw no threats. She was simply beautiful - enthralling. Her clothing was loose, her body was tight. Like a beckoning tropical sea, the legs of her flower-print shorts - flared from the stretch of sitting down with knees pulled up - demanded the attention of an inquisitive gaze. And the sole purpose of that enquiring eye? To seek out the delectable secrets that lay beneath the flimsy cotton. I could not keep my eyes from her. She was truly the perfect object of desire.
 I stared and wondered about the shape of her cunt. I imagined the slit, how pink it must be, and yet pale to match her smooth skin. I wondered how it shone with the moisture of her easily aroused excitement. I imagined how easily it must open to the slightest touch from a glancing finger. I thought about her buttocks, how round they were, how taut the skin, how they must rise to a smacking hand, or the sting of a cane, or the cut of a whip. Yes, I could see the red smudges from a hand, building in intensity as her punishment increased. And I could see the red stripes cut by a cane, raising neat welts on her taut pale skin. How beautifully those cuts of punishment would testify to her naive and innocent wrongdoing.
 She did not look around as she descended a series of steps that led her into the cool shadow of the darkness below. I realised my fingers were touching my cunt. It was wet, silky, warm, yearning. I looked around. An old man sitting at one of the many small bars was staring at me. He opened his mouth and licked out his tongue. I did not stop.
 I saw another young girl walk down the same steps into the darkness to which they led. I noticed a separate entrance a few yards away, between two chrome drinking bars. Several men went down, and a few minutes later some more followed. I was curious. I went to where the girls had descended. The sunlight was so bright that when I looked down the steps I could see nothing. The steps just seemed to lead into a black hole of nothingness. I could not stop myself from going down.
 I shivered. It was cold. I didn't know where I was going. I began to wonder if this was such a good idea. I saw a figure, a black girl; I had seen her beading hair on the beach earlier. She was standing behind a small metal desk. As I approached I saw beyond her the luminescent glow of water. It was the aquarium. We were beneath it.
 'High, doll,' she said, looking down at a computer screen behind the desk. 'Yes, we've got a slot. How long? Do you do everything? I hope so. We get so much trouble with the picky ones. You're not a picky one, are you?'
 I hesitated. I didn't know what she was talking about. 'Come on, doll. Do you want a slot or not? It's very simple. We provide the scenery and the hardware. You provide the software, so to speak.'
 She could see I was confused. She punched a couple of keys on her computer. 'Come with me. I'll show you. But I hope you're not wasting my time. I have to earn a living as well.'
 She led me towards the flickering glow of the glass partitioned sea ahead. Here we were beneath it. Above us the broad curve of a glass tunnel meant we were literally walking on the bottom of the sea. The rays and sharks flashed above our heads. I ducked as one came particularly close.
 The girl laughed. 'My name's Precious, doll. You know, like something valuable.'
 She threw her left hip out and tossed her long black beaded hair behind her. It rattled and shone like the iridescent flicker of a shoal of small fish that darted above our heads.
 'There you are, doll. Your chance to earn a bit of money, and if you've got a taste for punishment, a chance to get something to your taste.'
 I stared down the tunnel ahead. On the one side was a line of chrome and black fitness machines, on the other a chrome rail. Leather whips and canes were propped against it, manacles and heavy chains hung from it. I looked closer. I saw the young girl who had attracted my attention by the swimming pool. She was on her knees facing the bar. Her wrists had been tied to it by rope. Her blouse had been ripped down the back, and her floral shorts had been pulled down enough to expose her pert buttocks. In the hands of a naked man, the tip of a cane was poised above her.
 It came down and the girl screamed. 'No! No!' she screeched. 'I can't take it! Please! Please! Don't make me suffer more!'
 The cane came down even more viciously.
 'Please! Please!' she screamed, but it did not seem like a plea for mercy, it was more an invitation to continue.
 He brought the cane down time after time. In the end she slumped on the ropes at her wrists. Her head lolled to the side. He stood above her, bent down, opened her mouth with his hands and thrust his cock between her lips. He forced it in and out. She panted and choked but still it went deeper. Spit frothed from her lips. He pushed it in heavily and held it there. She choked, but he kept it in. She tried to pull back, but he held the back of her head and prevented her. Suddenly he released his grip and pulled his cock back. Semen flowed all around her mouth. She dropped sideways and it ran around her face, up her nostrils and into her eyes. He rubbed the pulsating end of it around her cheeks and made her suck it until the flow was exhausted.
 Precious looked back at me. 'Get the picture, doll? That's twenty bucks. You can easy earn fifty in one slot. Do I put you down?'
 Two men approached me.
 'Can I put you down, doll?'
 'Yes,' I said. 'Yes. Put me down.'
 It happened so quickly, I could hardly tell what was going on. Before I knew it there were six or seven men around me. I was manacled to the chrome bar to start with, treated like a poor slave, thrashed for misdeeds I did not know I had done, beaten for not doing what I had been told, caned for always getting things wrong.
 They beat me with leather strops, and a bunch of twigs. My bottom burned and my back was laced with pain. They turned me over and thrashed me across my breasts. My nipples hardened and they lashed a cane across them. I screamed in agony. They dragged me across the floor. I stared up at the fish swirling around in the water above. I imagined the glass shattering, the sea crashing in on us, throwing us in a watery turmoil amongst the sharks, rays and moray eels.
 I was pushed down onto a weight bench. They laid me on my back. The vinyl padded bench was cold and clingy against my back. I squirmed on it and found myself sticking to its surface. They brought my legs over the end and wound leather straps around my knees and ankles, securing them to the padded foam cylinders that covered the protruding bars. They pulled my arms up and tied my wrists to a horizontal bar which held heavy weights on wires. They stood around me, their burgeoning cocks in their hands.
 Each one leant forward as his hot semen was ejected. The first and the second both splashed on my face. The next covered my breasts, and a third the exposed slit of my cunt. More came over my face until it ran down my cheeks onto my neck. It went into my nostrils and ears. I could not see properly. I licked it into my mouth. I swallowed as much as I could, but there was always more to soak me with its fragrant, sticky heat.
 Hands rubbed it all over my body. I was bathed in it. Some was scooped up in a cup and I was forced to drink it. It was sticky and hard to swallow, but I took it all. I was released and turned over and my back and buttocks were covered as well. They lifted my bottom and anyone that wanted stuffed his cock inside me before I was bent over the bench so that each could take his turn in thrashing me.
 I was passed from man to man and made to suck each one in turn. My mouth ran with semen. They all called me a 'slut', or 'bitch', or 'tart' as I was punished. I was forced onto my hands and knees and caned until I begged for mercy. But there was no mercy given. I was being used, violated for pleasure, punished as an object, purely for the sake of their pleasure. Yet even as I writhed beneath the slashing cane my cunt felt the heat of expectation. Even as I gasped with every slashing contact the flames of my own delight - kindled by pain, fanned by degradation - burned ever fiercer within me. No matter how great the pain, how terrible the humiliation and suffering, my consuming needs could not be quelled. My desires fed on my abasement. The more I was subject to the depraved needs of others the more I was satisfied, and the more my needs increased. I was caught in an escalating cycle of increasing punishment and desire.
 They pulled a black hood over my head. The last thing I saw as it came down over my eyes was the flash of a shark's fin as it swirled above in pursuit of a terrified prey. I could only imagine the underwater scene as I felt my legs being held wide and my anus being filled. Sometimes it was the swollen glans of a cock, sometimes the probing of a finger, sometimes the butt of a whip handle, a discarded bottle, a rolled up magazine. I could hardly tell. All I knew, even as I gasped for air inside the hood, and screamed amongst the muffled echoes of my own voice, was that my mind was ablaze with pictures which thrilled me, and that my body was heaving with the throes of ecstasy that no amount of suffering could ever hold at bay.
 The next thing I knew I was holding out my hand. Precious counted fifty crumpled bills into it. I felt dizzy. I closed my fingers around the money and turned towards the bright sunlight at the top of the steps.
 'Was she worth it?' asked Precious, as someone walked past.
 'Just another bitch,' said the first officer of the plane that had brought me here, as he walked through the tunnel exit to the sunlight above. 'Who cares?'
 

This place wasn't for me; cruise ships disgorging their passengers by the thousand, girls selling their hair braiding services on the beach, booze and cruise boats plying the coast for naive girls waiting to get drunk and drop their panties. After a week I had got my hands on enough money to fly back to Florida and hire a car. I would head out west, somewhere I could get lost. There's plenty of room in the USA for that.
 


 Chapter 6
 St George's Island - The Dangerous Game
 

As you turn away onto the Panhandle of Florida, into its north west, a collection of sandy fingers reach out into the warm blue Gulf of Mexico. These narrow spits of sand, barely high enough to stand above the water, separate the sea on one side from the sheltered bays which follow the Intra-coastal waterway on the other. One of these sinewy sand bars, St George's Island, juts out for miles from the more solid mainland, its talcum white beach spreading in long eye-dazzling strands of isolated and perfect beauty. Beach houses on stilts inhabit the powdery dunes, timber decks lead the walker over the changing sands and, behind this, before the bay is reached, a strip of live oaks, vines and cedars give every impression of the impenetrability of primitive nature.
 I sat on the edge of this primeval forest in a clearing. I perched on a thick branch that hung over the limpid water of the bay, and dangled my toes into the barely moving ripples. It was hot. I watched some young girls walking along the sea's edge. The loosest cotton shirts, the briefest tangas pulled tightly into their naked cracks, the shadiest wide-brimmed straw hats, were all the clothing they could tolerate. I pulled my short skirt high enough to see my own pussy and stretched out my legs - paradise.
 The intense heat of the day slowly passed, the sun began to set in a blaze of red and gold. I jumped as I heard a beeping sound nearby. Someone was using a mobile phone. The beeping was insistent and I went to see who it was. 'Having trouble?' I asked a handsome young man.
 'Yes,' he said impatiently. 'I can't get a signal.'
 'Is it important?'
 'I'm expecting a call from someone.'
 'Girlfriend?'
 'Yes. We use the phone a lot,' he said, still punching at the keys. 'Actually it's more than just a phone to us. You might say it's our greatest pleasure.'
 I was intrigued. I pointed to a bench nearby. 'Want to sit down for a while?' I asked. 'I'd like to hear more.'
 He smiled openly and we walked together to the bench. 'Why not?' he said. He leant back on the bench and spread his arms out. 'My girlfriend's a nurse. That was what attracted me to her in the first place. Well, more than attracted. It was love, love at first sight. That uniform. So perfect. The colours, the material, the sterility of it all. The light blue smock pulled in tightly at her waist by a black elasticated belt with a silver buckle. A fob watch pinned on her tunic, just over her left breast. Hanging on its dark blue band of ribbon. Whenever she looked at it she always reached across with her right hand. She turned the watch face towards her and at the same time caressed her left nipple. She would crook her little finger and rub it as she read the time. I used to watch it hardening. The blue smock was drawn together at her neck with a silver pin. Two silver bars were attached to the left side of the collar to designate her rank. She was in charge of a ward and had two straight silver bars. She never carried anything in either of the pockets at her hips, and their pressed flaps did not break the curvaceous line that rounded out from her waist. The hem of the dress finished at her knees, and below that her black seamed stockings clung tightly to her calves. On her feet she wore shiny black leather shoes. Her black hair was fairly short and trimmed neatly into her delicate neck. Her white cap, folded fresh each day, was pinned to the back of her head. At first it followed the line of her hair then it fanned out at the sides in two smooth wings. It was her paper cap which created the perfection; its glossy whiteness, its newness, the fact that it had only ever belonged to her, that she was the only one who had ever touched it, that before that it had been completely sterile. Yes, it was the cap that made things perfect. All those marvellous things about it made that delectable white cap her crowning, sensual glory. She was exceptional. Yes, her unblemished paleness, her clean tidiness, her formality, the detailed attention she gave to her dress, the flashes designating her rank, her stockings, her buckled shoes and her perfect cap, all created a flawless purity which was irresistible.
 'I got her cell phone number from one of the other nurses - a young black sister herself impeccably dressed, her white cap highlighted to perfection against her black skin - and soon we were talking to each other every day. To begin with I used to phone so I could watch her pick it up. She didn't know I was sitting in a waiting room or standing outside the doors of a ward when she answered. She was always slightly curt. She would say it was a bad time to ring, or that she could not talk now. I used to tingle with the thrill of knowing she did not realise I was watching her every movement, her every glance, her every adjustment of her perfect uniform. We did not meet for weeks and by the time we did there was not a smile, a toss of her head, a frown, a glance, a pursing of her perfect lips, there was nothing in the way she deported herself, with which I was unfamiliar. Before we even met I knew her intimately.
 'We excited each other right from the start; something just sparked between us, as if we were plugged into the same electrical supply. It was a chemical reaction. When we spent time together I would stand naked and watch her finalising details of her uniform; straightening the seams of her stockings, tightening her belt, looking at her watch. Sometimes I would look at her writing details on a chart, and often I would stare at her folding a new paper hat and clipping it precisely to her neat black hair. Always, though, it was with the phone. Either just talking to her, or perhaps giving her instructions on what exactly I wanted her to do. Sometimes I listened to her reporting to me what she was doing. Sometimes we did this in different rooms; I would watch her through an open door or a partition window. Sometimes we would do it with us both in the same room. Sometimes I would send her into the hall outside my apartment and she would stand on the landing at the top of the stairs while I stayed inside. Then I would give her instructions over the phone; how to take her clothes off, what order to do it in, how to fold them and lay them down. Once, while she was undressing like this, an old man came up the stairs and saw her. She asked me over the phone what to do. I told her to carry on as if he was not there but to report to me everything as it happened. As she continued to strip she told me how he stood and watched her then how he pushed his hand down the front of his trousers and pulled out his cock. She described how he held it and massaged it and how, in the end she watched his semen flow from its end. I told her to crawl over to him and suck it. When she had done that I told her to swallow it.
 'As time went on we explored more of each other's desires, pushing them further, always seeking out new and increasingly fulfilling pleasures. While I stood in the next room she used to shower and, before she dried herself, she would turn on the phone and place it on a shelf near to where she stood. I could hear the soft towel caressing her skin. I knew every part of her naked body and for every moment, just by the sound, I could tell where she was rubbing the towel. Light quick movements for her hips, slower ones for her breasts, lingering and heavy ones when she stroked the fluffy, absorbent material between her thighs. After she had dried herself she would get dressed. She wore a soft lycra bra - underwired although she did not need it - and after she clipped it carefully at the back she would stand so I could watch her, clean and washed, only in her bra and keeping still, not moving at all with her hands by her sides. "Continue" I would say and she would pick up her panties and pull them up tightly. The lacy waistband covered her hips and the crotch pulled up against her succulent labia. Swollen with excitement, the juicy flesh would be forced apart by the tension of the material which then defined a delectable crease at its centre. Again she would stand still and wait for my next instruction. Sometimes I made her wait half an hour while I watched her, all the time checking that she did not move. Then I would tell her again to continue. On hearing my command she would draw her suspender belt on carefully, being sure not to cause any creases over her panties or to let the suspenders hang out of line. When I told her she could she would bend to pull on each stocking. She would then clip them to the suspenders and again stand motionless until I gave her the next command to continue.
 'When she finished the final act of dressing in her uniform, clipping her hat into place, I would ask her over the phone if she was ready. She would wait for a while because I had trained her to check that she was indeed ready before confirming it. Then, when she was sure, she would say, "Yes, I am ready". To begin with I used to go to her and, still speaking through the phone, tell her to sit. We used a chair. She would do exactly as she was told, sitting perfectly upright with her hands on her knees. Then I would lash her wrists together, drawing them up and tying the free ends of the rope to a hook attached to the ceiling. She did not resist or speak, she simply sat there with her arms stretched upwards under the strain of the rope. The muscles of her upper arms stretched tight and their delectable definition led the eye to the defined depressions of her shaved armpits. At this point I used to leave and go into another room, still with the phone turned on. There I would wait to hear her say she could not stand any more, that she had reached the limits of her suffering. When I heard this, her plea for rescue, I would go to her and release her. Then without my asking, she would get down on all fours and lift her skirt to bare her panty covered bottom. I would look at it for a while. Sometimes I would trace my fingers around the shape of her cunt. When I decided, I would spank her for having asked me to release her so soon - for not having endured for longer.
 'That was what we did to start with, but soon things went a lot further. I was dissatisfied by merely tying her wrists and she was pleased when I began to experiment with tying her in different ways. Using ropes I bound her ankles then her knees, then I constructed methods of tying her wrists between her thighs and ankles. I liked particularly to see her stretched with her shoulders squeezed towards each other as I secured her wrists to her ankles at the back. First I would make her kneel then I would make her lie on her stomach so I could bend her legs to meet her wrists. I would lift her up on a single rope attached to the hook in the ceiling. Sometimes I removed only parts of her uniform. Perhaps her belt or one of her stockings. Sometimes I left only her underwear, but always I left her white starched cap in place. Sometimes I stripped her completely naked except for her cap. When I had her undressed to my satisfaction I would leave her suspended from the ceiling hook. I placed her phone on the floor so that when she was ready to speak I would hear her and return and release her. Only once or twice did I stay to watch her like this; usually I would go into an adjoining room or even outside.
 'As time went on I took to walking in the street waiting for her call. Once I went out and met a friend, listening all the time to the phone. When finally I heard her say she could not stand any more suffering I made my apologies to my friend and returned to free her. It took me a while to get back. All the time I was thinking of her desperation and growing panic, of her need for my attention, of her reliance on my ability to set her free. She came on the phone again. This time she was pleading for rescue; crying, desperate, imploring. Still it was another half an hour before I got to her. She was panting hard when I let her down, craving release, desperate to ease her aching limbs, at the limit of her endurance. She dropped onto her hands and knees like she never had before. She raised her bottom high. She lowered her shoulders to the floor as she offered herself for punishment. I could tell she was more hungry for the pain I would give her, for the humiliation of her suffering, than I had known. My delay, her increased anxiety, her final release, had set off something new in her. The long wait had with every passing minute fed the flames of her excitement. The feeling that she might never escape, that she had been abandoned, thrilled her more than anything we had ever done before. She had been transported into a realm that previously she could not even have imagined.
 'From that time on I never stayed in the house after I bound her. I always went out, and I never responded to her first appeal. Sometimes she would have to ask four or five times before eventually I decided to return. Even then I would never hurry. Once I met a friend on my way back to the flat and stayed drinking with him while she pleaded for rescue another four times. We listened to her together. Each time she called for help, for release, her anxiety increased, her pleading became more pitiful, her voice more frantic, her words more panic-stricken. But I let her continue, waiting until my friend was ready to leave before I decided to return and release her. Each time we did it, each time I ignored her, each time the delay got longer, so did her level of excitement. As she waited, hanging on the rope, her ultimate desire for the act to be completed only increased. She could think of only one thing - her need to have the cutting pain of constriction relieved by the burning sting of the final, longed for beating.
 'Recently I have travelled further away after tying her and hanging her from the ceiling. Sometimes going to places where there is a poor signal, or perhaps no signal at all, so that her calls are either hard to make out or are impossible to receive. That's why I came here. I knew I was unlikely to get a signal here, but I'm staying here trying nevertheless. I thought that in a while I would move a little down the coast. I know there is a mast not far away from there. Yes, I will wait there until I hear from her, then perhaps in the morning I'll make my way back. I can already sense her excitement building at the hopeless exposure to danger, the desperation of her abandonment, the fear that perhaps I will not return. You can come with me if you like. You might wish to hear her for yourself.'
 There was a long pause. He seemed so casual, so unconcerned that while, all the time he told me the story, he knew she was hanging in her bonds, pleading. But yes, I did want to be there when finally he heard again. I wanted to be listening when he picked up her plaintive cries for help.
 We drove back along the narrow strips of sand to the loosely laid out rectangle of shops and amenities which served the locality. His handsome freshness gave him an air of nonchalance. It was as though the world was no threat to him, it could not in any way harm him. But the smoothness of his skin, and the youthfulness that played brightly in his clear eyes, revealed a deeper sense of exposure, an innocence which was still to leave him on his journey to maturity. I could read in his eyes an innocence which had yet to dissipate under the full weight and gravity of the seasoning of life.
 'I'll try here,' he said, pulling over by a seafood stand which from its corner position looked out over the whole village. 'Still no good,' he said shaking his head. 'But I'll leave it switched on. You never know.'
 I found it difficult to believe that all the time we had been talking together and now, as we drove slowly between the shops and houses and back towards the sea, his lover had been tied up waiting - waiting until she could no longer tolerate her situation, until she could no longer stand the rigours of her bondage. Waiting until, overtaken by hopelessness, she would call for his help, knowing even then that it may be hours before he would arrive to rescue her.
 Suddenly, without me realising it, my hand was between my legs and my fingers were playing around my clitoris. I pulled my hand away, embarrassed, in case he might have seen. My face reddened when I realised he had.
 'I have not told you everything,' he said. 'I have not told you exactly how our game is now played. Would you like to hear?' He looked down towards where my hands had been. 'Or is it too embarrassing?'
 My face was burning. My clitoris throbbed. 'Yes,' I said, biting my lip. 'I would like to hear.'
 'Good,' he said. 'Let's walk around. The signal may get better over there by the dunes.'
 We left the car and strolled slowly towards the sound of the rolling Gulf Coast waves.
 'Go on,' I urged, excited and expectant. 'Please tell me.'
 'We started to go to bars,' he said. 'We would sit together and I'd start talking to men drinking there. I would ask if they were interested in taking part in our games and if they were I would tell them what we did. Most would laugh, but occasionally someone would want to take it further. To start with I was unsure how it would work. But I soon found out. If I got a fella interested I would ask him to take her to my house, tie her up and leave the phone where she could speak into it. He was then to leave and I would wait as usual.
 'It was unbelievably exciting, not knowing what was happening to her, how she was being tied, how long I would have to wait before I found out. The first time we did it, it was ecstasy. It was not until it was getting light before I finally heard her voice, and I was still an hour away. Her white hat had been left intact, I had requested that specifically of course, but everything else except her panties had been stripped off her. She had been tied tighter than usual as well, and her panties pulled up very tightly to expose both her buttocks fully. After I released her she stayed on all fours most of the day, waiting for the feel of my hand, but it was not until the afternoon, and to the accompanying yelps of her orgasmic convulsions, that she finally felt the first of its stinging smacks.
 'It was the day before yesterday that we took it a step further. I found three men in a bar and they took her away. I have not heard from her yet.'
 'But she could really be in trouble!' I exclaimed.
 'Perhaps,' he said, smiling.
 'But shouldn't we do something?'
 'What can we do? That is how far we have taken our game.'
 Suddenly a plaintive cry for help came from the phone.
 'Can you imagine how she feels?' he asked.
 'Yes, I can,' I said, realising that my anxiety was quickly turning to excitement.
 'Perhaps you would like to do more than just imagine,' he said, taking my hand.
 'Yes, I would,' I said, boiling with suspense as I realised exactly what was in store for me. 'Please.'
 


 Chapter 7
 Louisiana - Arrested!
 

Before heading down to New Orleans I decided to travel into the heart of Louisiana, into the swamps. I began to forget my concerns about the police, about being wanted for questioning in connection with the death of Professor Harrington. Things felt easier. The journey so far had whetted my appetite, and now I wanted even more excitement. I craved something primitive, something that could only be born of the steamy heat of the moss-hung bayous, of the buzzing of insects, of the sweating exhaustion of humidity and heat.
 When I drove into Westwego nothing had prepared me for what I found. It was an earthly hell, a limpid cedar filled, moss covered swamp -furnace hot, sweaty, mosquito infested. And around every corner was the suspicion of fear, in every shadow the forbidding presence of bloodshot eyes. Louisiana, where the white traveller is even warned about involvement with the local police and that, the one thing I thought I should most avoid, was the thing of which I fell foul.
 I was tired and worn out from driving, then I got stuck in a traffic jam - a long line of cars going nowhere, heading towards a local carnival. A beautiful black girl, her hips and pussy lips tightly embraced by gauzy white panties, her full breasts barely constrained in a tight fitting bra, sat on the hot metal roof of a red Pontiac GrandAm. She seethed with sensual nonchalance. Her one leg was bent and she held her shin with both hands. She stared ahead as if she was the most prized prostitute in a brothel; waiting, uncaring, unabashed, ready to be filled. She squirmed a little, wriggling away from the heat of the metal against her skin and, as she lifted herself and tightened her buttocks she parted her thighs slightly. The darkness of her skin, wet with the sticky heat, showed through the material and revealed the thinly covered shape of her cunt and the luscious shadow in its central valley.
 The traffic was completely blocked. I brought my feet up onto the dashboard and pulled the hem of my skirt up around my hips. I didn't even look to see if anyone was watching as I ran my fingers down the front of my panties and felt the heat of my sex. I pressed my finger against the top of the crack and it parted. It was as if it had been waiting for my attention and had been suddenly relieved. The silky moisture between the swollen lips licked against my fingertip like a welcoming kiss. I kissed it back with a stroking caress. I stared at the beautiful girl on the GrandAm as I started to probe my soft wet flesh.
 Suddenly I was aware of someone watching. I turned and saw a knot of black youths leaning against a wall, leering and pointing, nudging each other. Two of them wore dungarees, one held a fishing rod, they all had on wide-brimmed straw hats.
 One of them stretched his hand in through the window and touched my knee. I flinched but did not pull away. He grinned. Another one reached in as well. He pressed the other knee and my legs opened. I saw my fingers in my cunt. They were wet and glistening in the dappled light that flickered between the group of youths. Two more faces leered on the other side of the windscreen. They pointed at me, between my legs, at my glistening fingers. I sensed the feeling of shame that came with my exposure to them. I felt humiliated by their stares and degraded by my lack of resistance. My shame derived from the fact that I had no will to resist what was happening, no wish to save myself. The more this sense of self-willed debasement increased, the more I wanted to experience it. A trickle of humiliation turned into a stream and, as I fed it with more of my need, it built into an irresistible tide.
 I dropped my legs wide apart and lifted my hips. More faces peered in. A hand reached towards my cunt and I lifted my flesh to touch it. I did not take my fingers out. The wetness that streamed down my hand nourished my arousal, it fed the flames of my compelling desire - my desire to be shown up and shamed, my desire to allow it to happen, my desire to let it bring on the ecstasy and fire of my orgasm.
 Another hand came in through the open window. It reached, its probing fingers extended, seeking my flesh, searching out my moistness. I raised my hips higher. I opened my crack, pulling the soft flesh aside with my own fingertips, I revealed my hardened clitoris, its dark pink sheen, its eagerness for joy. I pushed my hips towards the hands. I listened to the mocking laughter, the savage comments, the taunting jokes. All of it only increased my desire. I wanted to be groped roughly by those hands. I wanted to see them drenched with my moisture. I wanted to look at the peering faces through the windscreen as I sucked the fingers inside. I wanted to ride them, and push myself down hard on them. I wanted to feel them penetrating my anus, probing my rectum, stuffing me full. I wanted them clawing at my nipples, pulling them, pinching them, twisting them painfully.
 I pressed my feet hard against the dashboard and thrust my hips up. My head filled with buzzing, mocking, shouting. I could not tell one sound from another. At first it was like an echo somewhere in the distance, then it came closer, like the barking of a vicious dog. Suddenly my head cleared. My reverie was broken. It was a voice.
 'Turn the engine off, ma'am. Please exit the car.'
 I dropped back, flustered and confused. I didn't know what was happening. I saw some of the faces backing away. The hands that had been probing my cunt and pinching my nipples drew back. A head poked in through the window.
 'Ma'am, cover yourself,' said a red-faced policeman wiping sweat from his forehead. 'This is not a whorehouse. It is a public highway. We don't allow disgusting behaviour on the streets of Westwego. There's laws here, you know. And we stick to them.'
 He opened the driver's door. He held a handgun in his fist. I hurried to pull my panties up. He grabbed me by the arm and roughly dragged me out onto the hot concrete pavement. The youths who had gathered around continued to point and laugh.
 'Face the car,' he ordered. 'Spread your legs.'
 I felt his hands on the insides of my thighs as he forced my legs wide. I tried to look behind me, but he kicked the insides of my ankles to force them even wider.
 'Spread your arms.'
 I pushed my hands out against the hot metal roof of the car.
 'Wider!' he shouted.
 I trembled with fear. I felt so exposed. It was impossible to protect myself, to feel anything other than under his control.
 'A fine piece of white trash we have here,' he said, pulling my panties down. 'And a pretty ass too.'
 I felt the palm of his sweaty hand across my buttocks as he gave them a heavy smack. 'Mighty pretty!'
 He prised them apart. I felt my anus exposed.
 'And something here just waiting for a little taste of Mr Barrel, I think. Yes indeed. I can see it can hardly wait!'
 I tried to turn again. Briefly I saw the youths grinning beneath the tattered brims of their straw hats before, again, my head was roughly grabbed and turned back.
 'Yes indeed, boys. Have you ever seen a finer picture? Look how that tight little ass opens up for Mr Barrel. Look boys!'
 I felt more hands on my buttocks. They pulled the cheeks open and exposed my anus fully. I felt it dilating, opening, inviting them to peer closer. I could do nothing to stop it. No matter how I tried I could not extinguish the desire within me. The more the hands probed and poked the more they laughed as I was exhibited in front of them, the more I heard their degrading comments and humiliating remarks, the less I could do to repress the hope that they would soon defile me in whatever demeaning way they chose. I was pulled away from the car. They turned me to face them. They lifted the hem of my dress. I felt so ashamed.
 One of them grabbed hold of my dress. He pulled and it ripped up the front. The buttons popped one by one.
 'But she's not very modest, boys. That's the thing with trash like this. They pull their knickers down for anyone, any age, any race. Yes, sir. They can't wriggle their panties off quick enough. Look at that shaved cunt. Bare as could be. And see how it glistens. It's wet and ready. Ready to take anything. But it's that pretty little ass that interests us, eh boys? That little winking anus. Eh? Winking at Mr Barrel. Asking him in for a visit. That's what it's saying. Yes sir. Get her down in the proper way, boys. Get her down like the pigs you herd. On her hands and knees. Let's see if she'll oink for Mr Barrel. And pull up her panties. She should be ashamed of herself like that. Even if she is white trash, she should be ashamed. In public too! Think of the bye-laws, boys. Think of the bye-laws.'
 One of them grabbed my panties and yanked them up tightly against my cunt. The material pulled between the folds of my flesh. I winced and bit my lip. He yanked again as he watched my face. Tears welled up in my eyes. They pulled me over to a grass covered verge and pushed me onto my hands and knees. A bigger crowd had gathered. Lots of people who had been in their cars had now got out to see what was going on. The beautiful girl in the white panties and bra was still sitting on top of the GrandAm, but now our roles had been reversed. I was the object of her attention.
 'Drive her this way, boys. Oink! Oink!'
 I looked around. In a way I hoped someone would help, someone would come forward and rescue me. I imagined two young college boys, perhaps from Yale or Harvard, challenging the policeman and the rednecks. Telling them they were out of order, that this sweet English girl should not be subjected to such degradation. But even as I imagine them leading me away from the baying crowd I saw myself tugging against their shepherding hands, dodging them, running back amongst the mocking men and dropping down onto my hands and knees. Yes, even as I pictured them pushing back the taunting rednecks, I saw myself distracting their attention and running back for more.
 Everyone was watching me. Some pointed, some giggled, some pushed forward, some shouted encouragement to others. The girl on the GrandAm slid her hand down the front of her panties and opened her legs.
 I was driven along the grass verge. I heard the shouts of encouragement from the crowd. Some said I was going too slow. Some said I was going too fast. Some called for the men to take their hats off and use them to whip me to quicken my pace. They made me crawl around a tree and drove me back towards the shouting policeman. He was bent forward with his hands on his knees. His red face dripped with perspiration, patches of sweat darkened the tight armpits of his blue shirt.
 'Bring her on, boys. Don't lose her. You know what these pigs are like. Oink! Oink!'
 If I crawled too slowly they brought the tattered brims down hard against my upturned buttocks. The straw scratched as it pulled across my skin. If I went too fast they grabbed my hair and reined me back. Sometimes they were pulling at my hair and whipping my bottom at the same time. I strained in confusion, trying both to escape the thrashing and the hurt of my pulled hair. I gasped for breath and spit ran from my mouth. I felt so humiliated. I thought of stopping, of dropping to the ground. But I knew if I did they would beat me until I got up and started crawling again. It seemed an endless cycle of despair. I thought they would never release me.
 Someone in the crowd ran forward with a tangle of leather and metal; a horse's halter.
 'Tie our little pig up!' shouted the policeman. 'Mr Barrel has waited long enough!'
 They dragged me to a tree and wound the halter around my face. It was buckled securely behind my head so that the metal bit pulled tightly between my teeth. I tasted its salty smoothness. My head was jerked up as they tied the leather reins to the tree. I struggled for breath. My heart was banging in my chest. I felt my nipples aching, so hard and throbbing. I looked at the leering faces. I hung on the halter, bit the metal in my mouth and raised my buttocks as much as I could. I felt something hard and cold against the insides of my thighs. It pressed first on one side and then on the other. It moved up towards my slit. I gasped as it pressed into my flesh and against my clitoris. Slowly it was drawn back and placed against my anus.
 'How do you like the feel of Mr Barrel, slut?' demanded the policeman. 'At last this little ass has got a taste of what it has been wanting all along. Go to it, Mr Barrel! Go to it!'
 I felt the muzzle of the revolver circulating around my anus. I allowed my buttocks to widen. I felt the dilating muscle welcoming the hard metal. I rose against it and sucked it in. The raised front sight sent a shiver of pain through me as it entered. Quickly I was filled with it. My eyes widened. Spit dribbled from my mouth and ran over the bit between my teeth. I groaned. I pushed back. I wanted more. I wanted as much as I could get. I wanted filling with the barrel of his gun so I could feel the cylinder pressing at the entrance. He pushed harder. I felt my rectum filling with it. I swallowed hard. I was completely full.
 I could not see the crowd any more; my eyes were filled with tears. But I could hear them chanting and egging the policeman on. The gun tugged at my anal ring as it was thrust in and out. I responded to the rhythm. I rode it, biting down and matching its thrusts with my own. I wanted it to last forever. I never wanted it to stop. I wished for eternity. My head was filled with noises, colours, flashing aurora. Everything was ablaze. I felt hot all over. I was crazed. My mouth ran with saliva. I jerked hard on the penetrating barrel of the gun. I sat on it, writhed on it, forced myself onto it. I took it in until I could feel the pressure of the cylinder against my anus. Suddenly it stopped. He held it there. I clutched it inside my rectum. I tightened on it. I was seized by it. The bit burst from my mouth in a splattering mist of spit. I jerked again. I felt dizzy, then as suddenly as I had been stolen by my ecstasy, I was back. Again I saw the faces watching me. I saw the girl in the panties and bra on the roof of the GrandAm. Her fingers were now deep inside her cunt, her legs flopped wide, her white panties wound around her ankles. She rose up as her orgasm overtook her and I allowed my own to flow at the same time. I watched her convulsing, jerking, bucking and twitching, as she lifted her hips and showed me the shimmering flesh of her cunt - wet and filled with her fingers.
 Another sudden jolt. I dropped heavily onto the harness around my head and gasped for air as I was overcome with a final, drowning flood of ecstasy.
 I don't know how much later it was, but I was bundled into the back of the police car and driven away. They had pulled my panties back up, and they were twisted tightly into the flesh of my cunt. I tried to pull my dress back together but it was too ripped, with all the buttons torn off.
 It was a short distance to the police office. We drove on the pavement inside the queuing traffic for most of the way. I was pushed into a hot room and left with a young guard at the door. He did not stop staring at me. A man in a dark blue suit came in and flopped down behind a desk in the centre of the brightly lit, white tiled room. He mopped his forehead with a red and white handkerchief.
 'Okay ma'am,' he drawled in a deep southern accent. 'Let's hear it. The full story, from the start.'
 'What story?'
 'Just from the beginning,' he said again, as though the whole thing was a formality which just had to be gone through.
 He got up and walked to the front of the metal desk. He hitched his right leg up and sat on the edge. With both hands, and at the same time looking at his closely manicured fingernails, he smoothed the material of his trousers down their precisely ironed creases. He brought his hands together at his crotch and splayed his fingers wide. He pressed them against the bulging material, outlining the shape of his cock before reaching further down and hitching his heavy testicles.
 I looked down at my tattered dress. The flimsy hem was twisted up and caught in the crease at the tops of my thighs. The waistband of my exposed white panties was drawn up onto my hips, and the soft gusset was crimped tightly into the crack of my cunt. I felt like a slut. My nipples were already hard and throbbed more as I realised my situation. I squirmed my bottom on the hard chair. I revelled in the feeling of exposure as the cheeks parted. A slight coolness touched my skin, where it was exposed by my panties. I rested my hands on my knees, not daring to move them closer to the heat of my cunt in case I could not hold myself back.
 I felt my face reddening with embarrassment as I imagined the uncouth policeman watching me probing my fingers between the wet petals of my aching sex. It was all it took. I could not stop myself. I watched my thumbs caressing the smooth skin on the inside of my thighs. It was as though they were no longer under my control, as if they were somehow defying me to stop them approaching my pussy. I felt the warmth growing in my cheeks. Suddenly I regained control. I thrust my hands back and forced my fingers to clasp my trembling knees.
 I started to remember what had happened to me in the street and felt the heat coming over me again. I knew I was not completely satisfied. I knew it could not end yet.
 'Do you know what happened to me?' I asked. 'Do you know what they put me through?'
 He massaged his cock. 'Did it excite you?'
 I paused for a moment. I was shocked by his sudden interest. I could not stop myself. 'Yes,' I said, looking down again at the thin material of my panties pulled between my legs.
 'Tell me how.'
 I was shocked, but again I could do nothing but reply. 'Well sometimes,' I stuttered. 'Sometimes, I...' I pouted like an admonished schoolgirl. I hung my head shamefully, as if I was sitting on a chair waiting to be summoned for a caning for my misbehaviour.
 'Sometimes, I feel, well, sort of a victim to my own desires. My, my...' I looked down at my panties. 'You know, my...'
 'Your cunt, you mean,' he said, grinning and staring between my legs.
 'Yes,' I said quietly as my face flushed and I bit my lip.
 'Just tell me everything,' he said. 'Just tell me everything.'
 His deep voice seemed to fade into the distance as I began to recount what had happened. I relived it all, every detail. I told him exactly how I had been treated, how I had been shamed and humiliated. I told him how they had driven me on my hands and knees, how they taunted me and how the policeman had pumped his revolver time and again into my anus.
 'Let me see,' he said. 'Let me see your ass. Bend over here. Bend over the desk.'
 I got up and obeyed. He lifted the hem of my torn dress. He smoothed a hand across my buttocks and prised them apart. He stared at my anus. I felt his spit dribbling down onto it, then I felt the cold of his gun barrel as he probed it inside. 'Is this how it was?'
 'Yes,' I said. 'Yes, just like that.'
 I gripped the edge of the desk and rose up as it went inside. I felt its coolness inside me. I felt it plugging me. I felt the heat of joy beginning to spread over me as I realised I was being given another chance for fulfilment, an opportunity to relieve myself of everything pent-up inside.
 

They let me go the next morning. I had been kept naked and handcuffed to the cell bars all night. There were no charges. They did not even check me against their records. During the night I feared they would find out I was being sought in connection with Professor Harrington's sudden death, but this was the deep south, where they play a different game.
 


 Chapter 8
 New Orleans - The Unseen Lord I
 

I crossed the Mississippi on the ferry from Algiers - the best bargain in town, free. As I sat in the wire grill enclosed passenger deck with exploding fireworks filling the sky, I felt as if I was sailing into hell.
 It was New Year's Eve and I was sitting in a less than reputable bar in the tawdry red light district that sprawls around Bourbon Street. The famous Bourbon Street, home of the Mississippi blues, a noisy, brash ribbon of strip clubs, touts and prostitutes that lights up the French quarter of New Orleans, that frantic Creole city 'that care forgot'. It was here, in this fantastic place, filled with the scent of paprika and chilli, amongst the bustling noise and chaos that I met a young woman who told me a story so strange that, had I not witnessed it myself, I would have found unbelievable.
 I saw her sitting with several men in a barely lit cubicle on the other side of the bar. She was very attractive; striking and yet demure. She stood out amid the clamour of waiters and customers around her. At the same time she looked rather intimidated, even a little frightened, in the company of the men she was with.
 After a few minutes the men get up to leave. Each of them touched her in a familiar way as they went. One stroked her cheek, another fondled her breasts, one bent down and kissed her so hard it made her flinch. The tallest of the group and the only white man, slipped his hand down the front of her white blouse and tightening his thumb and finger around her left nipple so hard that, although she did not cry out, she squeezed her eyes closed as she struggled to withstand the pain in silence.
 They all stood around her for a few moments. The tallest, standing in front of her as she remained seated, drew her face towards his bulging crotch. She allowed herself to be pulled against him and held there. He released her and the four of them, acting in unison and not saying a word, left together. The fragile girl nodded to each of them as they went. It was as if she was sealing some contract of which only she was aware. She watched the last one leave and turned her dark eyes to her empty glass. She stared into it as though it were an opening abyss.
 A waiter, older than the efforts of such a job easily tolerate, with a haughty look and slicked back greying hair, brought her a fresh drink on a slopping wet tray. She did not acknowledge him but, rather theatrically, he bowed nevertheless. He took a pace back, and bearing the tray on extended fingers above his head, turned and left.
 I thought how sad and lonely she looked, and being alone myself and in need of some company I pushed my way through the crowded bar to join her.
 'Your friends have left?' I said, raising my eyebrows to see if she minded me sitting down.
 She looked at me quizzically.
 'Your friends. They've left. Can I sit with you?'
 She nodded. 'Yes, of course.'
 'Your friends have gone, haven't they?'
 'My friends? No, I have never met them before,' she said, sipping her drink. Her thin white blouse, the top three buttons undone so that the shape of her firm breasts could be seen, was tucked neatly into a short black skirt. She had stockings on and, with one of her shapely legs crossed over the other, I could see beneath the clinging skirt the outline of her suspenders. She wore black high-heeled shoes, one of which dangled loosely on her toe.
 'Oh,' I said a little confused. 'I imagined you knew them.'
 'No,' she said wistfully, as if acknowledging the fact was somehow a disappointment.
 I called to the waiter. He brought two drinks without me ordering them. He placed them carefully on the table, bowed, stepped back, turned and left.
 I looked at the young woman. Her unblemished skin and her full lips spoke of youth, but her practised certainty and dreamy eyes were the time-gained attributes of a more experienced woman. This mature air, combined with her unaffected youthfulness, was captivating. I asked where she was from and as if I had turned a key which opened a long secured lock, she started to talk in a soft and easy manner about her life.
 Her name was Zandra. She was Portuguese and spoke only slightly accented but otherwise perfect English. Her father had been in the diplomatic service in Venezuela and, because her parents were always at or giving parties for various foreign visitors, she had been sent away to a private school until the age of eighteen.
 'I went to a Catholic convent run by nuns,' she said, throwing back her head and laughing. 'Corny, I know, but there are plenty of us you know, daughters of God.'
 'I know,' I said. 'Meet a sister.'
 She smiled and sucked the end of her forefinger for a moment. When she removed it her fingertip glistened.
 'That's where it all started, in that "House of God". The day I left there for good I found a note in my satchel. "Go to the summerhouse and wait for me",' she mouthed in a mock deep voice that lit up an undisguised childishness in her face. It was as though her youthful simplicity had for a moment been set free. 'I thought it was a joke,' she continued. 'A prank. There were lots of them going on during that last week or so of the final summer term. "Go to the summerhouse and wait for me". Creepy, eh?'
 'Did you have to wear a uniform?' I asked, and felt embarrassed as soon as I had. My question sounded so crass, so ridiculous. It was gratuitous, of course; she had opened up the fantasy of a beautiful virgin trapped with other girls in a finishing school, and I wanted the whole picture. I had just blurted it out.
 She didn't judge my question though, and went straight to an answer.
 'Of course,' she replied. 'The skirt was always too short for comfort as well,' she said, looking down at her own short skirt and smiling. 'I was always pulling at the hem. Always worrying about showing too much of my legs, or worse! Too many prayers, I suppose. Too much guilt. And "habits die hard", as the nuns used to say.'
 'What was it like having nuns to teach you?' I asked, listening to the inanity of my second question and blushing.
 She smiled. 'Not bad. They were good teachers, but they were also very strict. Just like the ones you read about - frustrated, prim and keen on young girl's bottoms! They used to cane us if we did anything against their rules. On our bare bottoms. Can you imagine what it was like? Having to bend over and have your panties pulled down around your ankles. Just think of it. And you had to stay there, bent over like that, until they had finished with you. You weren't allowed to move until you were dismissed. They used to look at you for ages, rubbing their hands across your bottom before the caning began, and afterwards they made you stay there for even longer until they decided you could go. They wanted to look at the red stripes they had made. They wanted to see how straight they were, how they stood out against the paleness of your bottom. They liked to touch them and see how much you flinched. "You may pull your panties up and leave now", they would say. Then of course you had to bend over even more to reach your panties. And if you flinched when you pulled them up over your reddened bottom you could expect another helping. Right from the start! The prefects used to make us bend over in the prefects' room but they were not allowed to use a cane. They spanked us with a slipper or their hand. That was worse really. Some of those older girls did not stop at a spanking. Watching our buttocks reddening under their repeated blows was only a prelude to what they really wanted. And they got it, often as not, exactly what they wanted. Freaks. Bloody religious freaks!'
 'But the note,' I said keenly, reminding myself of how she had begun her story. 'What happened after you got the note?'
 'Oh, the note. Yes, the note,' she said wistfully, as though thinking about her punishment in the convent had made her lose the thread of her story, as though the memory was both a horror and a delight - I couldn't tell which.
 'Yes, "Go to the summerhouse and wait for me",' I mimicked, in the hope that my imitation would again release that naive simplicity I had seen before. But no, it had gone, perhaps lost forever, perhaps locked away in some dark corner of her prematurely careworn mind.
 'Of course. Well, I just went there,' she continued, smoothing her hand across the top of her thighs. 'I sat on the circular seat in its centre and waited. It was one of those slatted seats you find built around big trees. It was a beautiful hot day and I stretched my legs out. There was no one around so I pulled my skirt up until I could see my underwear. It was as if I was daring myself to do something outrageous. A moment of release, I suppose. All those spankings. Yes. After all those years of discipline I imagined being free, being able to do anything I wanted.'
 'What happened? Who came?' I asked, thinking she was going to tell me about her first liaison with a boy.
 'No one came. But waiting there, doing what the note said, simply following the instruction, excited me. It was a weird feeling. I had never felt like it before.'
 'So nobody came,' I said with undisguised impatience, completely missing the point she was making. 'That was it?' I heard the rather disgruntled peevishness of my tone. I smiled in an effort to cancel it out.
 'Well, not exactly. I lay back on the slatted bench and rested my hands on my stomach, beyond which was the creased-up hem of my skirt. I raised my hips slightly and the white of my panties came into view. The image struck me as if for the first time, that beautiful union of line, a joining of material and flesh. It was different to being naked in the showers. It was the excitement of the unseen, the exquisite delight of that which is merely hinted at by shape or innuendo. I knew what was beneath my panties, but the fact that my panties covered it, the form and contour of my flesh, was itself the excitement. The more I looked the more it thrilled me. The raised profile of my pubic bone pressing beneath the white cotton sent fluttering thrills through my stomach. The material strained, the dipping slit that outlined my flesh made me tingle all over. The more I stared the more I saw, the more I saw the more I became excited. It flooded through me in waves. Thinking about it now still excites me just as much.'
 She looked down at the hem of her skirt and wriggled it a little higher. I saw the wedge shaped delta of pale pink material that covered her flesh and I watched her squirm slightly against its pressure. I shivered with a tingle of delight.
 'I could not resist it,' she continued. 'I let my fingers slide into the waist of my panties. It was as if I had crossed over into another zone of consciousness. It was like discovering a different country - a new world. Every touch was a completely new sensation. I was electrified by it. My senses were stripped bare. I could feel the contact between my fingertips and my wet flesh. Every bit. Every pore seemed to fill me with a particular sensation of its own. I can remember it all so well, so vividly. It is as clear now as it was then. I remember how I inhaled deeply, so deeply. I drew in the fresh fragrance of my wetness. I closed my eyes and let my head drop back. I felt the hairs at the base of my tummy - light, soft, easily parted - and then my trembling fingertips touched my sex. It opened for me - welcoming, yearning. The parting of my flesh was so sweet. Its soft outer leaves separated at my slightest touch. They unfolded, revealing the wet inner petals, making them available, inviting me to slip my fingertips into its moist valley. I raised my hips higher and touched the tip of my clitoris as it swelled to find my finger. I finished instantly, suddenly, as if struck by lightning. My jolting convulsion overcame me in a dazzling blaze of light. I tensed in the giddy throws of a convulsion. I yelped like a squealing puppy. Yes, just like a puppy! I shivered all over, uncontrollably, like a leaf. I yelped again as another sudden burst hit me and, in its jarring wake, and with my head swirling in a dizzy mist, a second wave of joy swept over me.'
 She paused and swallowed before taking a sip of her drink. I felt my own excitement tightening my chest. I looked at her slender neck as the liquid went down her throat. My eyes dropped again to the pink panties, now even more visible between her uncrossed legs. For a moment I wanted her to slip her fingertips beneath the material and show me how she had done it. I wanted to watch as her fingertips discovered the tip of her aching clitoris. I wanted to see her finish, so suddenly, so emphatically, and I wanted my head filled with her sobbing delight. 'Like a puppy'. I was so thrilled by her words.
 I leant back and stretched to ease my tension. It was obvious what I was thinking and I could see that she knew.
 'Was that the first time you felt yourself?' I asked, pretending to be calm and objective.
 'No, but it was the first time I had done it while thinking that someone must be watching. That was it, you see. I was showing him what I was doing. I was making sure he could hear. I was doing it all for him. My pleasure was for him.'
 'But you said no one came. You never saw the person who had written the note.'
 'No, but it did not matter. I knew he was there, you see. I knew somewhere he was watching, listening.' She paused for a moment and bit her lip. It whitened slightly against the pressure.
 'The same day I left the school for good,' she continued. 'It had been arranged for me to go to a finishing school in Switzerland. I had to fly to Geneva, then travel by train to Chur where I was to be met. It was a long plane journey so I settled back, closed my eyes, plugged in the earphones and drifted away on the music. A steward brought my meal, and when I lifted the plastic cup from the tray there was a note beneath it. I looked around in amazement but saw no one suspicious or anyone taking any particular interest in me. The note told me to take the eye mask from my goodie bag and go to the loo. Underlined at the bottom it said "and do not lock the door". I was to stand facing the mirror, unbutton my shirt, drop my panties to my knees, put on the mask and wait. I could not believe it! For a few minutes I sat with my head spinning in confusion. I just did not know what to do. It was ridiculous. How could I do such a thing? How could anybody do such a thing?'
 I leant forward and took a drink from my glass. 'Go on, go on,' I urged, enthralled by her openness and captivated more than ever by her exciting tale.
 


 Chapter 9
 New Orleans - The Unseen Lord II
 

We had another drink. I pressed her to continue.
 'There was something irresistible about it,' she went on. 'It had to be from the same person as before. I knew it. I was already certain he had watched me on the bench in the summerhouse. The same man was following me. He must be watching my every move. And I did not have any will to resist him. It was a real bombshell. I no longer controlled my own destiny. All I could do was follow his instructions, take his orders and carry them out. I knew I could not resist him. I had not even seen him, and he had taken control of me.'
 She sipped her drink. 'So, on the plane,' I said.
 'Well, it was pretty scary, what he was telling me to do, you can imagine. And I was really frightened; all those people, the risk of being caught. But the image the note put into my mind was all I could think about. I just had to do what I was told.'
 'So you went to the loo and did what he said. You undid your blouse, pulled your panties down, faced the mirror, then put on the mask? Is that what you did?'
 'Yes. As soon as I could. I had to queue to get in. Several men pushed against me as I waited. I wondered if any of them was him, but there was no way of telling, there was nothing to give me a clue. By the time I got inside I was dying for a pee anyway. I didn't know whether or not to lock the door. I decided not to, of course, but then I could hardly pee for fear of someone opening the door. After I finished I did what he said. I got ready as he instructed. I stood there for what seemed an age. All the time I was thinking of someone coming in and hauling me out, taking me to the captain or something ridiculous.'
 'You must have been terrified.'
 'I was shaking all over, but I waited in exactly the way he had ordered. I opened my blouse enough to see the tops of my breasts, and I had my panties down precisely to where he had said - no further than my knees. I leant forward slightly against the back of the loo, allowing my bottom to stick out a bit, hoping it would be right. It seemed mad, worrying about exact details, but already I felt obsessed with doing precisely what he said. Then I heard the door handle being turned. It was as much as I could do to stay where I was. I bit my lip and waited for someone to start shouting, to drag me out, but all I heard was the door closing and locking and felt a hand on my exposed bottom.'
 'What happened? What did he do?'
 'I was gasping as he touched me. He stroked slowly. He rubbed each cheek in a circular motion, then let his fingers drift up and down between them. I leant forward a little more and opened myself to him, but he did not take advantage. I wanted him to push a finger into my anus. I wanted him to pinch my clitoris. But his hand pulled away. Suddenly I felt more exposed. I knew he was watching me closely, watching my excitement, witnessing my frustration. I wished he would spin me round and tear off the mask, my panties, grasp my thighs and lift me up, hold me above his stiffened cock and drop me down onto it. I wanted to feel his hot semen spurting deep inside me. But all I heard was silence. All I felt was his stare.
 'The door opened again, but this time I did not hear it close. All I heard was the noise from the cabin beyond and I knew he was exposing me to everyone out there. It was so difficult to stay there, to do as he instructed when I knew he was showing me to everyone; degrading me, exposing me to public humiliation. I did not know how long I stayed there, but when I felt the hand of a stewardess on my shoulder I knew I had done what he expected.'
 I looked at Zandra's blue eyes. They had lost their dreamy look. Now they were filled with brightness and clarity. The recollection filled her with the excitement she had felt at the time. It was sparking off her like electricity.
 'What did you feel?' I asked, expecting her to say how ashamed she had been, how embarrassed, how degraded.
 'As I was taken back to my seat, with all those eyes on me, knowing that everyone had seen me like that, masked and semi-naked in the loo, I could not stop the rush of my orgasm. When I sat down I was completely consumed by it. Tears ran down my cheeks. I don't know how long it was before it ebbed and I could close my eyes and relax.'
 'Did you see the man who sent the note?'
 'No,' she said, as though that confirmation itself filled her with a fresh burst of joy. 'I slept on the train from Geneva and dreamed of what had happened. At Chur I was met by Greta, one of the older girls at the finishing school. She was waiting at the end of the platform sitting on an old bicycle. Her one leg was stretched down to the pavement, the other was bent as she braced her foot on the pedal. She supported another bicycle with an extended hand that reached over lazily to the handlebars. She was tall and blonde with full lips, beautiful white teeth and large blue eyes. She had square shoulders, slender arms and shapely legs, and she wore a tightly buttoned pink vest tucked into a short black pleated sports skirt. An untied lace dangled from one of her white trainers. She threw her long hair back onto her bare shoulders and waved her free hand as I got down from the train.
 'Greta and I cycled side by side, like old friends, along the narrow streets of the ancient town of Chur. The bicycle wheels clattered on the smooth cobbles. It made my teeth chatter and filled my sex with pleasurable vibrations. We left the town and cycled out onto the tracks that wound through the sweet-smelling alpine meadows. Multi-coloured, iridescent clouds of butterflies rose up around us. We both laughed and shouted with glee as with our feet off the pedals we sped down the grassy slopes which dropped in green folds towards the school.
 'We rattled into the courtyard - a mixture of ancient limestone buildings and wooden A-frame chalets. Our skirts blew up in the breeze, our panties squashed to the leather saddles, our faces a picture of excitement and delight.
 'The school was run by Herr and Frau Schwarz. Frau Schwarz taught us deportment and public speaking, as well as arranging the frequent concerts and plays that the school put on for the local village. Herr Schwarz taught us horse riding and took us swimming in the nearby lake. Discipline was even stricter than it had been in the convent; we were not allowed to talk at meals and the slightest transgression led to some form of spanking or caning, sometimes in private and sometimes in front of the other girls. Still I kept receiving messages from my lord - that's what I decided to call him, my "unseen lord". It's my Catholic upbringing I suppose, always searching for God. Sometimes letters came in the daily post. Sometimes notes were left by my bed or handed to me by one of the maids or caretakers. But never once did I see him, nor did I ever have any idea of who he might be. Once, when I was standing red-faced in front of Herr Schwarz as he disciplined me for not shining my riding boots properly, I even wondered if it was him. As I stood in the corner of his study facing the wall as he instructed, and felt the warmth of his skin as he ran his fingers up between my thighs, my heart began to race with expectant joy. When he widened my legs slightly, then peeled down my panties, leaving them just above my knees, I felt sure it was my lord, and I started to gasp as my stomach filled with excitement.
 'But as he started to rub his hands across my buttocks I realised it was not him. His hands were too rough, too eager, then as he probed between the cheeks of my bottom, sought out my anus and inserted his finger into it before running the fingers of his other hand between the folds of my wet slit, I knew for certain it was not my lord. My lord would not do such a thing. No, my lord would hold back, my lord would make me wait. So even as Herr Schwarz took out his cock and ejaculated over my bottom I could only think of my lord, of how handsome he must be, and how he would treat me so differently.
 'You see, since being in Switzerland I had become familiar with my lord's cock. He would sometimes offer it to my mouth and let me drink his semen. When he allowed me to do this he would let me take as much time as I wanted. But Herr Schwarz was different. He just wanted to come, to just please himself, with no thoughts for me.
 'Another time, one misty morning as we all huddled in the boathouse where we took off our clothes for swimming naked in the lake, Herr Schwarz scolded Greta for running too slowly to the water. She tried to avoid him, dodging to the side, but she slipped and he grabbed her and pulled her over his knee where he held her and whipped her with his riding crop. This was not my lord. My lord would never have been so cruel.'
 'What sorts of other thing did he make you do, your lord?' I asked Zandra as the waiter brought yet another drink.
 'Still does make me do,' she corrected. 'So many things, all delightful, all delectable, all so new, so forbidden, so liberating. He watches me of course, even when I don't hear from him for a while, I know he is still watching. Yes, he sees everything. Nothing I do is private from him, nothing. Sometimes he instructs me to go to places so he can see me doing things in particular. When I was still in Switzerland he sent me to Chur, to sit in a cafe and feel myself until I finished. Once he instructed me to wear a short fold-around skirt but no panties and to allow the skirt to slightly open whenever I saw a man looking at me. Another time I had to take a job as a part-time waitress and encourage men to slip their hands up the skirt of my uniform or to bend over in such ways that they could see my panties. Sometimes he wants to touch me himself, but when he does he always makes me wear a mask, or a blindfold of some sort. He lets me suck his cock quite often, and sometimes he sends me to meet young men so they can have me in ways he has already instructed them about. Sometimes they will pin me down and take me one by one, or perhaps they tie me up and finish over me, or in my mouth. Sometimes I think he instructs them to do just what they want and he watches with special expectancy as they hold my legs apart, or whip me, or make me suck them. Once he made some of them drag me into a public place and strip my clothes from me then leave me there, in the rain, alone. I think he enjoys seeing me most of all in that sort of way; naked, exposed, in jeopardy.'
 'How do you come to be here?' I asked.
 'He sends me instructions to travel to different places and when I get there he gives me further instructions. There is often money waiting for me, or he encloses some with his directions. For the last six months he has sent me all over America. And I mean all over! I have stood naked on the edge of the Grand Canyon with his semen dripping between my buttocks. I have knelt for hours, blindfolded and naked in the hot expanses of the Arizona desert, until finally he allowed me to suck his cock. I have been trussed up by the wrists and ankles and suspended naked from the limb of a tree in the teeth of a Montana snow storm. Yet even as I shivered in the biting cold I thrilled at the excitement of knowing he was watching, and that he knew I would have to endure it for as long as he wanted. I worked in a Nevada brothel, catering to the perverse needs of truck drivers and motor cyclists, until only a few days ago he sent a message ordering me to come here, to New Orleans. It came with an air ticket and instructions telling me to wear pink cotton panties and a short skirt. It said I would be met by a taxi and that I was to pull my panties down so the driver could watch me masturbate in his mirror. Then, it said, I was to come here on New Year's Eve and wait for my next instruction. So,' she said smiling broadly, 'here I am.'
 She slurped thirstily at her drink.
 'I am so excited,' she continued. 'So excited at the thought of what he has planned for me. I never tire of his orders, never tire of submitting to his will. I am a virgin to everything he wishes. Everything he makes me do, I do as if for the first time. Everything I experience is for him and him alone. I cannot imagine any pleasure greater than the pleasure my unseen lord provides.
 'Do you think it is wrong, to be controlled like this?' she asked almost plaintively. 'Can it possibly be wrong?'
 'I'm not sure I know what it feels like,' I said.
 'Like nothing else on earth can feel like. It is like watching the sunrise beyond the mountains after a storm, like swimming naked in a warm alpine lake, it is like sipping from a cup of semen - it is like being in heaven. But,' she said, widening her eyes and cocking her head slightly to one side, 'even so, sometimes I wish I had someone to share it with. Yes, sometimes I wish I had a "sister" to share my ecstatic servitude.' She swallowed hard. 'Those men you saw me with. I thought it was them. I thought they were my lord's plan for me. I thought perhaps they were going to have me here in the bar, in public, but they left suddenly. Then,' she hesitated, 'then I thought it might be you...'
 I laughed and shrugged, then reached out and touched her hand.
 'Sometimes,' she said squeezing my hand, 'I really do wish I had a sister, a friend to share my pleasures with.'
 As I felt her fingers entwining with mine a thrill of excitement filled my stomach. I realised how excited I was by her situation; the constant unknowing, the continual expectation of the unfamiliar, the mystery of an uncontrolled and unpredictable future. She had no agreement, no contract, she had not even seen her lord, yet her obedience to him was so complete, so absolute. The more I thought of it the more the idea of such servitude filled me with tremors of exhilaration.
 I squeezed her hand tightly, as if touching her would somehow bring me into contact with her obvious ecstasy.
 The streets and alleys of the French Quarter, the Vieux Carre - spinning out in a web of body-filled filaments from the central, bustling Bourbon Street - buzzed with noise and clamour. Partygoers poured back into the bar, bubbling with the excitement of Mardi Gras; the fireworks, the frantic dancing, the whistles, the hubbub, the Creole exhilaration.
 The waiter brought another tray of drinks. He nodded to both of us and offered Zandra a piece of paper.
 'For you, mademoiselle,' he said, bowing and handing her the note.
 Zandra looked around eagerly, as if even though her 'lord' had always been invisible to her, this time she might just catch a glimpse of him. I looked around as well, sharing her naive expectancy. But there was nothing unusual to be seen; everyone was involved in their own lives - drinking, talking, laughing, embracing.
 'What does it say?' I asked, eagerly sitting forward to see the note.
 She unfolded it slowly. It was written in a careful hand with neatly formed letters.
 'What does it say?'
 'It says, leave your new friend. Go into the next cubicle, kneel on one of the benches and pull your panties down.'
 A thrill ran through me. It was actually happening, here, now! I could hardly believe it. Her story was true. And it was still unfolding. And he had seen me. He was watching me as well! I was struck by the thrilling sense of fear that came with the instructions. Surely she couldn't really do what it said? How could anyone be so obedient? How could anyone expose themselves like that, in public, here, now?
 My stomach churned. I breathed heavily. I felt a heat and wetness inside me. I watched Zandra fold the note and put it in her bag.
 She squeezed my hand again then got up and went into the next cubicle. I could not take my eyes off her. I could see that she was thinking of nothing except doing what her 'lord' said. There was no one in the cubicle; everyone was standing up chatting, drinking. She climbed onto one of the wooden benches and knelt just as she had been told. She hitched up her skirt until it was around her waist, then slowly and without any hesitation she pulled down her panties.
 People started looking at her - pointing, passing comments. I watched the four men who had been with her originally come into the cubicle. The tall one stood in front of her, undid his trousers and while she took his heavy cock into her mouth one of the others began licking the glistening flesh between her legs. The other two stood on each side of her, one felt her breasts and pinched her nipples, the other wrapped his arm around her waist and lifted her bottom. The man licking her cunt stood back, took his swollen cock in his hand then drove it into her.
 Everyone in the bar was captivated as the scene unfolded. Each man took a turn, moving around her, sharing out her delights. As each one ejaculated inside her she threw her head back and screamed her uninhibited and fulfilling delight.
 I ran my fingers around my breasts and felt my hard nipples. I felt a body behind me. At first he simply pressed closer than he should, then he pressed intentionally against my buttocks. He wrapped his hands around my hips. I did nothing to stop him. He maintained the pressure and ran them down the fronts of my trembling legs. This stranger turned his palms outwards and brought them up, with their backs together, between my thighs. They touched the tight gusset of my panties. I did not look away from Zandra. I did not think to see who was touching me.
 'Pull them down,' the stranger said in my ear. 'Not all the way, just above your knees.'
 My stomach filled with excitement. He pulled his hands away and I did what he said. It was as though I had no alternative. I had to obey his instructions. He stood back and, when I let go of my panties, he lifted my skirt until the hem was at my waist. My bottom was exposed. I did not know who was watching, or what would happen next.
 I let my fingers slip between my legs, but as soon as I felt their tips tantalising my clitoris I was overcome with the onrush of a startling and devastating orgasm. It came from nowhere, like a crack of thunder on a sunny day. I was shocked by its suddenness, bowled over by its power. I did not know what was happening around me, who was looking, what they were thinking. It was unimportant, irrelevant. I shuddered as the unstoppable paroxysms ran through me in a jerking, convulsive flood.
 As I pushed myself out of the cubicle I bumped into the waiter. Still shaking with excitement I squeezed past him as he lifted his tray above his shoulder. As we sashayed past each other my nostrils filled with a sweet fragrance. It was the scent of my own juices. I was smelling the delicate fragrance of my own moisture on his hand! I looked around for Zandra. I could not see her amongst the renewed crowds that flooded in from the hectic streets of the noisy, celebrating town. For the moment I was alone, but I knew that for a while her 'lord' had a new slave and Zandra a new 'sister'.
 


 Chapter 10
 Galveston - Not What it Seems
 

I left Zandra outside a jazz cafe in French Market Place. She knew I would go in the end. She knew I could not stay with her forever, that our time together was never going to be permanent. Her bright blue eyes sparkled behind her tears. My pussy tingled as I turned back and waved. She looked beautiful, so full of promise.
 In the car I listened to KBON Radio - 'Cajun radio at its best'. I love the heat and energy of Cajun music. KBON pumped it out without pause - Zydeco, swamp pop, blues and gospel. I jogged along to its uninhibited rhythm - it cleared my head and set me alight with fresh excitement. I pulled off the road twice to masturbate. The second time I plugged my anus with a soda bottle I found in a dustbin. I kept it there for a while afterwards and when I took it out I licked the neck. I savoured the bitter earthy taste, its biting aroma, the thought of it being deep inside me.
 During the day the shimmering heat of the Mississippi delta changed into the steamy cauldron of Southern Texas. The endless fishing harbours and prawn boats had given way to oil rigs, refineries, industrialisation. Everywhere there was the smell of money.
 The next morning I was walking along the promenade front at Galveston. It was garish and bright but, in a way, old fashioned and charming. I threw a coin into a tin in front of a hippy playing an electric guitar in a style clearly in homage to Jimi Hendrix.
 He stopped playing for a moment. 'Can I tell your fortune?'
 I nodded. 'Of course.'
 He looked at my outspread palm. 'If you are offered a lift, take it. If you are offered a risk, take it. If you are offered the chance to go to Jamaica, take it.'
 I laughed. 'I don't understand.'
 He smiled. 'That's fortune telling for you,' he said. 'It's never quite how it seems, doll.' He turned back to his guitar and ran easily up a heavy rock scale. 'Never quite how it seems.'
 I thought how good he was, but did not stop to listen. He was right though; things never are what they seem. The thought thrilled me, although I didn't really know why. I smiled when I thought of his 'prediction'.
 I walked as far as the pier and stared down the steep wall built as a barrier against storm surge. Surfers plunged from wave to wave, children ran after kites, couples drove side-by-side bicycles, a crowd gathered around a well-dressed wedding beneath the rusting iron pier supports. I went into an ice-cream parlour just across from the pier - LaQueen's Confectionary.
 It was a typical American 'soda Fountain'; everywhere bright and glossy, shiny vinyl topped stools with chrome bands around their edges, gleaming white surfaces, glistening steel containers and machinery.
 An attractive red-haired girl in a pressed pink uniform with shiny white belt leant over the glossy counter. She looked shy and edgy.
 'I'm Petra. Can I help?' she asked, polishing a glass nervously.
 'Can I have a menu?'
 'Sure,' she said looking around. 'I only started today. I'm a bit... you know. Here's the menu. I can't tell you much about what's on it though. I was supposed to be trained, but they haven't bothered yet. I'm working here to get through school. My parents haven't got the money to help me.'
 I pointed to something that looked good on the picture. 'Right away,' she said, writing the order down on her new order pad. 'Anything else?'
 I felt sorry for her. I thought I would leave her a good tip even though I was running out of money myself. I watched her as I spooned my Banana Royale. It was very cold and chilled my teeth. She busied from customer to customer, getting flustered with requests she did not understand, blushing at the comments of young men, apologising when she got things wrong.
 She smiled as she pressed my tip into her breast pocket. 'Now, y'all have a good day. See you again sometime. Look forward to it.'
 When I looked back she was waving to me through the window. I waved back. American girls!
 A crowd of motorcyclists had gathered around the pier. Their bikes - nearly all Harley Davidsons - were parked in lines on the side of the road. Some of the riders lolled against their gleaming prizes, some sat on them, some pawed at the scantily clad women that accompanied them. The smell of gear oil and carbon-soaked exhaust filled the air. An olive skinned young man rested on the high swept-back handlebars of his glittering Softtail Classic.
 'Looking for adventure?' he asked, like a character out of Easy Rider.
 I raised my eyebrows. 'Yes, maybe.'
 'Then you've found the right place. Jump up. We're having a party at Jamaica Beach. You'll love it. Jump up.'
 I could hardly believe it - the offer of a lift, something risky, 'Jamaica'!
 I stepped up onto the footrest and straddled my leg across the high-set leather pillion seat. The hem of my light yellow dress blew up in a breeze from the sea. The thin gusset of my lemon panties slid against the smooth leather seat. The soft flesh of my pussy lips felt every fraction of the delightful tugging of the leather against the material. I tingled with excitement as I wrapped my arms around the young man's chest and we revved out into the road.
 In a storm of noise the other bikes fell in behind. Heads turned as we took off to the south towards Jamaica Beach. The heavy pounding vibrations of the big v-twin fed through the seat and into my vagina. I felt my flesh getting wet. I squirmed down against it, keenly allowing every thumping shudder to enter my distended slit. I pressed down hard and felt the rumbling throb against my anus. It dilated in response. I clung tightly to the leather clad rider and looked over his shoulder. My hair blew back in the wind. We rode between stilted houses and dunes as we went further down the sandy coastal spit that led away from the town.
 Jamaica Beach was just part of the long strip of coast fronted by the Gulf of Mexico and backed by a band of curvaceous white sand dunes. Stilted houses were scattered between the dunes, oil drum dustbins were placed regularly along the high tide line, stranded Portuguese Men-of-War lay shimmering along the edge of the lapping sea. On the other side of the road more stilted houses were built over the complex of canals which led into the Intra-coastal waterway.
 It was already getting dark. There was no one about. The bikes roared through an access road onto the beach. Some of the riders tore sweeping curves into the sand with their spinning back wheels, some raced each other, some just watched. Spluttering flares were stuck into the sand in a circle. Driftwood was collected and a huge fire lit in the centre of the ring of flaming torches. Girls stripped off various items of clothing and danced in the flickering red light.
 I watched their beautiful lithe bodies. Some had kept their bras on, some just their panties, some were naked. They held each other as they danced, kissing, dropping to their knees and fondling each other's breasts. Some lay on their backs and encouraged others to get between their legs and lick their cunts. Two women started fighting. They tore at each other's hair. Others stood around encouraging them, goading them. The two combatants fell on the sand and rolled into the water. They choked as they grabbed each other, wrestling, kicking, punching and biting. One bit the other's nipples. The other threw her onto her back and bit into the flesh of her sex. One straddled the other and dropped her cunt across her face. The other finally managed to throw her off and spit flew from her mouth as she gasped frantically for air.
 In the end they were pulled apart and led to separate bikes. One was tied face over the seat, her knees secured to a footrest on one side, her wrists to another on the other side. The other was placed facing the long handlebars of a vintage Hardtail. Her legs were forced apart and she was pressed against the yellow glass of the huge headlight. Her wrists were tied to the handlebars and she was gagged with a leather strap.
 Everyone gathered around to watch them punished. The one bent across the seat was whipped with a wide leather belt. She reared back and screamed as anyone who wanted took their turn. Every new man that came forward tried to outdo the previous one; striking harder, more often, more accurately. Spit foamed from the woman's mouth. She screamed and begged for release but her cries grew weaker as her punishment continued without a break. When they had all had enough she was untied and thrown into the sea. She lay at the water's edge moaning. A jellyfish was washed up against her breasts. No one bothered to help her.
 The other one was not thrashed. They forced her buttocks wide and thrust their cocks into her one after another. To start with they used her cunt, but as more came up for their turn most of them used her anus. I watched semen dribbling down the insides of her thighs. She threw her head back when a particularly large cock was pushed in, but she could not cry out; she was too stuffed, too plugged by its mass. They left her hanging there with a stream of semen running from her anus. I watched her twitching and trembling. Her sweat-covered skin glistened in the flickering light of the torches and the phosphorescent glow from the shimmering sea.
 A loud shout went up as one of the women was tied by her ankles to the back of a bike on a rope. She fought against them as they lashed her tight, and she twisted in terror as she was dragged across the sand. She writhed and squirmed as she bounced across the beach. Dry sand was churned up into her face. She choked and coughed and fought for breath. Her wet face and hair were covered in the white sand. When they cut her free and she stood, confused and unsteady, she looked like a ghost.
 A glittering blue Electra Glide slid out from the crowd of bikes nearest the dunes. Its windshield gleamed in the light of the torches. Its abundant chromium plating reflected red and yellow beams of fire. Its rider sat back in the curvaceous saddle. A girl was draped across the bulbous petrol tank. Her short skirt blew up in the wind. Her pink panties were pulled tightly across her perfectly shaped buttocks. The rider parked the glistening motorcycle in the circle of torches. The girl did not move. Her wrists and ankles were tied with leather thongs. Her long red hair hung nearly to the ground. The motorcycle's big v-twin throbbed heavily. The rider kicked out the side stand and lifted himself from the broad leather saddle.
 He stood beside the bike and looked down at the girl. Her skirt was again covering her bottom. Be lifted it and draped the hem on her back. He smoothed his hands across her panties. He edged his fingers into the waistband and slowly pulled them down. Inch by inch her pert buttocks were revealed. He pulled them further, down to just above her knees, and left them there, knotted into a thin twist of pink material. The smooth skin of her buttocks glowed in the flickering torchlight. He laid his hand flat against them and drew it around in slow circles. Her buttocks opened slightly under the pressure of his hand. I saw a flicker of wetness gleaming in the darkness that lay between them. He lifted his hand and brought it down squarely on her buttocks. She tightened against her bonds as it landed with a loud smack. He smacked her again, and again she tightened. I saw her legs straining against the rope at her ankles. Her hair was caught by a warm breeze and it blew against the metal of the motorbike's engine. She twisted her head. I recognised her. It was Petra! The nervous girl from the ice cream parlour! It was Petra!
 Her bottom reddened with every smack. The smudged redness across her skin matched the redness of her tangled hair and the glowing redness of the light from the circle of spluttering torches. To begin with she let out a gasping breath each time she was struck. But as her punishment went on, as her bottom reddened more, as she tightened more, as the pain searched out her weaknesses, she began to cry out. Not much at first, but soon each smack brought a scream.
 He speeded up the spanking. She hardly had time to take a breath before she needed to scream again. Her head twisted from side to side in time with his smacking hand. Suddenly the beating stopped. But it was not silent; Petra kept twisting and turning, kept crying out in pain. The rider took out a knife and held it above her. She sobbed. He bent forward and cut through the ropes that held her wrists and ankles. She remained lying over the tank, still jerking. Several from the crowd ran forward with one of the oil drum dustbins they had wrenched from its supports. They threw it down bedside the Electra Glide. It rolled a few yards then came to a halt. The rider lifted Petra from the petrol tank and laid her across the oil drum. She did not have the strength to resist or fight against him. He lashed her to it, simply winding some string around her wrists, pulling it beneath the drum and winding it back around her ankles.
 He stood back. Motorbike engines began to roar, plumes of blue-grey smoke rose up into the soft Gulf air. A single bike emerged. It drove towards Petra - her body pulled taut over the oil drum, her reddened bottom exposed. I thought it was going to hit her but instead its rider leant onto the side as he went past and struck her buttocks with a belt he held in his hand.
 Petra screeched as the leather cut across her skin. Another bike drove up, this time faster. Its rider leant to one side in the same fashion as the first. He too brandished a black leather belt in his hand. He drew it back as he approached then, timing it perfectly, smacked her buttocks as he rode past.
 Petra tightened against the string that held her wrists and ankles. Two broad red stripes appeared amongst the red smudging on the exposed skin of her upturned buttocks. She begged them to stop, she pleaded with them to release her, she shouted that she could not bear it, that she was overcome with pain.
 Another bike rode up. Its rider leant sideways flourishing a short flat stick. He smacked it against Petra's buttocks. She shrieked in agony. Her buttocks widened. I saw the glint of her moist cunt.
 Her screams filled my ears. They blended with the breaking of the waves. My head was thumping. I was overcome with it. I couldn't bear to watch any more. I had to help her. I knew it was a stupid thing to do, but I couldn't stop myself. I just couldn't stand to see Petra suffering in this way.
 I ran forward. I waved my arms. 'Leave her alone! She's suffered enough!' I pleaded. 'Can't you see she can't stand any more? Leave her alone!' I looked around anxiously. I didn't know what I had done. Suddenly I was filled with fear. I turned to run, but straight away I was grabbed.
 With a sharp knife they slashed through the string that held Petra. She rolled onto the sand. She looked up at me. A weak smile broke over her face. I wanted to help her up. She smiled again. I went to touch her but I was pulled away.
 They placed the oil drum upright and lifted me into it. I struggled against them. I fought as hard as I could. My knees and elbows banged against the inside of the smelly steel drum. The sounds echoed in my pounding head. They held me so I was crouched down inside it, my shoulders level with its top. Suddenly they were throwing sand in around me. Quickly it filled over my legs. I could not move them. The weight of the sand held them fast. I was filled with panic. I couldn't believe what was happening. More sand came in around me - over my hips and around my waist. It was terrifying. In only a few minutes it was up to the top of the drum, level with my neck. I could turn my head; the only part of my body left exposed. I could just about breathe, but otherwise I could not move at all. My whole body was held fast in a tomb of sand. I had been buried alive!
 They dragged a heavy piece of driftwood against the side of the oil drum. One of them stood on it. He unzipped his leather trousers and took his stiff cock in his hands. He pressed it against my lips. They opened under the pressure. He drove it into my mouth. Its heat filled me. I found myself sucking. I found myself drawing it into the back of my throat. I found myself drinking his semen as it streamed from his pulsating cock.
 I gasped, unable to comprehend what was happening. Each one took a turn. Each one filled my mouth. Each one went deep into my throat. Each one I drank thirstily, greedily, hoping there would be more.
 The last was the olive skinned one. I sucked him deep. I felt the end of his cock against my throat. I let him press it there for a moment, feeling its bulk, its weight, its heat. Then I swallowed it, letting it in, all the way down, as far into my throat as he wanted to go. I held it there. I felt its venous ribs expanding against the lining of my plugged throat. It got tighter and tighter then I felt his semen splattering from its swollen tip. I did not gag or choke. I waited until it had finished, until there was no more. I waited until he decided to pull out. As he did my orgasm took hold of me. For a second I could not draw breath. Then I inhaled with a massive gasp as a wave of pleasure broke over me. The tightness around my body, the constriction, made my orgasm flow in a continuous, overpowering flood. My eyes were wide, but I saw nothing. I heard the waves on the beach, but my head was filled only with the sound of my throbbing body. I felt the heat of his semen inside me, but I was so consumed by the flames of my passion that I could no longer sense anything beyond its devouring fire.
 He stepped down. Everyone stood back. A figure walked from the dunes. The riders made a path for him. He was clearly the leader. I opened my mouth. I knew he would take me as well. I knew he would fill my mouth with spunk, that I would swallow it, that I would feel it running down my chin. He got closer. His face came into the light of the flickering torches. It was the hippy from the beach!
 My orgasm started even before he placed the broad fullness of his glans against my eager, waiting lips. I looked up at him and let him push it down.
 

It was early Sunday morning. I had hardly slept. I walked down to the pier to LaQueen's. I thought I might see Petra there. It wasn't open. I crossed the road and leant on the sea wall. I turned to the sound of roaring motorbikes. A cavalcade of Harley Davidsons roared towards me. Their chrome parts shone in the bright morning sunlight. Silver studs on leather jackets glinted like stars. Hair blew in the wind. A hand waved. It was waving to me. It was a girl's hand. It was Petra!
 They drew up close. I couldn't understand it. What was she doing with them?
 'Catch you again sometime,' she shouted. 'If you pass this way again. We're always here. Always on the lookout for someone new, someone to have some fun with. And it sure was fun.'
 She kissed the neck of the olive skinned rider and he dropped the bike into gear. The rest of them followed him as he turned out into the street. There was one bike left behind. Next to it I saw the hippy playing the guitar. He ran his hand up the freeboard in a soaring Hendrix riff.
 'Hi doll. What did I tell you? It's never how it seems. Never how it seems. Can I tell your fortune? Do you want to know what's in your future? Are you looking for adventure?'
 


 Chapter 11
 Southern Texas - Deceived I
 

It seemed pointless to hire a car for the short journey to Houston. I stood on the I45 - the Gulf Highway - and hitched a lift in a shiny Mac sixteen wheeler.
 The driver stared at me more than the road. I hitched my short skirt up to show him more of what he was looking at. I started to finger myself through my panties. I rested back against the door and opened my legs towards him. I slid my panties down and exposed my naked pussy. I was sweating and hot, my cunt wet. The traffic sped by, the glaring sun streamed through the windscreen, the driver kept looking, and I could do nothing to stop myself.
 I didn't want him to touch me. I wanted him to watch and I wanted to feel the vibration of the truck as it raced along the freeway to Houston. I wanted to feel my soft flesh in time with the swishing sounds of passing cars. I wanted to raise up and show him my flesh, my fingers inside. I wanted to see him staring at me as I felt my orgasm coming. I wanted to see his eyes on me as I lifted myself and drove my fingers in one last time. I wanted him to look and stare at me as I was overtaken by a shuddering rush of ecstasy.
 He dropped me off just inside the beltway. I took a taxi. I pressed myself down in the back of the yellow cab as we sped towards the city on Navigation Boulevard. The blackened windows filtered out the intensity of the hot sun and the air conditioning cooled my bare skin. We crossed the looping intersection with Memorial Drive, and rose up over the mosquito ridden Buffalo Bayou. I looked to the left and stared up at the incongruous site of downtown Houston. A striking glass edifice of a city, like a huge nest of quartz crystals thrusting up into the heavy, smoggy sky. An absurd collection of glass clothed skyscrapers built in the middle of a massive alligator infested swamp. This modern town of all modern towns, here only because of the advent of air conditioning and the consequent ability of humans to avoid the terrible climate. The leather seat now felt cold against the back of my thighs and I lifted my skirt to feel it across my bottom.
 'The Museum district Ma'am,' said the taxi driver with a Mexican accent mixed with an acquired southern drawl.
 I gazed at the shiny towers imagining them rooted in the sky, hanging down from the ceiling it made, like huge symmetrical stalactites.
 'Your hotel, Ma'am.'
 'Thanks,' I said, leaning forward and starting to take money from my wallet. He reached back and opened my door. His hand intentionally glanced my knee as he stretched over. The touch of his skin inflamed me. I knew what it was I needed.
 The oven-hot heat billowed in from the open cab door. A sweat broke out on my forehead. I felt drained and empty. I needed filling - in my cunt. I wanted to feel a man on top of me, nothing else. I didn't want to get out. I didn't want to go into my hotel and have a shower, feel refreshed, drink something cool. No, all I wanted was to feel a man pushing his cock inside me and this man, this Mexican cab driver with his strange southern accent, would do. Yes, that was all I wanted. That was all I could think about. I wanted to feel his cock swelling as he got closer to finishing. I wanted to feel its tip engorging, filling me more, expanding. I wanted to feel the heat of his semen spreading inside me. I wanted to feel the hotness of his breath as he shouted out with relief. I wanted to scream with joy and wrap my legs around him and pull him further in. I wanted to hear him gulping for breath and I wanted to hold him tightly inside while he jerked with pleasure. Yes, I wanted to wrap my legs around him, hold him tight, suck it all out, drain him into me. And that would not be enough. Then I wanted to take his dripping cock into my mouth and suck it dry. And I would keep on sucking until it swelled hard again. Yes, I wanted to make it so hard that I could hardly encircle it with my fingers. Then I wanted him to tie me down, spread my legs wide, pinion me, gag me with my torn panties. I wanted him to smack my face, pinch my hardened nipples, cover my mouth with the flat of his hand to stifle my screams. I wanted him to take his leather belt from his waist and whip me hard. I wanted to feel the edge of it against the insides of my thighs, digging into them, raising red welts on my sweating skin. Then I wanted him to turn me over roughly. I wanted him to put his knee in my back to stop me squirming. Then I wanted him to thrash my buttocks as hard as he could. I wanted him to whip me without knowing when he would stop - without thinking that he had to. Only when he had decided did I want him to finish. Then straight away I would want him to drive his fingers into my anus and lift my bottom high. In the end, when he was tired of me, when he was tired of violating me, opening me, exposing me, I wanted to feel the heat of his semen again, spreading over my back, running between my buttocks, soaking me, drenching me. Then, as he pulled his hand along the shaft of his cock to make his semen spurt, I wanted him to mix it with his spit as he dribbled it over me. I wanted him to spit on me; filled with contempt for the slut who had made herself so easily available to him.
 'Is there anywhere we can pull off?' I asked, pulling the door shut.
 'Ma'am?' he asked, shrugging his shoulders.
 'Yes,' I said, taking hold of his hand and squeezing it. 'You know. For half an hour. Just you and me.'
 He got the message and we drove to a parking lot at the back of a glassy office block. I had never felt so much in need of relief. I wanted him to be quick. I wanted him to be cruel. I wanted to be hurt, mistreated, defiled, humiliated. He did not disappoint me. I felt sullied by his mistreatment, dirtied by it, degraded - marvellously degraded.
 I said afterwards that I wanted to go somewhere to relax - a park maybe. He said he knew just the place.
 South of this sprawling city nature takes a grip again. Brazoria, a wilderness of snakes, alligators and mosquitoes threatens the nearby southern jewel of the Lone Star state like a dark forbidding shadow. Here, in this biggest of big countries, they still execute murderers, go to church on Sunday, carry handguns in the glove compartments of their SUVs, and sentence criminals to hard labour and chain gangs. It is unforgiving country, a land of little mercy. It is a place where isolation and the heat of a fierce sun go hand in hand with easy money from oil, soft-speaking manners, gun-toting and slow driving. The taxi driver dropped me by a bench beneath a broad oak. He shook my hand and drove off.
 From the shade beneath the tree I looked out over a glaring steamy bayou. I pulled my hair back and breathed in deeply then, as I felt the steamy heat touching my cheeks, I heard the clatter of voices and the crunch of feet in the undergrowth.
 I saw a gang of men pushing their way across some swampy ground towards me. There were four of them; three black and one white. They wore dark pink overalls and were tethered loosely by the waist - as if in token of their captivity - by a long cord clipped to their belts. They were drenched in sweat as they plunged in the water and chopped their way forward with heavy machetes. I gulped at the sight of them; they were so primitive, so raw.
 I sat frozen to the spot as they got closer. The white man saw me staring. He tugged the cord at his waist so that as he came up to me the others followed. I looked around, fearing they had escaped. A rifle-toting guard stood in the back of a huge pick-up which had drawn up behind me without my noticing. The guard motioned the men to stop and rest. By the time they had settled down the white man was crouching by my side.
 He stared at me and smiled. I found his closeness, the proximity of this primitive captive sentenced for some unknown wickedness, instantly exciting. As I turned to him I pulled the tips of my hard nipples against my sweaty shirt. I shivered as they tingled against the clinging material. It was obvious that he saw.
 'Ma'am, I hope you don't mind us sitting here?'
 He spoke in a cultured, smooth voice. I was surprised by his educated tone. I hesitated to speak back.
 'It's alright,' he said reassuringly. 'The guard will let us rest for an hour. It's part of our punishment to sit in the sun and wait for our next bout of labour. I never thought such a thing could happen to me. Never.'
 I held back for a second then leant closer to him. 'What did you do?' I asked nervously. 'To be here. In this place. Like this.'
 'How did I find my way here? It's always the same, I suppose. Something starts it off. There is always a beginning. When did it begin for me? That's easy. It began the first time I met her, Cleo, the first time I saw her fold her legs and pout. That's when it all began. She said she was twenty-one but she looked younger. I imagined her barely a summer holiday after graduating from high school. Yes, that's how I saw her, running and jumping for a basketball. Full of energy. The pleats of her short blue skirt curling around her thighs, fighting to stay close to her slightly tanned skin. Like me, it was under her spell. As if the light material was hypnotised by her athletic prancing. Yes, that's how I saw her, embracing her team mates, laughing, throwing her mane of blonde hair back onto her bare, sweat-streaked shoulders. I saw them kissing each other in mutual congratulation, sometimes a peck, sometimes something more, and I saw her - that diamond amongst them - eclipsing them all, condemning them forever to the shadows. Oh yes, she was so much their superior. I pictured her taking on a mature look as the other girls continued with their childish giggling. But not Cleo. I saw her walking away from them, stretching her arms out, enigmatic, puzzling, disdainful. That was her style, you see; innocent and wide-eyed, pert and self-confident, beautiful, blonde, becoming. But even though she was slender and fit there was something else about her; something fragile, childlike, breakable, delicate.
 'That was my picture of Cleo; a brittle gaiety with a deep inner sense of seriousness. My cock still goes hard at the merest thought of her. She was so pure, so fresh. And her face. What a picture! That easy frown, that look of apprehension, sometimes of surprise, sometimes of terror. It was that which first informed me of her misbehaviour and her need for discipline. That beckoning frown, as it tightened in a furrow on her forehead, it told me both of her naivety and of her pain.
 'Do you mind me talking like this?' he asked, suddenly breaking into the spell he had cast on me.
 I was embarrassed to be involved so quickly in this secret world, but I needed to know more.
 'No, no. Go on,' I said keenly. 'Tell me everything.'
 'Well, as I said, the first time I met her. She looked so out of keeping in my office. She was so stylish, so elegant, and the surroundings in which she sat - the dirty, cream-painted and untidy office of a barely surviving private detective - were so dull and unkempt. She sat down with her back straight on the upright chair opposite my paper-strewn desk. Little did I know then that I would, in the months ahead, spend hours watching her like this, her back straight, her arms on her bare knees as she sat on a hard-backed chair. But in those months ahead, instead of being impeccably dressed as she was then she would be naked and shivering, waiting patiently until I was satisfied she had served her proper punishment. But that was later, this first time it was all so delectably new. The other delights were still to follow.
 'As she made herself comfortable I saw a flash of her white panties, only for a moment, but that fleeting sight of the vague triangle of whiteness squeezed tightly between the tops of her firm thighs was enough to start my heart pounding. She smiled, obviously aware of what I had seen.
 '"What are you thinking about?" she asked innocently, pouting carelessly with luscious lips.
 '"I'm wondering why you are here," I said, suspecting she knew what I was really thinking.
 'Of course she knew. It was obvious I was transfixed by her panties. That I wanted her to bend down, there and then, so that this man she had never met before could peel them down her thighs and spank her. Six times, that would be enough to redden her skin, enough to make her squirm. Yes, six would be perfect. It would not of course be a punishment, she had not done anything wrong yet, so six would be just right. Yes, six would serve as a warning that punishment would always follow if she did anything out of line in the future, broke any rule I may set, did not comply in some way with her master's wishes. Yes, six, that would be exactly right.
 'Her bright smile suddenly changed. The corners of her lips turned down slightly. She frowned. That beautiful frown, that learned look of concern, of consternation. I imagined it was a product of her many acts of devotion. That she had developed it from hours of suffering at the hands of a spiteful but demanding master, from the rigours of a drawn out and humiliating training. But I knew this could not be the case. She was too innocent, too naive. No, she was here as a gift from God, beautifully wrapped and ready to be opened.
 '"I understand you catch husbands in the act," she said softly.
 '"Yes," I said.
 '"Then I want you to catch mine."
 'I could not believe she was married; she was too young, too peachy, too pure.
 '"You look so..." I started.
 '"Young?" she interrupted. "Too young to be shackled to an old friend of the family? You think I look too vulnerable to be married to my "uncle", the lecherous friend of my father. Too young to be the bride of an upper class idler and drunkard. Well, you are right, I am too young. And you know what? I can't stand it any more. It was arranged when I was sixteen and done on my eighteenth birthday. I hate him even if he is rich. At least he has never, well, you know..."
 'I wanted to ask exactly what she meant, just to hear her say it. But I knew it would embarrass her, make her feel uncomfortable, and I didn't want that. I was just so pleased to know that he hadn't violated her.
 '"We all have sexual preferences," she said. "And his are, well, strange to say the least. What are yours?" she asked directly.
 'I was taken aback. I didn't know what to say. Could I tell her what I liked - watching, spanking, controlling? Could I really admit what I was thinking of? Was that what she was expecting? I just nodded.
 'She had looked me up, she said. I took divorce cases, you see. I followed men and learned their sexual ways. I photographed them and presented the facts, together with any embellishments I thought necessary, to their wives. Usually they were so disgusted with their spouses' conduct that they left them. But it was so often done in the heat of the moment. They had not thought it through and they invariably had nowhere to go. Of course, then I offered them a place in my "refuge", just for their own safety you understand. It was a place of great joy, the "refuge". It brought satisfaction to many men and, at the same time, helped "my women", as I called them, have somewhere to live as well as train for a new career. They were bringing pleasure to men, living rent free, and earning a good living.
 '"I bet you enjoy something unusual," she said. "Something strange. Am I right?"
 '"Perhaps," I said. "But for now I'm interested in your husband."
 '"I want him found out," she said. "Fixed up. I want to get rid of him. I don't care how rich he is. You can help me can't you?"
 '"I think so," I said. She flopped back in the chair and smiled as if relieved. Her knees dropped slightly apart and I caught sight of her white panties again. I could see clearly how the material pulled tightly against her fleshy slit. Was she showing me or was it inadvertent? I thrilled at both thoughts; the engaging intimacy of the first, the voyeuristic pleasure of the second. I stared obviously so she knew I was looking.
 '"This is where you can find him on Fridays," she said, ignoring my stare. "Every Friday he goes there. God knows what he gets up to, but it's got to be no good. He's been seen with a beautiful young woman. Bastard!"
 'I looked at the address, a cheap motel on the other side of town, not a savoury area; home to drug addicts and street prostitutes.
 '"Leave it to me," I said. "And if you need somewhere to stay, I can help. Sometimes it's a good idea to keep away when an investigation like this is going on."
 '"I may," she said. "In a day or so. I'll ring to see how things are going."
 'I watched her longingly as she left. Her pert buttocks, tightly compressed by the expensive skirt, flexed each time she took a measured pace. Her hips angled, first to one side and then the other, sweetly beckoned. I felt they were imploring me to reach out, to wrap my arm around her waist, to hold her captive. I could almost feel her weight as I lifted her then, with my spare hand, I imagined how I would lift the hem and uncover her panties. I pictured revealing their silky smoothness. And the cleft at their centre. And as I bent her forward the mound between her legs where they pulled over her delectable and fragrant cunt. I was mesmerized.'
 'Go on,' I urged. 'What happened next?'
 


 Chapter 12
 Southern Texas - Deceived II
 

One of the black prisoners passed him a bottle of water. He took a long swig and handed it back.
 'I set out that evening to entrap her husband. The sooner I could prove his wrongdoing the sooner I could encourage her to leave him. I found the place easy enough. It was a seedy dive as bad as any in the neighbourhood, little more than a line of dilapidated timber shacks, unpainted, split and crooked. I struggled to find the number on the door, but as I glanced in through a half boarded window I knew I was in the right place.
 'An older man stood behind a young woman. She radiated youth. She wore a blue T-shirt. It had been pulled up to reveal her breasts, firm and round with hard nipples. She was bent over a wooden table. Her arms were outstretched and her wrists were tied by a white cord. It ran through a silver ring attached to the table and then led up to a timber rafter that ran the width of the room. Her waist was exposed, shapely and tight, and curved in narrowly before widening to her slender hips. Her panties were pulled up between her buttocks. Her legs were barely apart, but there was sufficient space between them to expose the fleshy mound of her cunt. She tossed her head sideways and her long blonde hair flicked back, for a moment, exposing a cheek and her full lips.
 'The man took hold of the waistband of her panties. As he lifted she raised herself slightly in response to the extra tension. I could see this did not please him. I could see he wanted her to remain perfectly still until he punished her properly. I could see he was disappointed, and I could see it would increase his anger. I was right, it did.
 'He twisted the waistband sharply. The action pulled the material tight where it encircled the tops of her thighs, and squeezed the delectable cotton pouch of material that confined her labia. But she had detected his disappointment, his anger, and this time she closed her eyes in silent suffering. He held it there for a few minutes, testing her, waiting to see if she would repeat her mistake, teaching her that he was in control. She remained silent, bearing the constriction, the power of his will.
 'I started to photograph them but my attention was on the girl's beautiful buttocks. There were sheets of paper on the table where she could see them. Her misdeeds were written on them. He was making her read each one out before announcing her punishment, then carrying out the punishment before making her read the next.
 'I moved nearer, squeezing myself close to the ill-fitting window so I could hear everything, every sharp spank, every draw of breath, every yelp, and every silence that preceded his unchallengeable command; "Now, read the next one!". Sometimes she faltered, perhaps unable to read the writing, perhaps out of fear. If she did, and when finally she did manage to read it out, he increased her punishment, adding usually two extra spanks for each transgression.
 'He pulled her panties down slowly, in stages. First he let them rest with only the top of her buttocks exposed while still spanking her where the material covered her skin. He brought them down further, spanking her bare bottom. He left them rolled beneath her buttocks for a while so that her pussy was still covered, but eventually he lowered the wound-up panties down a few inches to her thighs, and exposed her fully. At this point his smacks became harder and fuller.
 'Her bottom reddened. At first it was confined to the area where he chose to spank, but as her punishment continued the reddened area spread. Soon it reached the outer areas of her buttocks and extended inwards to her swollen cunt. By the time he had rolled her panties down to her knees her bottom was completely reddened and the paleness of her naked cunt stood out in contrast to the crimson glow around it.
 '"For allowing my panties to become stained," she read, then gasped as the first of six blows smacked against her taut buttocks. The sharpness of each smack was intense. It was obvious. I could tell she was feeling raw stinging pain, the sort of pain that does not easily pass, the sort of pain that remains sharp and exquisite and is only to be superseded, but never quelled, by the next delectably burning blow.
 '"For wearing panties secretly when I had been told not to wear any at all," she said falteringly, knowing that such an admission would bring more than six, that such a transgression was wilful disobedience and could only be punished by at least ten.
 'I waited until it ended, until she could take no more, until she had to lie down on her side and could no longer respond. He stood over her, took out his stiff cock and came across her reddened bottom. He held it tightly in his hand and sprayed a sticky stream over her heated skin. She remained silent.
 'I met Cleo two days later. She sat alongside my desk and pored over the photographs I had taken. She squinted her eyes as she looked at the ones of her husband finishing over the reddened bottom of his beautiful young victim.
 '"I can't bear it," she said. "I never believed it was like this. Are you sure this is him? It's not very clear."
 'I reassured her it was, and reminded her that the conditions did not lend themselves to professional results. But there was no real question. It was obvious she had what she wanted, and she did not take any convincing to move into a recently vacated room at my refuge. My stomach filled with anticipation when she said she would have a friend pick up some of her things and she would move in the next day. "You are so kind," she said taking my hand. "I don't know how I would cope if you weren't here to help."
 'I let her settle in for the first day. I walked around kicking my heels. I could hardly hold myself back. On the second day I went to her room to put her in the picture. I told her she could not stay at the refuge for nothing, that the other women there, the other "guests", felt it only right to help out with the costs by contributing from their earnings. For my part, I told her, I interviewed all their clients. I found out how pleased they had been, how satisfied they were, so that I could construct a satisfaction schedule and a proper training programme. Cleo looked puzzled when I began to explain, but it was obvious from the start that she knew what I was talking about. That fake frown didn't fool me. She was under no illusion.
 '"Do I have a choice?" she asked, wiping the corner of her right eye with her forefinger. "Or are you the only master here?" Yes, she definitely knew what I meant.
 '"Yes, I am the only master here," I said rather curtly, to emphasize the point.
 'Soon she was doing better than any of my other women. Maybe it was her looks, her youth, her abilities, her willingness to please, that put her top of the list. For me, what made her such a pleasure was the way she confessed to me every night exactly what it was she had done - and I mean exactly! When I talked to her clients I always pressed them hard to find fault but they rarely could. I punished her if they told me that they had the slightest reason to fault her. Perhaps she had not bent over exactly as they had wanted. Or perhaps she had not yelled sufficiently loud if their spanking had become particularly hard. But usually all they had was praise. Most of her clients wanted to spank her bottom - sometimes bare, sometimes covered with her panties. Some of them preferred her buttocks wet after being flicked with water. Some liked them moistened with lotion. Some liked them dried and made pale with talc.
 'Her bottom was irresistible but it was not the limit of her charms, nor was it the only area her clients preferred. Some liked to tie her with rope or rubber straps, some with heavy chains, or handcuffs. Occasionally one would truss her tightly in a straightjacket. Sometimes they liked hanging her from a rafter, usually hog-tied with a looped rope leading from the bonds at her ankles and wrists, but also from her wrists with a weight tied to her ankles. Once a pair of clients - she commonly saw them in twos - wanted to hang her upside down with her mouth ball-gagged and a bag over her head and she had, for a moment, they told me, looked slightly unwilling. When I found this out I punished her by hanging her exactly like that and, after leaving her for an hour in this position, I spanked her sweaty bottom before finally letting her down. Even though she was remorseful I made her stand naked in the corner until the morning. It seemed only proper, and I think she was glad I did.
 'I used her a number of times to photograph with unwitting spouses. I got her to make a play for someone whose wife had thought he might be playing around. It seemed fair to me; if their wives suspected them then give them what they wanted.
 'Cleo was the perfect bait, impossible to refuse. And of course she understood their motivation. When she got them back to a motel room her seductive ways were irresistible. I used some of the photographs to place before her when she was spanked. Sometimes I laid them out on the floor when she bent over with her hands on her knees. Other times I put them on a brass music stand in front of her. On these occasions I made her rest her hands on the back of a chair, appropriately bent over.
 'Even though she was acting as my slave, and was always following my orders, there were still reasons to punish her for some of the acts she undertook so keenly. Sometimes she went beyond my expectations, perhaps sucking someone's cock longer than I had required, or taking it in her ass when I had asked her only to play with it around her anus. But such punishment did nothing but increase her appetite for wrongdoing. As the record of her sexual acts became increasingly perverse her misdeeds became more frequent. And as her punishments increased, so she became ever-inflamed to take part in different acts of degradation. It was as though the more extreme the perversion or humiliation, the greater the opportunity for overstepping the rules. And this meant only one thing to her; more punishment, more delightful humiliation, more pain.
 'As time went on there seemed no limit to what she would do. No client could surprise her with his demand. No one could make her hesitate as she undertook their instructions. She allowed every depravity, encouraged every imaginable act; nothing was too base, too defiling. She used her mouth. She tightened her buttocks in discomfort as her anus was stretched. She tensed her muscles as she suffered pain. She held her breath. She gasped and screamed. She did anything that anyone wanted to imagine. She was perfect.
 'Some nights, when I brought her back from an evening session - always now with a leather collar and a blindfold - she would struggle to rip down her panties and masturbate. As she brought herself to an orgasm she would lie back with her legs apart, sometimes in the car, once even on the pavement, and invite me to punish her straight away. Once, after one of her clients had forced a leather ball-gag into her mouth before flailing her across the back with a leather strap, she would not let me remove it. Even though I punished her all night by making her stand naked in a bowl of cold water while spanking her every hour, still she would not give it up. It was not until the following morning, and then only when I had pegged her nose and fed a leather dildo repeatedly and deeply into her ass, that she finally let it drop, wet and spit-smeared from her mouth.
 'Then one night everything changed. I had arranged for a client to spend the night with her. He was old and, I thought, would not be very demanding. Even so, I decided to get some photographs; sometimes these old men had reasons to hide from publicity and there was easy money to be made.
 'I watched as he entered. Cleo was wearing a light blue shirt and white panties beneath a blue tartan pleated skirt. She was just re-tying her plimsoll laces as he entered. She looked a picture of youthful radiance. My stomach churned with excitement as I noticed she did not tie one of her laces properly. They exchanged a few words. I was not in a position to hear what they said. Suddenly he grabbed her wrists as she fought and struggled against him. He shook her and was shouting at her, as though he was trying to tell her to stop, but still she struggled. He could barely hold her and eventually she broke free and slapped his face. He continued shouting and remonstrating with her. Eventually she sat back on a chair and stared blankly ahead. He left soon afterwards.
 'She remained in the chair until I went in to collect her. I began buckling the collar around her neck when suddenly she pushed me away and started screeching.
 '"You imbecile! You got it all wrong! That was my husband! That man was my husband! I can hardly believe it! He's told me the truth. He wasn't visiting women. It was his estranged daughter he was seeing; a drug addict, a hopeless case. He was seeing her whenever he could. He was giving her money and support. She worked as a prostitute in that seedy motel I sent you to. He knew what went on there. It was going on even next door when you followed him there. You fool! You got the wrong room! You photographed the wrong man! What have you done to me? Because I left him he thought I was dead. He scoured the country for me but could not find me. In despair he gave all his money to charity, to help those like his daughter. To charity! Now he is poor. He has nothing to offer me. You have ruined him. And you have ruined me! I will never forgive you for this!"
 'She left that night, she never even bothered to clear her belongings from her room. The next I knew the refuge was raided and all the girls were taken away. As I waited for my final court appearance I wondered what had happened to her, where she had gone. When I started my twenty years hard labour I never thought that the day I began my sentence, hers would be the first face I would see!
 'So, that is my story of Cleo. That is the story of how all this began. But of course it has not yet ended. No ma'am. She has not left me, you see. Even now I have to watch her standing there, tall and elegant, her uniform pressed and neat, her brown leather belt shining in the Texas sun. Yes, as I talk to you I see her resting the butt of her rifle against her bent knee as she watches me from the back of her pick-up. Yes, every day I am reminded that she has pursued me here. Every day I have to see how she spends all her days gloating over my misfortune. But, and this is the worst of it, even now as I look at her, so proud, so delectable, I cannot suppress an erection. See, look how my cock grows, look how I cannot hold back the excitement that fills me as I imagine her, as it was before, bent before me ready to be punished. Even as I am now punished and held captive by her, I cannot hold back the recollection of the time when I was her master. Oh yes, I still feel my cock hardening, still feel it thickening at the thought of her bent over my lap, offering her bottom to me, lifting it and exposing her cunt to my gaze. And it will not stop; my shaft aches as I picture her squirming on my knees, as I see again the pale flesh of her youthful bottom reddening with the increasing severity of her deserved punishment. Yes, I am doomed to suffer the pains of my own fantasy forever, punished as I am by the one I have so delectably punished.'
 He rested back as if relieved by unburdening himself. I felt sorry for him. I wanted to help and, without thinking, I found myself getting down on my hands and knees, right there, in full view of the other three captives and Cleo - the beautiful uniformed guard - only yards away, as I pulled down my panties and asked him to spank me as if I was her.
 


 Chapter 13
 Going West - Memories of a Sleeping Girl
 

I couldn't get the image of Cleo out of my mind. I thought of how I had been spanked by the man in front of the three black men in the chain gang, in the heat, so exposed. He spanked me so hard. I think he was getting rid of all his pent-up anger. He never let up. It burned like fire. Cleo jumped down from the pick-up but she held back from stopping him. It was as though she was reliving some of her own past. She just propped the butt of the rifle on her knee and watched.
 My mouth dried every time I thought of it. I had to pull off the road twice, my sex so hot I had to satisfy it. I sat at a rest area, my skirt pulled up, my fingers probing my moist flesh. Some young men walked by. I didn't stop; their gazes only excited me more. They leered at me and stared through the car windows. I raised my hips and pressed my fingers in to the knuckles as I was seized by a sudden orgasm. I pushed the door open and draped my legs out over the side of the seat. I lay back, my head beneath the steering wheel, the smell of hot plastic in my flaring nostrils. I jerked until I was exhausted, thinking of Cleo, the spanking I had received, the peering eyes that now stared at me.
 I decided to go west, towards Big Bend. Perhaps from there I could work my way up onto the I10 and drive back into Houston. North of Brazoria. The conurbation around Lake Jackson ended and I was out in the wilds. It's the same with all towns in the USA; they end suddenly, as though there is a barrier around them beyond which inhabitants should not tread, a force field on the far side of which there is an evil threat which must be kept out. Beyond the city limits everywhere in the USA is a Forbidden Planet!
 The road was dreary; straight, hot, uneventful. I stopped at yet another rest area. It was laid out on a grand scale, everything was too big, but there were beautiful toilets and a drawling Texan air of slowness and civility. An old Indian stood behind a flimsy stall - necklaces, beaded bracelets, a few skimpy dresses. I lifted one of the dresses, a red one. It looked easy to wear, there was hardly anything of it. I gave him five dollars. He bowed in gratitude and held onto my hand.
 I went into the ladies rest room and stood in front of the sinks. Everything smelled of flowery sanitising perfume. I pulled my T-shirt off and dropped it into the bin; there was no point in thinking I would be able to wash it anywhere. I did the same with my short skirt; it was too marked and creased to feel comfortable any more. I wriggled the waistband of my panties down a tad. They were wet with sweat and dragged at my flesh. The pulling excited me. I ran my fingers inside to my sex, feeling the heat, the softness, the readiness. My middle finger was absorbed into the fleshy warmth. My labia parted as it slid between them. I rose up on it and gripped the edge of a sink with my other hand.
 I bent forward and raised my bottom. I probed deeper. I looked at myself in the mirror. My hair was wet with sweat and stuck to my cheeks in tangled strands. I wet my lips. I wanted someone to come up behind me. I wanted to feel the slap of a hand across my buttocks, or the slash of a cane, or the lashing sting of a leather strap. I needed some punishment. I had been thinking too many bad things. I had done too many bad things. I needed to pay the penalty for my wrongdoing with the suffering that came only with pain. Yet it would not be a penalty; I desired the pain as well, and the humiliation that went with it. Pain was both a punishment and a desire. I was caught in a vicious circle; my need for punishment went hand in hand with my need for the pleasure that came with it.
 Suddenly I was aware of someone watching me. A young man stood at the door.
 'I'm looking for a lift. Any chance?'
 I pulled my hand from inside my panties. My fingers were wet. 'Sure,' I said. 'Any particular direction?'
 He laughed. 'Any which way.'
 'Then west,' I said, pulling the new dress over my head. As I slipped it down and pulled it over my hips I knew he had seen what I'd been doing but I pretended, in a silly way, that he hadn't. I caught the fragrance of my sex in my nostrils and shivered with joy.
 He followed me to the car. 'I'm really tired,' I said. 'I won't go far until I need to stop again. Is that okay?'
 'Fine by me,' he said, settling back and closing his eyes.
 It was so hot. Every so often the air conditioning came on for a few minutes. When it did I opened my knees and let the cool air blow across the wet flesh of my cunt. It was still hot, still in need of attention. The young man watched. I lifted the hem of my dress a little so he could see, and so he knew I wanted him to.
 'I travelled this way once before,' he said. 'I was driving a car to Las Vegas - a delivery. It's a great way to travel for free. You can still do it, you know. It's a good deal.'
 I nodded sleepily.
 'Yeah, I was with a friend, Jake. We picked up this girl, Geraldine. It was real interesting. Would you like to hear what happened?'
 'Yes, I'm so tired I need to be kept awake.'
 'Well, we had driven up from New Orleans. We decided to go up to the old Route 66, to Winslow, on the "87". You know Winslow - The Eagles, Take it Easy? Anyway, a girl was hitching a few miles north of Phoenix. She was young, very beautiful.
 '"My name's Geraldine," she said, as she bent into the passenger window. "I'm going wherever you are."
 'She opened the door and jumped in before we even had time to reply. I looked in the rear view mirror. Geraldine wriggled down to get comfortable. She brushed something imaginary from her exposed knees, opened an exercise book, drew a deep breath and began writing. The book - a red school workbook with ruled lines - had become crumpled. She looked wistfully as she tried to smooth out the pages. I caught a glimpse of her childishness, her frailty, her innocence. I stretched back and pressed my hand on top of hers. The fringe of her dark hair reached her eyes. She brushed it away with the back of her hand. Her skin was so youthful, so cool in the heat, so exciting. I imagined her like a medieval maiden, waiting for her knight to save her from a dragon or an evil wizard. I saw myself waving to her across a placid lake. I smiled at her and she returned a glimmer of one back. I asked what she was writing.
 '"My adventures. But I'm so tired, I can hardly do any more today."
 '"Sleep if you want."
 '"If I go to sleep you'll never wake me. I sleep like a rock."
 '"That's fine."
 '"But what if you pull off the road and take advantage of me?"
 '"Don't worry," I said. "You're perfectly safe."
 'She frowned, pursed her lips childishly and dropped her eyes. "What if I don't want to be safe? What if I want to go to sleep? What if I want to sleep like a rock? What if I want you to pull off the road and take advantage of me?"
 'I looked at Jake. His eyes widened. I tried to think of something clever to say. I couldn't.
 '"Do you mean...?"
 '"Yes, I do. My exercise book is filled with everything I've been doing over the last few weeks, and everything is sexual. Believe me - very sexual! It's my record of all the different ways I've been fucked. Of all the different ways I've been bound and gagged. Of the different ways I've been thrashed and beaten, humiliated, shut up, hung up, hosed down, stripped and soaked in semen. That's what I'm doing - looking for sex. That's what I want to do more of - things I have never done before. You see, today I want to go to sleep. I want you to pull off the road. I want you to take me in whatever way you want. I want you to tell me about it when I wake. Then it'll go in my exercise book. Memories of a Sleeping Girl. Good title, eh?"
 'Jake and me looked at each other in disbelief. We stopped at Winslow and took a room in a hotel just down the street from the statue of the hitch-hiker that's the tribute to the Eagles. The room was fancy; old furnishings, a huge wooden chest at the foot of the heavy framed bed, photographs, memorabilia of better times when the railhead brought people, trade and wealth.
 'We ate at a small cafe across the road. Jake thought the hotel prices too much and the atmosphere too pretentious. A smiling Indian girl fed us something with fries. Her dark skin was oily. Geraldine left most of her meal. Back in the room she sat on the chest at the bottom of the bed and took out her exercise book. She looked frail, and when she shivered I put the heater on and draped a blanket around her shoulders. She smiled but did not look up.
 'Jake lay back on the bed and pulled his trousers down to his knees. His cock lolled to the side but quickly became erect. He held it in his fist. I sat on a leather chair. I felt my own cock throbbing and pressing against my trousers.
 Geraldine wrote a few words. Her head rocked from side to side. Her eyes started closing. She dropped her pen into her exercise book and barely managed to close it before she fell asleep. My heart skipped a beat. Was she truly asleep? Had she meant what she said? Had she really meant it or was she only pretending? Surely this couldn't be real! I couldn't leave her there, not in the chair. I put my arms beneath her limp body. She did not rouse. I lifted her up, still nervous that she was not really asleep, and placed her on the bed. Her head drooped to one side. Jake took his trousers off and stood up. He said we should pull a sheet over her but I said not. We both stood looking at her. For a moment I was not sure if we were contemplating her in the same way, but of course we were. We had shared too much of our pasts to be wrong about the simple things, and this was a simple thing - we both wanted her.
 'I sat at her feet and rested my hand on her ankle. She moved slightly, as though getting more comfortable. I moved my hand in unison with her sleepy wriggle, and allowed my finger to rub a little against her smooth skin. I held my breath in case she woke, in case even amongst the images of a dream she opened her eyes slightly and saw me witnessing her exposure. She moved again. Had she sensed me? Was she trying to get away from my grasp? But it was not a grasp, only a touch. Surely that was not too much? Again she moved, this time a squirm, and I reached my other hand over and held her ankle more firmly. She stopped, as if my touch was enough to make her still, as if she sensed I wanted her to be calm; not to be afraid, not to fear anything, least of all me. Jake reached down as well and it felt too much. It was as though we were suffocating her, bearing down too heavily on her frail frame, bringing our presence too close into her fragile world. I nodded to him and he nodded back. No, we would not hold back. Of course she was asleep. Of course she had meant what she said.
 'I imagined what she would look like with the white sheet pulled over her. I thought of it tucked carefully beneath her chin, with her naked body beneath it, and fast asleep, it would be perfect. We should take her clothes off. I needed to see her naked. I wanted so much to see her elf-like body without any clothing. I raised her arms. They were limp, totally relaxed. I let one drop - I had to be sure. It fell back to the bed. She did not move at all. I looked at her eyelids. I could see her eyes moving beneath them. She was dreaming! She was deep asleep!
 'I held both her arms up while Jake pulled her T-shirt over her breasts, to her armpits. She was wearing a white lacy bra. The neck of the T-shirt was tight and I struggled with it as I pulled it over her head. Still she did not move at all. She lay there motionless. I rolled her to the side and undid the clasp of her bra. It peeled away from her small breasts easily. They were perfectly formed, her nipples dark pink and erect. Jake pulled the bra straps along her arms and removed it completely. Her narrow waist was delectably curved, her stomach flat. I wanted to bend down and kiss her nipples. Then I realised I could. It seemed ridiculous, impossible, but I could do anything I wanted. I bent slowly. I smelled her sweet skin as I got closer. I touched her left nipple with my lips, very slightly, hardly at all. I tasted her. She was delightful. I drew my lips around the warm nipple. I licked and sucked. I held it between my teeth and pulled, watching her firm breast lifting, stretching, conforming to my will.
 'I sucked the other nipple while Jake undid her belt. I stopped and stood back. I watched him unlacing the belt. He laid it alongside her on the bed. Carefully he undid the buttons of her jeans. They opened easily. I saw the top edge of her panties, light pink. Jake pulled her jeans down, lifting her slightly off the bed and turning her from side to side to make it easier. Her panties pulled down a little as he did. They twisted at an angle, the gusset pulled tight, the waistband coming down on her left hip. I lifted her ankles and Jake removed her jeans. She lay naked except for her twisted panties. She was beautiful. She was fast asleep. Her skin was so smooth, her face so placid and calm. I wondered how such innocence could be brewing with so much sexuality. I felt complete desire for her. I was overwhelmed; it was a total wanting. She would say nothing, raise no objection. She would not even speak - not whisper, not sigh. She was entirely under our control, completely ours. We could do whatever we wanted to her. She would not rouse from the images of her dreams. She had given her permission and now no permission was needed.
 'Jake and I both stroked her skin and sucked her nipples; they were just so sweet it was hard to stay away from them. We started to pull her panties down. I felt strangely disappointed that we had to do this. To start with I felt she should keep them on. Jake agreed; he too liked the way they tantalised us with Geraldine's hidden secrets. At the same time they shut us out, they covered what she was, what she had to offer. Taking her panties down seemed a mixture of blessings, but as they came away the true blessing was revealed. I lifted one of her legs just before we pulled the gusset completely away from her flesh. The thin pink material twisted into her slit. Her soft flesh tightened against it, smoothing what was already perfectly smooth. They pulled down easily, like her jeans. Her cunt was shaved, impeccably. She was absolutely naked. Her sex was perfectly defined; pink, neat, soft. It glistened as we twisted her hips. It led our eyes down between her pale thighs. Her buttocks nipped together tightly. As I twisted her leg I saw the dark centre of her anus.
 'Jake licked her cunt while I held her legs apart. He spread the flat of his tongue across it to make it wet then pierced her anus with its tip as his spit ran around its dark heart. I dropped my cock against her lips. They did not open. I squeezed her cheeks and they parted. I pushed the throbbing glans between them. Her mouth was moist and warm. I pushed inside. I felt the softness of her tongue against the sensitive underside of my shaft. I knelt above her, watching her eyelids. I pushed my cock further and deeper until it was in her throat. I waited for her to gag, to pull back or gasp for breath. She did nothing. She simply lay there asleep, helpless, victim to all our needs. She was perfectly beautiful.
 'After a while we turned her over and laid her across the chest at the foot of the bed. We took turns with the leather belt. It seemed unbelievable that she did not wake. At first we struck softly, expecting her to wake up with a start, look surprised at what was happening, to scream for help. But no. She did not move. I increased the pressure when it was my turn. I brought the belt down harder and harder. I listened to its slapping, cutting contact. I watched her skin redden. Still she remained asleep - our perfect victim, our perfect slave.
 'The next morning Geraldine was the first awake. She shook me excitedly. "I've been writing for hours. Listen! Listen!"
 'She read out what she called a dream. How she had been ravaged by two men. How she had been fucked and violated. How she had been strapped with a leather belt. How she had been tied on a bed and covered in semen. How she had cocks forced up her ass and cunt at the same time. And how, when she woke, she had been gripped by a huge orgasm. How she had run to the bathroom and driven her fingers into her cunt. How she cried out as she was gripped by a wave of ecstasy like never before. She said how she twisted and jerked, out of control, how her body jolted time and time again as joy consumed her.
 'We all ate some breakfast together - not much, some cakes and bread - and she said she would go and get her bag. She dashed off, looking back excitedly, her eyes wide as she licked her glossy lips and brushed back the fringe of her dark hair with the back of her hand.
 'We searched for an hour but we never saw her again.
 That was Geraldine. She had gone as she had come, from nowhere, and that is my story of her.'
 

Suddenly I was awake. I hadn't even known I was asleep. I looked around, dazed. I didn't know where I was. I was completely confused. Slowly I started to make sense of it. Of course. I was in the car. I was parked up in a rest area. Where? In Texas, of course. But there was no one else was around. And I was naked!
 I rubbed my head. I had been dreaming. But such a dream! I dreamt I picked up a hitchhiker, that he told me a story. Something about a girl he had picked up once. I was so tired, I remember that, I must have fallen asleep. I couldn't remember anything else. But why was I naked? I looked down between my legs. My sex was glistening with moisture. What had happened? I lifted myself to look out through the side window. My bottom was sore. I twisted and looked at it. It was laced with red stripes. I had been whipped. I tasted semen on my lips. I looked round again, but there was no one to be seen.
 


 Chapter 14
 Alpine - Playing the Game
 

I drove west across the High Chihuahuan Desert, and into Big Bend. It's all big here; everything underpins the Texan pride of size. I drove north from there, through Marfa with its reminiscences of Giant and the legend of James Dean. I stopped to look at the Mystery Lights and stood entranced with the driver of a freight train who pulled up in the desert for a break. The next morning I arrived in Alpine. The sight of the classically constructed buildings of the university, five thousand feet high on the desert plateau, epitomised New World incongruity and Texan boldness. I stopped at a level crossing by a huge slow moving freight train. It was stacked high with 'China Shipping' containers. The driver waved; it was the same driver I had met the night before.
 The train was going to take ages to pass and I didn't want to sit staring at a seemingly endless line of containers full of consumer goods. I pulled into the car park of the university's Jackson Field football stadium. I bought some nachos with cheese from the captain of the girls' basketball team; the food store was their fund raiser.
 She was tall, athletic with beautiful white teeth. 'My name's Candy,' she said, as she stroked hot cheese sauce from a ladle across my bundle of nachos. 'You here for the game?' She was a delight. There was something crisp in her accent and it suited perfectly her smooth tanned skin and well defined muscles.
 'Yes,' I said. 'That would be good. I've never seen one before.'
 She giggled. 'You'll enjoy it. I'm from Vermont.' She reached over the counter top and pressed the nachos into my hand. 'I love the air here. It makes me so horny!'
 'I'm from England,' I said, unable to stop myself staring down the front of her sports shirt at her firm breasts.
 'Well,' she said, 'you can see what the game does for me!' She laughed and pressed her shoulders back to accentuate her hard nipples. 'Just the thought of those muscular guys gets me going. Do you like my breasts? Most people do. Perhaps we can meet after the game?'
 I sat in the open stadium. It was all there: the eager team in their bulky armour, the loud marching band, the whistling, whooping crowd, the tiered aluminium seating, the cleanliness, the desert sunlight and, of course, the bounding, beautiful, energetic cheerleaders.
 Eight perfectly formed young women stood to attention in front of the band. They were a picture of discipline. Their yellow and blue uniforms were sharply pressed. Their tans were matching and smooth. Neither their armpits, nor the line of flesh close to the snug gussets of their panties, betrayed any inadvertent whitening of the skin. The curve of their breasts and the swell of their cleavages betrayed only the slightest movement from their breathing. Not a single bead of sweat could be seen on their flawless skin as they stood erect in the glaring sunlight and the hundred degree temperature. Their hair was pulled back into matching blue and yellow scrunchies. Their white socks had tiny blue and yellow emblems around the tops, and their matching trainers had silver flashes on the sides. The blue and yellow shiny foil pom-poms in their hands glistened in the high altitude sunlight like radiant exploding stars.
 Their leader tossed her baton high into the air. Its silver tip glistened in the sun as it rotated several times before returning obediently to the girl's hand. They all ran forward in a group and burst into a frantic, high energy routine of tumbling rolls, cartwheels, handsprings, somersaults and jumps. Their arms gyrated, the baton flew higher, they kicked their legs, their lycra high-cut 'nude'-coloured panties pulled tightly against their young pussies. Two young men ran out and the girls made a pyramid on their muscular hands and shoulders. The leader stood at the top twirling her baton. She thrust her breasts forward and lifted one leg so that the gusset of her panties moulded to her pussy lips.
 They dropped to the ground and ran forward in celebration of their achievements. They stood in line and bowed. Everyone in the stadium cheered. The girls ran in circles, waving and smiling before dropping to the ground for a rest. They stretched and thrust their hands in the air. They twisted their bodies, they bent to reveal the tightness of their panties, the cleft between their buttocks, the toned backs of their tanned thighs. They bent to tie the laces of their trainers. They bent to pick up their water bottles. They bent to arrange their bags, to wind up streamers, to shake out their pom-poms, to stretch their calves. They bent just to bend, just to show off their magnificent thighs and bottoms, just to expose their sleek, smooth, tanned buttocks covered only by the thin material of their tight panties. Some bent and touched their toes, the gussets of their panties pulled so tightly against their flesh, and in between their buttocks, that it disappeared from sight.
 I couldn't take my eyes off them. I so wanted to see them spanked. I imagined the palm of a hand against their taut skin. I imagined the springy elasticity of their buttocks as the hand impacted. I pictured the girls in line, holding their ankles, waiting their turn, waiting to have their panties pulled down so that their bottoms could be smacked until they were red and sore.
 I could not help it. I could not stop myself pushing my fingers down between my legs. I pressed my fingertips against my hot wet flesh, as I stared hopelessly at the beautiful leggy cheerleaders. They were so spirited, so spilling over with surplus adrenaline - it oozed from their pores. They could not contain themselves - the opalescent shine of gleaming white teeth, their youthful shapeliness inside snug vests and panties, absorbing their scent, their fragrant moisture. Again I imagined a smacking hand, the sound of the contact - skin against skin. Smack! Smack! Smack! My head rang with it. I rose up on my fingers and groaned as a wave of pleasure burst within me. My lips dried. I gulped. I looked around to see if anyone was watching.
 My panties were wet. I wanted to take them off. I made my way beneath the staged seating and went into a large room; the football team's changing room. Benches lined the walls, lockers stood in the centre. At the far end were huge padded training aids; tackle bags, heavy blocking dummies, practise shields. Beyond that steam rose from a large communal bath. Equipment spilled out of the lockers and was strewn on the floor. There was no one about.
 I pulled my panties down and tossed them in a waste bin. I stood in front of a mirror wearing only my vest and trainers. I looked at my naked sex. I opened it with my fingers and saw the glistening moisture. I sat back on a bench. Some of the clothing that lay there fell on the floor. I picked up a plastic helmet. I twisted it in my hand and drew it over my head. I looked through the grill - everything seemed smaller. I lifted one of the sets of shoulder pads, its cantilevered segments perfectly made so that each surface ran smoothly over the next. I pulled my vest off and drew the hard pads over my naked shoulders. They felt cold. I shivered as I clipped the front together and laced it up. I imagined myself on the football pitch, lining up, bent over, waiting for the ball or the challenge from my armour-clad and vicious opponents. I pulled on some shin pads. They were big, but I strapped them tight. I did the same with some thigh pads and pads for my forearms. I found a mouth guard with a front piece to bite on and slipped it into my mouth. It tasted of antiseptic. I pulled on some gloves and stood again in front of the mirror.
 I looked again at my naked pussy. I ran my hand over my smooth stomach. I teased open my sex with my fingertips. The glistening there was even more obvious than before. I bent and stared at myself through the grill of the helmet. I bit down on the mouth shield and tensed in fake readiness to play.
 Suddenly I heard the sound of voices behind me. I turned and saw the football team coming in. They looked huge. Their clothing, their shoulders, tight pants and padded limbs together with their helmets and gloves made them look like Roman gladiators.
 They saw me straight away.
 'We have a new player!' said the one in the lead. 'She looks dressed for practise! Perhaps we should give her a try-out.'
 They milled round me, poking me, reaching for my naked cunt. I pulled back nervously, trying to avoid their hands. I tried to lift off the helmet. One of them wound some adhesive strapping around the chinstrap so it was impossible to take off. I. felt trapped and claustrophobic.
 'Can she play without any pants?'
 'She'll have to. Bring her out.'
 They pulled me across the room. I fought against them but they were immensely strong. I felt like a feather as they lifted me out through the entrance, into the glaring sunlight and onto the field.
 I heard the band strike up as the team came out; it was an automatic response to their appearance. In the corner of my eye I saw the cheerleaders eagerly running forward with their pom-poms in their waving hands. I saw the crowd jumping to their feet on the stands. I was not sure whether they had noticed me at first, but that was a stupid thought. Their jeers and whistles soon confirmed that they had, and that they wanted some entertainment.
 They pulled me to the centre of the field, onto the common fifty yard line. The marching band paraded on the one side, the cheerleaders on the other. Behind them, behind shallow raised barriers, the crowd roared and stamped their feet noisily on the shiny aluminium benches.
 The group of players split into two teams. They held me at the centre as they bent to oppose each other.
 'Bend over!' shouted the quarterback. 'Bend over!'
 I looked all around. The forward players were all bent with their one arm hanging loosely against their knees. I wanted to run away. I wanted to escape from the exposure of the open field. I wanted to run to the side and find safety in the changing room. I wanted to get my panties out of the waste bin, pull them on and drive away as quick as I could.
 The quarterback shouted again - a series of numbers, the agreed play. It meant nothing to me. I didn't even see a ball. There was a sudden crunching sound and I found myself beneath a turmoil of players. I gasped for breath, their weight was crushing me. I fought to get free. Arms and legs wrapped around me. I felt fingers against my cunt. My nipples were pinched, my breasts squeezed. I could hardly see light above their armoured bodies.
 I struggled to my feet as they pulled back. This time I took my place between them without thinking. I bent over and dropped my arm onto my knees in the same way they did. I heard the quarterback shouting instructions. I heard the crash of bodies as they came together. I found myself struggling beneath them.
 I felt desperately confused. I ached all over. I stood again in line but this time the quarterback walked around me, pointing at me, waving to the crowd. He was asking them what should be done with me. It was like a Roman arena. He was asking them what they wanted to see happening to me!
 I listened to their whistles and jeers. The band played loudly and the cheerleaders paraded and somersaulted as I was made to bend over. I had never felt so exposed. Even though I still wore the helmet, the padding and the shoulder armour, my bare bottom and shaved sex shamed me more than I could have imagined. All those eyes on me made me shiver with shame. And all that baying from the stamping crowd - their shouts, their jeers, their degrading comments - filled me with an overpowering sense of disgrace and humiliation.
 The quarterback pressed his hand in the small of my back and bent me forward. The crowd cheered.
 'Hold your ankles. This will hurt.'
 I obeyed. I was trembling like a leaf; I felt so shamed, so disgraced. My pussy lips squeezed between the tops of my thighs as I bent over. I knew everyone could see it. The quarterback pushed me further, making sure the oval of my sex was clearly visible, making sure my buttocks opened enough to expose my anus. The heavy armour on my shoulders dragged me down and I gripped my ankles tight.
 Someone ran up beside me, one of the trainers. He knelt down and undid a small bag. For a moment I thought he was going to rescue me, take me back to the changing rooms, dress me and let me go. He took out a reel of tape and wrapped it around my wrists before fixing them with more turns of the tape to my ankles.
 Two other players knelt in front of me. They held my shoulders with their gloved hands. I felt the sudden smack of a large gloved hand on my bottom. I drew a gasping breath. My hard nipples pushed against the chest-piece of the shoulder pads. Their contact against the smooth plastic made them throb and harden more. Another heavy smack. I was pushed against the restraining hands of the kneeling men. I clenched my buttocks to try and absorb the pain. Another. I tightened again as the stinging pain burnt into me. Another. I heard the crowd yell with delight. Another. The marching band's music echoed in my ears. Another. I saw the glinting pom-poms of the cheerleaders as they cartwheeled and tumbled along the outfield. For a moment my eyes dropped on their filmy lycra panties. I imagined I could smell their delectable moisture.
 The crowd roared and shouted with every blow. I felt myself gradually falling forward against the hands of the two on their knees. I felt my buttocks opening wider. My bottom was burning. My knees crumpled and, with my wrists still bound tightly to my ankles, I collapsed forward.
 They lifted me up onto their shoulders and paraded me around the field. My head almost touched my thighs, my arms ached from being stretched. I jolted and thumped on the armour of their shoulder pads. One of the hands that held me around my thigh pinched my cunt. It pinched again. I cried out but my cries could not be heard. Several fingers slipped in, and as I was jolted they found their way deeper and deeper. I saw my moisture running over the hand and seeing it made me gasp. I held my breath for a moment as a wave of pleasure came over me. I felt so humiliated, so exposed to ridicule and derision, so ashamed of what was happening to me and yet, at the same time, I felt a surge of pleasure. The mixture of the humiliation and the pain from the spanking filled me with a rush of excitement I was unable and unwilling to resist. I turned my head and looked at the baying crowd. I pushed myself down on the delving fingers and jerked with an overwhelming convulsion of joy.
 The cheerleaders lined the exit from the field, and in a final frenzy of tumbling threw blue and yellow streamers over us as we left.
 I was carried back into the locker room. They cut the tape from my wrists and placed me on the floor. My head banged against a locker. The metallic sound echoed inside the helmet and made me dizzy. My legs fell open. I knew my sex was wet and I raised my hips to show it. They lifted me and pressed me face forward against a leather tackle bag. They pulled my arms around it and tied my wrists together with tape. They pulled my legs around too and tied my ankles in the same way.
 The heavy bag swung on a braided rope from a metal shackle in the ceiling. I felt giddy as I swung from side to side. The face guard of the helmet was pressed against the bag. A couple of them held the bag and another came behind me. My buttocks were pulled wide. I could do nothing to defend myself, nothing to protect myself in any way. I could not scream as the first one drove his cock into my ass. It went deep. I felt the throbbing glans in my rectum. I felt stuffed and full. I gasped. I closed my eyes. I felt faint.
 He pulled out. I felt the coolness of exposure then the dribble of semen as it ran from my dilated anus. The bag swung from side to side, then it was held again and another cock entered me, plugging me, so full I thought I would pass out. I felt the stream of its semen inside me. It was a deluge. It ran hot and long. I bit onto the mouth shield. I struggled to breathe. Saliva flowed down my chin. When he retreated another stream of spunk ran from my bum.
 When they took me down I could hardly stand. They held me up and I looked from side to side. Semen ran down the insides of my thighs. It dribbled down my calves to my trainers. I felt so ashamed, so degraded.
 They took the helmet from me and removed all the padding. I went to spit out the mouth shield but they pushed it back into my mouth and pulled more tape across it to keep it in.
 They dragged me across the clothing-strewn floor and threw me into the steaming bath. I disappeared headfirst into foaming bubbles. I choked as I fought my way to the surface. Several of them jumped in after me. They held my legs wide and took it in turn to fuck me. I felt the hot water douching my insides. It mixed with my own wetness and with their semen. I tasted it in the water as it lapped around my face.
 I don't remember the last one. I was not sure if they took me out of the bath and thrashed me with towels or not. Perhaps I imagined it, but I don't think so. I was not sure if I was forced onto my hands and knees and made to suck them. I was not sure when it all ended, but I was sure that when they had finished with me, when they had enough of me, they bound me and shut me into a locker that smelled of sweat and urine.
 I don't know how long I was in there. I could hardly move. I could see a flickering fluorescent light through the vent in the door, but I could not tell whether it was day or night. I pressed my buttocks against the metal back. I squirmed against it, feeling its coolness, feeling the stickiness of the semen which coated me. I pressed my elbows against the metal sides and convulsed in an uncontrollable seizure of ecstasy. I don't remember being released.
 I walked slowly to the car park. Candy was standing near the entrance tossing her hair back in the sunshine. 'Hi,' she said brightly. 'Have you enjoyed your visit?'
 I smiled. 'Yes.' I took her hand. 'Candy, would you do something for me?'
 'Sure, what is it?'
 I drew her hand down into my panties. Her fingers slipped between my moist pussy lips. 'This,' I said. 'Just this.'
 


 Chapter 15
 Flight to Phoenix - Shamed!
 

I had come further west than I intended. It was a long journey back up onto I10. I was exhausted when I arrived back in the glittering crystal city of Houston. I went to book in at the Days Inn on Katy Freeway and found I hadn't got enough cash. I thought I would have to sleep in the car but, in a nearby Starbucks, I fell in with a couple of young women - Fiona and Jasmine - who said I could stay with them.
 They were good fun. We went to a drinking bar off Westheimer, just a block from the Galleria but in a backstreet. Backstreets in Texas cities are places to avoid - even in daylight. Randomly parked pickups lined the potholed road. It rose in the centre and dropped sharply into gutters with huge drains waiting to be filled by subtropical storms blown up from the Gulf. Fiona took bets on how many men could fuck her in half an hour. She stripped off and got down on all fours on a pool table. Jasmine took the money and tried to keep the eager men in order. It was very wild. I felt excited. At the same time I felt nervous; the men were mostly drunk, the music loud, and everything seemed confused.
 Fiona had a pool cue held across her mouth. She bit down on it as one after another the men climbed up onto the table and thrust their cocks into her. Jasmine said they could only use Fiona's cunt, but as the men pushed at each other and squabbled over who should go next her pleas went unheard.
 I could see that Fiona was getting increasingly distressed. The men kept the cue across her mouth even though she kept shaking her head from side to side. I couldn't tell whether she was saying no or whether she was trying to get some breath. I watched her spit dribbling along the shiny cue. It glistened as it ran across the smooth surface. It sparkled in the neon light of the red and blue Houston Texans Budweiser sign as it trailed down onto the bright green baize of the pool table.
 Jasmine tried to push men back as Fiona was pulled flat and face down onto the table. They laced belts around her wrists and ankles and pulled them through the netted pockets at each corner. They strapped them down tightly. One of her hands was pushed completely into the netting of a pocket and wrapped up in the string mesh. Fiona gave stifled, frothy shrieks as they drew the belts as tight as possible. They kept the cue in her mouth, and lashed that in place with some red string wound around the back of her head. She could not move her head at all; any attempt jammed the cue against the pool table's surface.
 They held Jasmine back and one of them clasped his hand across her mouth to stop her shouting. More of them started to thrust their stiff cocks into Fiona's anus. Semen bubbled from it. Her buttocks were wet with it. Jasmine pulled the hand from her mouth and shouted for them to let her friend go, but it had no effect and she was quickly silenced.
 Some of them brought out another cue and inserted the thick end into Fiona's dripping ass. I watched her buttocks rise up as the unforgiving butt end went in, but she was not resisting. Semen frothed around it. Jasmine fought to get to her friend. I reached out but was immediately held back. I felt restraining hands on my arms and shoulders I felt a hand across my mouth. I tried to cry out as my hair was pulled. I smelled the sweat of the men as they crowded around me. I fought for breath as I felt their suffocating presence. I felt their heat as they bore down on me.
 I don't know when they released her. I don't know when they tied down Jasmine in her place. I know I held Fiona in my arms as she crouched on the floor, fighting to get her breath back. I kissed her wet cheeks. It was a perfect moment of strange silence and relief amongst the clamour and din of the rowdy bar. I wiped her bottom with tissues and got her to her feet. After that all I felt was the confusion of being grabbed, the horror of finding myself in Jasmine's place, the sound of my screams and the heaviness of the cue as it was forced into my own semen filled bottom.
 

The next morning I awoke, naked, lying amongst scattered rubbish and beer bottles beneath the pool table. My wrists and ankles were painful. As I sat up I felt the gluey wetness of semen around my cunt and anus. Neither Fiona nor Jasmine were to be seen. Some clothes were strewn nearby. I felt shaky and unsteady when I tried to stand. I dressed as well as I could, staggered out to the car and took off.
 The panties I pulled on were wet and sticky. I shivered with disgust as I felt them against my pussy. I was sickened with myself, my behaviour, my need to feel degraded, my inability to hold back. Before I knew it I was lying back on the reclined driver's seat of my car with a Budweiser bottle clutched in my hands. I sank the neck deep into my wet and needy cunt, closed my eyes and started to remember what had happened to me.
 I remembered being lifted above the heads of the men. They twisted me around. They pawed at me with hot hands. They pinched me with sharp fingernails. They licked between my legs with delving tongues. They laid me face forward on the pool table. I felt the warmth of the green baize against my breasts. My nipples hardened against its velvety contact. The excited men pushed me down against the unforgiving slate surface. I remembered that I turned my head to the side, but it was only an invitation for them to turn it back again. They pressed the cue across my mouth and I bit. I knew what was going to happen. There was no point in resisting. They tied the cue in place, winding string around it and my head. The string pinched my ears. I winced but they only pulled it tighter. They pulled my wrists and ankles out as close to the corner pockets as possible and then wound belts around them and fixed them tight. My chest was flattened against the table. I gasped for breath. My body felt so tight, so stretched. I tried to turn my head again but it was impossible. The cue lay flat against the pool table and prevented any sideways movement. I felt completely trapped, completely exposed.
 The music got louder. The shouting became wilder. Beer was being spilled everywhere. Men were pushing each other, either for the best view or to get their hands on me. I bit harder on the cue. I felt my buttocks being opened. I knew what would be next. A cheer went up as I felt the butt end of a cue against my rear opening. One of the men dribbled spit around it. The end started to go in. I tightened myself but as it entered I only wanted it more. I could not resist it. I felt its hardness, its length, its penetrating power. I felt my desire for it increase.
 I held my breath and tensed. I felt it entering, inch by inch. They twisted it and I felt the extra friction in my rectum. It went further. I exhaled and took another quick breath. I could feel it deep inside - stuffing me, filling me - and still they pushed. I breathed again and bit harder. At last it stopped; it was at the limit. I did not dare move. Then I felt my body tensing involuntarily. Nothing was in my control. I felt my cunt against the table. I felt my nipples hard against the velvety cloth. I screwed up my eyes and took one last bite into the cue. Another turn, a final thrust - there was still more to take - and my ecstasy was released in a massive flood.
 I took the car back to George Bush International Airport. I hadn't got enough money for the deposit to renew the hire. The young man who took the keys slid his hand up my forearm and puckered his lips in a mocking kiss. I tossed my head back contemptuously.
 I bought a ticket to Phoenix. I thought that would be a good place to restart my journey - rising like a phoenix. Yes, it sounded just right. The idea of driving all the way across Texas again was too daunting anyway. For the moment I felt fed up with life on the road.
 I gave the pretty check-in girl my name at the US Airways desk and punched the number she gave me into the machine. I flopped down on a low vinyl seat in the departure lounge.
 I licked my lips. I could taste semen on them! I felt my face flush with embarrassment and I looked down to avoid anyone's gaze. I had red circles around my wrists. I rubbed them. I winced. They were really sore. I saw that my ankles were encircled with the same red lines. I crossed them and felt the tenderness. A man opposite was staring at me. I blushed again. I imagined he knew exactly what I had been doing, or more exactly, what had been done to me. He might even have been one of the men in the bar. Yes, that's why he was staring. I felt my cheeks getting even redder.
 I looked down at the floor. A woman's shapely calves stopped in front of me. Her tanned skin was smooth and glistened slightly from oil or moisturizer. I looked up. A tall blonde was looking down at me. She wore a dark blue uniform with three gold braided rings on the sleeves. She was pulling a trolley bag.
 She smiled broadly. 'Hi,' she said as she bent down on one knee. 'Everything okay?'
 It was Jasmine! I couldn't believe it!
 'Yes, yes, everything's fine,' I said, confused.
 She opened her wide mouth in response and exposed her beautiful white teeth. 'You flying today?' she asked, throwing her hair back and flicking it across her shoulders.
 'Yes,' I said, pulling down the hem of my skirt as I noticed her eyes moving up from my knees and along my exposed thighs. 'To Phoenix.'
 She laughed. 'That's my flight,' she said, grinning broadly. 'I'm your pilot! Come with me. You'll get on board quicker.'
 I walked behind her down the long ramp. Jasmine? The pilot?
 The heels of her shiny black shoes clicked on the aluminium joints of the access bridge. Her calves were beautifully shaped. Her blue skirt tapered into her knees where there was a small pleat. Her uniform jacket, tailored in at the waist, sat smoothly against the curve of her hips. Her perfectly pressed white shirt rose across her breasts. The neat knot of her dark blue tie was pulled tight at her elegant throat. She stopped for a moment and dropped her head to one side. Her mane of blonde hair fell in a broad swatch. She grabbed it and wound it into a dark blue band.
 'Better tie it up before we go on board. Don't want to get it tangled up with the controls!'
 She laughed as we entered the open aircraft doorway. The two attendants handed her some papers. 'Good morning, Captain,' they chimed respectfully. Jasmine nodded to them.
 She turned back to me. 'Perhaps we can meet up in Phoenix. I've got some time to spare. What do you think?'
 I smiled. 'Yes. Maybe.'
 I was directed by one of the attendants into the passenger compartment. 'Don't look,' the pretty young thing said. 'But we've got some celebrities with us today.'
 I turned around and looked.
 'It's always exciting when we have some rock stars on board,' she said, pressing a packet of salted nuts into my hand and pouring some cold water into a tiny plastic cup. 'I just love the singer. Don't you? He's so gorgeous!'
 She said who they were, but I'd never heard of them. My seat was in the last row. Behind me were the galley and lavatories. There was no one in the seats in my row so I curled up across them and pulled a blanket over me. The flight was barely three hours, but it would be enough to get some sleep. I closed my eyes and imagined Jasmine in the cockpit. It seemed incredible. Last night she had been fighting with the men in the bar, now she was decked out in her uniform in control of the plane!
 I couldn't sleep; it was too noisy. I got up and went into the galley. The two attendants were sitting together talking and giggling. Several small cups of water stood on a tray on the stainless steel galley top. I took a sip from one and leant against the top's edge, felt it pressing into my lower tummy. One of the attendants looked behind me and giggled. 'It's him!' she said to her colleague. 'It's him! Don't you think he's so gorgeous?'
 I felt the pressure of a body behind me. I pressed myself closer to the galley top to let him pass. I felt his bulging crotch against my buttocks. I saw the attendants giggle. He did not move past but pressed harder against me. His hands came around my waist and slid up to my breasts. He cupped them. My mouth dropped open in shock. He squeezed each nipple between fingers and thumbs. I winced as a sharp pain shot through them. They hardened and throbbed.
 The attendants held their hands in front of their mouths, whispering to each other, tittering and pointing.
 He took his hands away. He reached forward to the small cups of water, removed each one from the tray and placed them aside. He moved back. He lifted the back of my skirt and folded the hem up. I breathed in deeply at the thought of my bottom exposed. The attendants pointed at it and sniggered. Slowly he pulled down my panties. They stuck in the crease of my buttocks. The pressure pulled at them. The gusset was wet and sticky against my cunt. It tugged at the soft folds as it gradually peeled away. I felt the coolness of exposure and I bit my lip with excitement as a warm tingling of joy penetrated my pussy. He pulled them down to just above my knees. My bottom was naked and completely exposed.
 His hand reached around and took hold of the shiny steel tray. He took it from the galley top and held it behind me. I could feel its coldness even though it was not touching my skin. His left hand pressed against the small of my back. The pressure forced me against the galley top.
 He held me there. He was strong. I could not move. I waited. The droning of the engines filled my pounding head.
 Suddenly the tray came down flatly against my upturned buttocks. It smacked loudly. It stung. I shrieked. It came down again, harder. It smacked louder and stung even deeper. I reared back but he held me firmly against the counter. I squealed. The pain followed quickly. At first it was deep and piercing, then it spread and diffused its heat across the taut skin of my reddening bottom. He brought it down again, and again. Each time I felt a wave of air ahead of it. I felt the pressure of the draft against my hot skin. The smack, the noise first, then the sting, then the glow of spreading heat. It was incredible - the air, the noise, the pain, the fullness of heat, the momentary relief, the expectation of the next.
 I gasped each time it struck. I looked to the side, down the length of the plane, and saw faces peering around their seats. The tray came down again and again. The pain became hard to bear. I tried to reach around, to stop it for a few minutes, to give me time to recover. Another pair of hands grabbed my wrists and lifted them up above my head. He bound them with seatbelt webbing and tied them to a handle on one of the insulated doors above me. I hung on the binding as the tray continued to smack relentlessly on my burning buttocks.
 I cried out, I sobbed to be released. I twisted and turned, but the pressure from the hand in my back and the weight of my own body hanging on the strap made my efforts pointless. I was filled with pain. My bottom was burning. I knew it was red. I knew it would be sore for a long time. I stared down through the window. Everything looked grey and brown, burned and hot. I thought of Jasmine controlling the plane. I thought of what had happened the night before. But I could not distract myself. My heart raced. Tears ran from my eyes, and I gave myself completely to the beating I was receiving.
 My panties were wrapped around my ankles, my shirt was pulled up around my neck, my breasts were pressed against the cold aluminium boxes built into the galley wall. My bottom was reddened and quivering from the spanking. The unseen men had undone the straps that held my wrists and left me there. I had not turned around. I did not care who saw me. I stared down through the window. The barren desert of southern Arizona was giving way to the green oasis of Phoenix and Scottsdale; twinned cities of golfing and retirement paradise. I squeezed my clitoris between thumb and forefinger. The heat, the pain, the relief, all combined together and I was overtaken by a long, slow and overpowering wave of ecstasy.
 'The captain has put on the seatbelt signs,' said the young attendant as she squeezed past me to do some final tidying of the galley before we landed. 'If you'd like to return to your seat I'd be obliged.'
 


 Chapter 16
 Death Valley - Crystal Rose
 

I put five dollars into a fruit machine in the arrivals hall. I couldn't believe it. On my last go I won two hundred dollars!
 I rented a car and drove out of Phoenix towards Death Valley. I stopped by a hill with white painted rocks inscribing DV on its side. I got out and stood on the dusty roadside. Nobody walks here - not in the desert. Everyone is in a car, or a pick-up, or an SUV, or a truck.
 God it was hot! I pulled my T-shirt away from my breasts. The material stuck to my nipples and they hardened under its sticky tug. I had decided to stay in Tekopa Hot Springs for a day or two before moving on. I think it got hotter every day. I spent most of my time lying naked in the 'restorative' mineral baths staring up at the blue desert sky. I watched the occasional fluffy cloud making its way slowly into the east. I did nothing but feel my cunt and stare.
 In the end, and needing some supplies, I went into the small town; nothing more than a gas station, a store and a museum. The gas station - Last Gas Before the Desert - was closed, everything in the store was covered in sand, and the only exhibit in the museum were the bones of a dinosaur dug out of the sand fifty years ago.
 I was just getting in my car when a black pick-up pulled alongside. A tanned young man leaned across the front passenger seats. The electric window slid down and I felt a blast of cold air from the air conditioning.
 'Someone here is after a lift. Any chance?' A girl, about twenty, sat alongside him. She smiled quickly and flicked her hair back.
 'Why not,' I said, shrugging my shoulders. 'Yes, of course.'
 Before I knew it the young woman was lounging across the back seat of my car. She was dark haired with smooth skin and blue eyes. Her small nose was elegantly shaped. Her full lips stuck together slightly, each just tugging at the other's pliable skin as she opened them to speak. Within the dark pink interior their opening revealed her delectable tongue, slightly pointed, which led back along to the darkness of her inner core. I imagined a throbbing cock pushing in there, probing for the entrance to her throat, finding it, squeezing in, making its way down into the constricting darkness.
 I leant my arm over the back of the wide bench seat. Truly, she was beautiful. I smiled and she returned it instantly. She exposed her tongue and flashed her large white teeth. I felt a rush of excitement somewhere deep inside - too deep to tell exactly where. I squeezed my thighs together and found its source. That's where it was, in my cunt. I smiled again and the heat within me grew.
 'Hi. I'm Syra. What are you doing out here?'
 'Run out of money for the moment,' she said, digging around in her bag. 'Perhaps I can earn my keep. Pay for the ride in kind, so to speak.'
 My stomach filled with excitement. She lolled back and puffed out her cheeks in a forecast to passing an opinion on the weather. 'My, it's hot,' she said, wiping her lips with the back of her right hand. 'You don't mind if I take my top off, do you?'
 It wasn't a question. I stared at her beautiful breasts - rounded, firm, perfectly formed. Her nipples were tipped slightly upwards - erect, pink, the ideal shape to take between my lips.
 It was as though a dream was unfolding in my waking life. I wanted to ask her name, but my mouth dried as I opened it. I swallowed noisily and my cheeks flushed at my stupidity. The gurgling swallow seemed to echo inside the car and the sound, perhaps the vibrations of it, fed more heat into my reddening face. I couldn't take my eyes off her.
 'My name's Crystal Rose,' she said, pulling a tissue from her bag and blowing her sweet, pert nose. 'And this is what I'm going to do for you - as payment for my ride.'
 She smiled. I squirmed as I began to turn back to the steering wheel. She lifted her legs and for one fleeting moment I caught sight of her tight panties. The whiteness of the material etched itself on the back of my retina. When I tore myself away and purposefully grabbed the steering wheel I could still see the image in my mind, like the afterglow of an apparition.
 I started the car and pulled out onto the road.
 'So, here we go,' she said. 'When it comes to sex I'm a bit of an addict, I suppose. Well, not a bit, I am an addict. It's all I think about, it's all I ever want to do. That makes me an addict doesn't it? If I only want one thing, and I always want that one thing, then I'm an addict. And if the only thing I want is sex, then I'm a sex addict. If only people I met knew that - what they could have done with me. Wherever I go I seek out people who can tell me exciting stories, show me exciting things, do things with me, do things to me. People are so perverted, you know - they will deceive you, be cruel to you. The things they do are sometimes unimaginable. Like Jo told me in Las Vegas. That is, after he'd kept me locked in a small wooden cabinet for two days with my mouth held open by chopsticks secured across my tongue. Like Jo told me, "if you can imagine it then somebody's doing it, and if you can't imagine it somebody's doing that as well!' God, that was an ordeal, I can tell you. I couldn't open my mouth for days after that. But how many times I came, you can't imagine. I sat in the dark and just finished time and time again. Wow! Anyway, all these things bring me pleasure. Like I said, I'm an addict. Nothing is too much to bear. Too much to bear! That's a bit of a joke. That's an impossibility. It's never too much to bear. No one has ever done anything to me yet that was too much to bear!'
 She leant forward and tugged at my shirt. 'I'm not boring you am I?'
 'No, of course not,' I replied, pulling my hand from between my legs and placing it back on the steering wheel.
 'Good. I don't want you to get fed up with me. Now, where was I? Of course, "too much to bear". You see, that's my particular delight; suffering. The more I suffer the more I like it. My psychotherapist - I call her my psychotherapist because to start with that was what she was - my analyst. Anyway, Mojo, my psychotherapist, Mojo says it is all perfectly normal. "Pain," she says, "is a well-established route to satisfaction. Pain is the natural companion of pleasure. It is part of our human experience." Mojo told me that once, as part of an experiment, she was slave to a man who put her into a small cage every evening. She used to tell me how she had orgasms when she found she could not move or stretch. When they came, and she found she could not move to release them, they came even more. She said that when he left her for long periods of time confined like that her orgasms ran into one another for hours on end. But Mojo didn't really understand me then. She hadn't realised how I really felt about pain until much later.
 'Normal satisfaction from pain - normal suffering, normal torture - is just not enough for me. No, normal fulfilment like that only takes me so far. It leaves me on the brink, on the verge of satisfaction, so to speak. For me the crack of the whip across my upturned buttocks is just not enough. Don't get me wrong, I love that, I really love that, it's simply less than I need. The breathlessness of confinement, the subjugation to a cruel master, the ecstasy of a tightly-filled cunt, the bliss of fear and exposure - and I have had and enjoyed all those things - none of these really satisfies me completely. They satisfy only my body. They merely open up the route to physical orgasm, and that leaves me incomplete, frustrated. For total bliss I need something else. I need to share my joy, I need to tell my story, I need to know that someone else is listening to my words.
 'Mojo says it's something Freudian, some way of exposing myself, baring myself to others in order to receive their love. It doesn't feel like that. She asked me to write down some of my experiences and read them to her. I started to come before I had even finished the first paragraph. Can you imagine? It's always the same. When I do this, read things out, or write them knowing someone else reads them, I have such orgasms. They're out of this world. I shudder, I convulse, I heave, my clitoris pulses, I pant, I gasp, I drool, I scream. Sometimes I urinate, yes, wet my panties, I am so excited. And if I do that I feel even more waves of ecstasy at the thought that I should be punished for my misbehaviour. Yes, that's the icing on the cake, you see; that what I do as a product of my pleasure will bring out even more. Just knowing that someone else hears my words - the knowledge of it - soaks deep into my psyche. Or at least that's what Mojo says. Only when exposed to the prying eye or the cocked ear of another do I feel the truly overwhelming flood inside releasing and driving me to bursting point. And that really is bursting point. Bursting point, that's where I have to be, struggling for breath on the edge of the eternity of my own joy. Yes, the very thought of someone else knowing my desires, my wishes, my ecstasies, ignites a heat of desire within me that cannot be satisfied by the mere pleasure of pain. The ordinary joy of confinement, the simple pleasure of restraint, the everyday hunger for a cock-filled mouth or a stuffed cunt, the simple risks a master may invent for me, the unknown peril, the vulnerability of danger - none of these are sufficient. Ecstasy is when I am completely known by another, open to them, when my humiliation and suffering are exposed entirely by my sinful admissions. Ecstasy is a product of my confession as much as it is a product of what I have to confess.
 '"Transference," Mojo calls it. I'm not sure what that means. I only know that when you hear about my nipples I want you to be thinking of sucking them, biting them, pinching them, rubbing your cunt moisture over them. When I talk about my slit I want you to think of licking it, tasting its moisture, drinking from it. When I tell you about being bound tightly and left blindfolded and gagged inside a stuffy wardrobe, I want you to imagine looking at me as I wait hopefully for my master to return, perhaps to release me if he chooses, or to make me wait longer if that is what he decides. Only then, when my words live for someone else, am I the possession of another. And when this takes place, this communion, I am shackled to the will of anyone who knows my thoughts. Every fragment of knowledge I share somehow enslaves me, imprisons me in true ecstasy to the one who listens. I need so much to share my secrets, the shadows of my sexual darkness - and they are so dark. So very, very dark.
 'Syra, I need you to understand what I have done and felt, and I need you to know that I am in rapture because, by your listening, you have caused me to be.'
 I had never heard anything like it. I looked at her eager face in the rear view mirror. I just wanted to hear more. I just wanted to see her pleasure, take part in her increasing arousal, feel it for myself.
 'Go on,' I said. 'Please go on.'
 'I love feeling myself,' she said in a delicate, uninhibited way. 'I hope you won't mind if I feel myself as I talk to you. I think I need to. I have panties on at the moment. I think you saw them. I hope you did. I tried to make sure you did. They are white. Brand new. This is the first time I've worn them. I have to take them off. You don't mind do you?'
 She wriggled her panties down over her ankles and stuffed them into her bag.
 'That was easy. You see I may need to run my hands up between my legs. To get some relief. My skirt is very short, so my pussy is easily exposed. If you look in the mirror you'll be able to see. Look, you can see its soft pinkness glistening in the sunlight. The moment my fingertips touch its satiny lips, the second I feel the heat of my flesh, that's it, I can't hold back. Those sweet pulses that run through it as it swells and warms. I just tingle all over. Just imagine it. I will rise up on my fingers. It tightens my buttocks when I do. It squeezes them together, lets their tension pull at the insides of my thighs, at the soft coral lips of my labia. You can imagine it, can't you? Yes, imagine I am lifting my hips, raising myself from the seat, feeling my silky wetness running down my fingers. And you will know that, all the time, I am thinking that you can see what I'm doing. All the time I am aware that you're watching me, and with your eyes on me, with your eyes staring at me, I won't be able to hold it back. Your eyes will make it flow. I can see you now, in my own mind, watching me, staring at me, making me come. I can almost feel it starting now - that first jerk, that initial quiver. I always bite my lip. It's stupid of course; just a token, no real pain. I can't hold it back once it starts. I try to fix my gaze on something, I try to distract myself, but it's ridiculous. Have you ever done that? It doesn't work. My eyes close. I start to tremble. I am completely overcome.'
 'Shall I stop?' I asked, my voice trembling. 'The car. Shall I stop the car?'
 'If you like. Yes. I want to tell you what happened to me last week, with these two guys. They picked me up at Katy Mills, where Houston suddenly becomes Texas, or nothing. It was so hot I was exhausted just sitting there. Some people would say it's stupid, taking up the offer of a drink like that. Personally I think it's the only way of finding excitement - doing something risky. And what's the point in living unless you do something risky? The next thing I knew I was in the back of their car, my panties torn down above my knees, a rubber ball-gag in my mouth and my wrists tied with an old piece of rope. They threw me into the trunk of the car. They hadn't fucked me or anything. But I can tell you, I needed something like that by the time they opened the trunk again. I was sweltering hot. I could hardly breathe in there. I really wanted their cocks.
 'They dragged me out and laid me on the ground. It was broad daylight, in a rest area somewhere. I know some people saw what was going on. But it was Texas; nobody was interested. One of them - I never knew their names - twisted my panties so that they tightened around my thighs. I drew breath through my nose and bit onto the ball-gag. He tightened it some more and I pulled back as much as I could. They both laughed when they saw I was in discomfort. Then they threw me back in the trunk and slammed the lid. Just like that!
 'We travelled for hours. I felt sick. I could see a glimmer of light through the latch, but it was not enough to make anything out properly. And after a bit it hurt my neck too much to get close enough to even try.
 'They slept in motels but I was always kept in the stuffy trunk. They brought food to me, a few cans of beer as well. When I wanted to pee I did it in a tin. When I wanted - you know - they took me out and let me go to a restroom. As soon as I had finished they took me straight back and locked me in the trunk again. Can you imagine?
 'I slept sometimes but I was always woken by noises, or bumps, or the two of them arguing in the front. Once I woke and found myself curled up like a child, my hands drawn up, my thumbs touching my throat, the tips of my fingers together against my lips. It was as though I was praying, to some god who would save me from the wickedness of my torturers, a god who would lead me to the freedom of the light. But you see, even as I thought of it I realised that I didn't want any sort of god to help me. What would he be offering instead? Freedom? What was that compared to the delectable humiliation of enslavement? No contest!
 'One day, when they parked the car, I heard a regular rolling sound. I thought it was my ears - blood running in my veins - but when they opened the trunk I smelled the sea.
 '"Welcome to the Pacific coast," said one of them. "It looks perfect for bathing. Would you like to take a dip?" They slammed the trunk shut. The next thing I knew the car was being backed fast. I heard the wheels clattering over slats, or boards, then as suddenly as it started it screeched to a halt. I was thrown against the back of the trunk. I lay in the darkness. My heart was beating fast. My nostrils flared as I sought extra breath. Saliva built up behind the rubber ball in my mouth and made me gag as it ran back down my throat. They hauled me out. They had backed the car to the end of a fishing pier. It reached out into the ocean. A small wooden building at the end was surrounded by short timber stumps. They dragged me, still bound and gagged, to the edge.
 'The waves crashed below. The swell was enormous. It rose and fell against the legs of the pier in sweeping heaves. The sun had gone down and the horizon was melting from gold to purple. There was no one else about.
 Some spray burst up between the boards beneath their feet. They laughed. They had bought a yellow and orange climbing rope, still packaged. They unwrapped it and tied one end to my bound wrists. One of them held me at the exposed edge while the other led the rope around one of the timber stumps. Suddenly I was pushed over the side. I dropped heavily on the rope. I choked as the breath was knocked from me. I swung from side to side, spinning giddily above the rolling ocean. Then it dropped some more. They were letting me down bit by bit, closer and closer to the water below.
 'The crashing of the waves beneath the pier got louder, the heaving swell came closer. The smell of the sea penetrated me more deeply. I felt its spray on my skin, covering me in a fine mist. They kept letting me down. I hung helplessly on the rope, my weight on my straining wrists, my mouth plugged with the rubber gag, my dress torn. I looked up to the pier. My two tormentors were silhouetted against the darkening sky as they stared down at me. They pointed at me and laughed, then they tied the rope to one of the timber posts, got back into the car and drove off.
 'I couldn't believe it. It couldn't be true! They couldn't leave me like that! They would be back in a minute. Yes, it was just a game. They couldn't possibly leave me hanging on the rope above the sea. They couldn't possibly! Just think of it, Syra. Just think of it.
 'I held my breath in bursts and waited, anxiously listening for every sound. It became dark. I thought I heard the car backing up and twisted on the rope to getter a better view. But it was not them; just some fishermen baiting their hooks. They didn't even see me. I hung there for hours. I realised they would not be back. My arms strained on the rope, my mouth ached from the pressure of the gag. I felt hopeless and defeated. I could do nothing to help myself. As the night went on the surface of the sea rose towards me, and it became obvious the tide was coming in. First it touched my toes - quite cold. Then it washed up my ankles and calves. I shivered when it drew back and left me dripping, and I tensed as it rose again and crept higher. It splashed over my knees and ran up between my thighs. I tried to pull myself up on the rope to get away from it. But it was hopeless. I did not have the strength, and just hung there as the chilly water lapped against my cunt. I squeezed my buttocks together. A surging swell lifted me. It slopped over my stomach. As it pulled back it dragged me with it. I felt as if I was being stretched. The next one lapped against my breasts, the next around my neck. My eyes were wide with fear. Seaweed wrapped around my legs. It pulled at my skin and tangled around my thighs. I felt it against my cunt. It pulled between my lips and as the swell drew back and forth it twisted against my clitoris. The slippery softness of the weed tugged at it, massaged it, and it hardened and ached.
 'With each surge and fall of the water the tangled weed opened my flesh. The salty water ran inside it. I felt my buttocks relaxing. It was as though the tension was pointless. I allowed my flesh to open more. I sensed a flow of excitement. It had been building but I'd ignored it. I knew the danger of my situation and that was the trigger that released my ecstasy. Knowing I was in peril was all that was needed to bring it out. I gave into it. I looked up at the fishermen on the pier. They were completely unaware of me. I felt my body jerking, and as the water rose up to my chin in a final heaving surge, I was seized by a totally overpowering convulsion of joy. My body went limp. I offered myself as a sacrifice to it. I let it flow in time with the heavy swell of the ocean.
 'The water did not come any higher. When it got light one of the fishermen looked down and saw me. Several of them hauled me up and pulled me over the edge of the pier like a fish. I lay at their feet, soaking, blue with cold, with seaweed tangled between my legs. As they reached down to release me from my bonds I opened my legs and was taken again by a jerking orgasm.'
 

I dropped Crystal Rose off on the side of the road. There was no town, nothing. She said it was where she wanted to be. I stared back at her in the rear view mirror. She already had her thumb out looking for a lift.
 Her story had affected me greatly. It was so exciting, so charged with eroticism, and to listen to her reading it as a first-hand account was thrilling beyond measure. Everything she had told me thrilled me. How she had delighted in her suffering. How she found new heights of pleasure in the pain and humiliation inflicted by others. How she completely relinquished control. How she had been raised to new levels of pleasure by the actions of others who commanded everything in her life. How she had responded to the limits of personal jeopardy. I had not been prepared for the eroticism of it all. It was exceptional. I had been transported by it.
 But there was another side to it. At the same time as it aroused me, so too it reminded me of my own desires; so often out of control, so often feeding on my need for pain and humiliation. Crystal Rose's story made me realise how I sought something very similar. It showed me the reason why there seemed no end to my insatiable desires for the same sort of degradation she claimed as her addiction. I shivered at the thought that I too could be an addict. I wondered if I could ever find salvation from what seemed such deep sins; the sins of self-abuse, the transgressions and falls into evil brought on by the delights of my self-willed search for pain and debasement. I shivered again as I imagined Crystal Rose lying at the feet of her rescuers on the pier; cold, gagged, bound and hoping for more abuse. The shiver became a tremble, and I found myself shaking with excitement at the thought of being in her place.
 


 Chapter 17
 Long Beach - The Last Cruise
 

Through the soft mist and regimented vineyards, I arrived at Los Angeles. I struggled through its hours of traffic lights - every few hundred yards, some green, some red, always unexpected, always surprising. Finally I came to the coast, at right angles to the USA's curviest and most seductive road - Pacific Highway 1. California has everything; Big Sur, surfing beaches, Malibu, cliffs, huge waves, sea lions in colonies, beautiful bodies, blonde hair, white teeth. I didn't know whether to go left or right. Left to San Diego; low roofed, palm strewn, hot, spicy. Right to San Francisco; hippy, laid back, the stereotype of American beauty and aspiration.
 I went left and joined the Pacific Coast Highway. I was too tired to drive far and so I stopped at Long Beach. Here, I thought, was where I would be able to rest - I needed it. Here, standing on the decks of the moored Queen Mary I would be able to relax. I could promenade where the richest and most famous had strolled, and I could imagine myself in their company. Or I could lean against the white deck rails and stare out over the modern convention centres of Long Beach. Or I could turn away to the north to see the relentless convoys of container ships queuing to be received by the unstopping dockyard cranes. Yes, walking down the opulent staircases, dining in the lofted public rooms or relaxing in luxury in my own gracious art deco stateroom, I would be able to calm my nerves, regain some composure, ease my aching body.
 I ate in the restaurant. There were hardly any other customers and the bored waiters were over-attentive. One was fairly attractive and he dropped a card on my table with his name and room number written carefully in green ink. I smiled at him as I left and he nodded, not knowing whether my smile was one of acceptance or civility. I would think about it. What might he offer, I wondered? Had he some special technique in bondage? Did he want to shut me into a small steel locker in an empty cabin? Would he bind me and leave me under the canvas cover of a lifeboat? Did he have friends who wanted to take turns at thrashing me with leather straps or canes? If only he knew what I was thinking!
 I walked the teak planks of the covered upper deck. Several couples walked ahead of me. Midway along this massive promenade I stopped and leant on the white painted rail. When I turned back I saw a beautiful young woman. She was swathed in a dressing gown and sat, her legs outstretched, on a sun-bleached mahogany steamer chair.
 'Beautiful evening,' she said in a low, regulated English accent. 'Here, come and sit by me. I would welcome some company.'
 Her easy manner was so charming. I drew a chair up alongside her. 'Yes, you're right. It's a beautiful evening.'
 'It was a night like this that I met the man who changed my life. Would you like to hear about it?' she asked.
 'Yes,' I said eagerly, enthralled by her self-assured confidence. 'Please.'
 'He was a good catch,' she started. 'Young Sir Henry. A title, well educated, heir to a fortune in estates and art, and already chairman of part of the banking empire owned by his father. Yes, a good catch. Handsome as well. We prefer them like that if possible, don't we?'
 I laughed, thinking of the young waiter and feeling more attracted to him. The idea that he might tape up my mouth and bind me to the pipework in the engine room made me shiver with excitement. 'Yes, if possible,' I said.
 'It was a whirlwind romance. We met at a socialite birthday party given by the foster parents of their adopted daughter, Joanna. She was orphaned as a child. It was a posh do, of course. Lots of beautiful people. But Henry stood out like a star, he shone, and I fell for him straight away.
 'We made love that night. There was a swimming pool at the rear of the house, modelled on a Roman bath with classical columns and decked out for the party with garlands and flowers. He said we should swim. I was uncertain but he persuaded me easily. I let him undress me. I was shaking with excitement as he knelt before me and slowly unbuttoned my gown. His fingers were strong and his movements sure. I felt like a captive fawn; frozen, wide-eyed in the glare of his beauty and power.
 'It was the first time I had been with a man. I knew he was experienced - I could tell somehow - he knew what to do, what he wanted and how to get it. He knew how to please me, how to make me tingle with anticipation then, when I was ready, let my ecstasy, my fulfilment flow over me like the waters from a bursting dam. Yes, Henry knew how to give me pleasure, and the pleasure he gave was all I wanted. But for him it was not enough. No matter what I did, no matter how closely I followed his instructions, it was somehow never sufficient. He was my master, that was certain, and I never transgressed; I soon learned not to dare, but his wishes, his desires, always increased.
 'He taught me how to suck his cock, how to wet it with my saliva and run my hand along its length as I teased the tip with my tongue. He told me to swallow his semen and watched to make certain I did not lose a drop. He instructed me how to get it deep into my throat without gagging and how to keep it there as he finished. He showed me how to ease it into my rear, moistening it first in my pussy before getting on my hands and knees and letting it deep into my rectum. And he taught me how to finish myself, kneeling before him, naked, exposed and telling him I was ready to fulfil his every wish.
 'Although we always met in hotel rooms we never slept together. When he decided I should go he would call a taxi and, as I left, he would call me his Cinderella. While I was away from him I thought about nothing else but seeing him again. I used to lie on my bed masturbating as I anticipated our next encounter and tried to imagine what delights he would have planned for me.
 'He decided we should take a holiday, a cruise, and booked us two first class cabins with balconies. Some of his men friends would be coming, and for female company, he said, I would be able to spend some time with Joanna who was travelling with her parents. It was very exciting; waving to the crowds on the docks, the streamers, the band. The first night, when I visited his cabin, I felt pleasure like never before. He tied me facing the porthole. He stripped my clothes from me, roughly, almost angrily. He tore them into shreds, before he lifted my bare bottom and drove his cock deep inside my thrilled cunt. It was so wet, so eager by the stripping, the exposure, his roughness that, as his glorious cock slid in, my orgasms started straight away. I rode beneath him, feverishly pushing myself onto him. I gasped and yelped as wave after wave of joy engulfed me in jolting spasms. It was incredible. But for him it was still not enough. He said he would like to watch some of his friends using me in the same way. He wanted to see how they fucked me, he said. I could not believe what he was suggesting, but as soon as he saw apprehension on my face he scowled and repeated the idea - this time not as a suggestion but as a command.
 'That same evening we dined with Joanna and her foster parents. It was friendly and cheerful but all the time I felt Henry's gaze on me, and with it the pressure of his expectation. After dinner I managed to slip away with Joanna for a while but found it impossible to share with her my concerns. Every time I mentioned Henry she just laughed or changed the subject. Added to which, it seemed as though we were never alone for more than a minute before a young, fair haired waiter pestered us.
 'Henry took me back to my room where his friends were waiting. There were three of them. I had seen them all before but we had never really met. Henry introduced me as "our evening's entertainment", and each one of them in turn came forward and kissed my hand. It was a cruel subterfuge of gentleness, and an ill-fitting introduction to what followed.
 'Henry mostly watched. He gave instructions, naturally, but the only times he took part were to take my weight when they cut me down, and to stand and ejaculate over me after the others had left. To begin with they just took me in turn, two of them holding me, one on each side, while the other drove his cock into my cunt. When all three had taken their turn, and I was dripping with their semen, they turned me over and forced me onto my hands and knees. I had to suck one, the largest, while the other two took turns in my bottom. I choked when the one in my mouth finished, and because of this Henry said I must be punished. They gagged me and strung me up by a rope wound around my wrists. They spun me, taking turns to spank my bottom with their hands, then with their belts. They thrashed me until Henry said I'd had enough.
 'When Henry left I lay on the red carpet for a while, unable, uninclined to move. Suddenly the door opened. I shrank away fearing they had returned, but as I glanced back in fear I saw the kindly, smiling face of the fair haired waiter who had annoyingly interrupted my conversation with Joanna earlier. He was so gentle, so kind. He filled the bath, carried me to the bathroom and laid me in the fragrant hot water. He sponged my body delicately. He massaged soap over my shoulders and breasts, then when I felt I could stand he rubbed the satiny foam over my buttocks, my hips and my thighs. He laid me back and cradled my head as he washed the semen from my hair. I breathed in deeply and slowly as gently he pressed a cold wet flannel across my forehead and eyes.
 'He lifted me out and dressed me in a thick dressing gown then, only after he had made me a warm drink of milk and brandy, did he speak. His velvety voice was understanding and compassionate. "I know what happened," he said. "And I can save you from all this. You only have to say. I can take you to my cabin. I have a plan to hide you. We are only two days from port. They would never find you. I have watched you ever since you came aboard. If you do not already know, I am in love with you."
 'I was so shocked by what he said. I had not even really noticed him and here he was caring for me, proclaiming his love and promising to save me from the situation into which I had hopelessly sunk. I shook myself. It was a ridiculous suggestion. Out of the question. I told him he should not say any more and that nothing he had seen must ever be talked of again.
 '"Your friend, the young lady you were with tonight," he started, but I interrupted him.
 '"No more!" I said angrily. ''No more! You must not say any more!"
 'The next night I tried to talk to Joanna again, but although the waiter did not say anything about the incident he kept offering drinks or asking if we needed anything, so again any conversation between us was prevented.
 'That night when I went back to my room the three men were there. They apologised for Henry's absence, saying I would not be seeing him tonight. I was subjected to the same degradations as the night before, except this time when they hung me up they hung me by the ankles. When they had finished they bound me tightly to a chair and left. I sat, worn out, sore and dripping with semen. As the sounds of my gasping breaths decreased I began to hear whispers. I tried to turn, it was almost impossible, but in the end I saw behind the slightly opened bathroom door, two conspirators, two whispering observers who, when they realised I had seen them, burst out laughing and emerged joking, chattering and pointing. "You have put on quite a display for us," said Joanna, holding onto Henry's arm.
 '"Yes indeed," chimed Henry. "My Cinderella performed well. But she has received good training. She has had a good master."
 'They both broke out into loud laughter. Joanna wiped her finger disdainfully in the semen that dripped from my mouth. "Oh Henry," she said scornfully. Really!"
 'They left me trussed up in the chair and slammed the cabin door behind them as they went. The waiter arrived soon afterwards and released me. He bathed me again and made me a drink of warm milk and brandy. "I tried to tell you," he said. "At first I could not believe you did not know. Sir Henry and Lady Joanna are well known for their, what shall I say, pranks. I would have done anything to save you from this. Anything."
 'My heart sank and a darkness fell over me. I was consumed by the horror of it. I could not go on. I left him there and walked out onto the promenade. It was here, right here at this spot that I went into the water. The great ship never slowed. Its crew never knew I had gone. As I watched the vessel's bright lights disappearing over the choppy horizon I swore I would find her again, this beautiful Queen, and that I would stay with her for eternity. Being with her would always remind me of my love and my suffering. There, I would forever know my greatest delights and my sorriest pain.'
 There was a long pause. I hardly dared say it, but finally I spoke. 'You're not telling me that you're a...' No, I couldn't say it. It was ridiculous.
 'A ghost?' she asked with a knowing gleam in her sad eyes. 'A ghost? Am I telling you that?'
 


 Chapter 18
 San Francisco - Prometheus and Pandora
 

The next morning I searched for the woman. She was nowhere to be found. I went back up onto the promenade deck. The chair she had sat on was still there. I reached down and felt it, as though caressing its surface would somehow give me an answer. I shivered and felt cold.
 I walked around the decks looking at display cases containing memorabilia. My eyes fell on an old photograph; a well-dressed party of travellers. The woman was in the photograph! She was there holding onto the arm of a handsome young man! There was no doubt about it. It was her, exactly as she had been when I sat with her and listened to her story. I looked at the date - 1924!
 

San Diego was hot and Mexican. I went on the tram to Tijuana. On the bridge over the road which is the border I met a girl called Petula. She was being reprimanded by a border guard for taking a photograph. We went to the zoo together. The jaguar, which had escaped while being moved to a new more palatial enclosure, had been shot with a sedative dart by its pursuing keepers. Petula and I were walking down a mock jungle enclosure - I was imagining we were in the heart of Africa - when out of the arching green leaves that surrounded us this giant, velvety creature sprang. It was already shot and its leap was its last before suddenly and heavily dropping to the ground, tranquillised and unconscious at Petula's feet. It lay there, panting but unable to move in the mist-sprayed zone reserved for a different species - an alien now in unknown territory.
 I watched Petula, her hands shaking, drop down on one knee and embrace the sleeping beast. She laid her head on its slowly rising chest, and closed her eyes as if she too had been drugged. I realised the power of its immovability, and transferred as it was to Petula, my desire for her magnified. It was not an infatuation - a longing, a desire for her beautiful body, her youth - no, it was more than that, much more. Seeing her embracing the wild thing opened a door to eternity for me. Her contact with the slumbering animal allowed me to see what was beyond, what lay on the other side of the world of sensation, pain and humiliation. I knew, in that one moment, that without that knowledge I had been empty, hopeless and bewildered. I knew now what my course of life must be. I must seek absolution. Confession was my only route to salvation. I must reach out to the 'other side'.
 I left Petula and drove back north. I didn't even notice Los Angeles this time. I dismissed Carmel as I might have done an over-iced cake. After hours on the road I became altogether fed up with the drive to San Francisco. The journey became a blur of passing images; the miles of vineyards, the wind farms, the beautiful Pacific coast, Big Sur and the misty, rocky inlets. It was all too much - too scenic, too attractive, too well heeled. Then the city itself, the Golden Gate, the leftover hippies, the aggressive beggars, even the gay mystique and the underground feel of the Castro area had, the morning after my night out there, left me feeling empty and bored. It had been a great night though, in the Club Athene, the sex show, the invitation to take part, the thrill of being watched. Those eyes on me, penetrating me.
 I decided to go down to the harbour for some late breakfast. It was a bright morning and I sat outside and drank coffee. I regretted wearing panties and consoled myself by reaching down and pulling them tight against my cunt. It was still sore from the night before. I rubbed the soft flesh with my finger. A girl watched me.
 I dodged between the hectic traffic and pushed my way through the burgeoning crowds on Fisherman's Wharf. Finally I reached a haven of peace, the de Young Museum, one of the fine arts museums of San Francisco, located like a transplant from classical times in the expansive Golden Gate Park. As I stepped inside it was as if I had been transported back to another time, as if everything outside - the clanking trams full of tourists, the switchback roads, the buzz and hubbub - had completely disappeared. It was as if that whole city that gazed out onto the abandoned shell of Alcatraz had evaporated.
 I went straight into an exhibition of modern art - incongruously placed amid white marble statues from Ancient Greece - and found myself at the entrance to a room the walls of which were hung with heavy black curtains. A tanned, serious young man wearing a green blazer, shirt and tie, did not alter his bearing as he looked up and nodded from behind his carefully arranged desk at the entrance. He was the epitome of constrained guardianship. I crossed the room and sat before the only obvious exhibit, the isolated statue of the bound, titanic Prometheus. Prometheus - the divine trickster and bringer of fire - who unbound, set aflame the seeds of deceit in man and received as a gift from heaven, Pandora, from whose jar escaped all the evils and blessings of humankind.
 I looked up at the beautiful marble form; his right hand held out, open and appealing, his muscular torso flexing against the strain of his bonds. His tensed, curvaceous thighs opposed his confinement. His prodigious genitals - bared by a falling, scanty cloth - were fleshy and succulent, his cock ready to stiffen in the hand of any mortal captured in his spell. I felt a thrill in my stomach, the idea of such a man, such a god, excited me instantly. The thought of being under his power, kneeling at his feet, offering my open mouth to his massive cock, tasting the last drips of his other-worldly semen, begging with tearstained eyes for the ecstasy of his magnificent deceit, set alight in me flames of delight that made me squirm. I imagined myself backing towards his open hand, lifting my buttocks, allowing them to part. I thought of him sliding his fingers in. I saw myself wriggling down on them, feeling their hardness between the soft lips of my flesh that so easily moistened at their touch. I felt a rush of heat across my skin. My cheeks reddened. I drew breath sharply with a sudden gasp.
 'Do you like him?' asked a bright voice from behind. I turned and saw a beautiful young woman. She was slightly built, almost boyish, slim and angular with small, unformed breasts. Her long blonde hair was pulled back tightly into a single heavy plait, exposing all the more her pale skin, full lips and crystal clear blue eyes. She wore a short white vest which bared her shoulders and midriff, a short light blue pleated skirt, and white, slightly soiled trainers.
 'He reminds me of exactly what it is to desire someone, do you not think?' she continued. 'Can I join you?' she asked, sitting down by my side. 'My name is Pia. Do you think my English is very good?'
 I felt instantly drawn to her; she was so open, so easy, so accessible, so Neapolitan. She offered me half of the sticky cinnamon cake she was carrying in a serviette, and quickly got around to telling me about herself. She was Italian, she said, and had been educated at an international school in Turin. She had been married now for six years, and met her husband, Aiden, at school. He had been the first man she'd sex with. He was very good looking, she said. He was an artist; he built artistic installations. For the first few years everything had been perfect, a dream, but, she continued, when dining out on their fifth anniversary they both looked at each other and realised that some of the early sparkle had gone out of their originally exciting marriage.
 'Is it over then?' I asked.
 'No, not at all. In the last year it has become better than ever. We - well Aiden thought of it actually - came up with a way of making our sex life more exciting and it has transformed our relationship.'
 'How?' I asked, looking up again at the statue that still seemed to be straining for freedom above us. 'What did you do?'
 'We decided that ordinary sex was not enough for us. We did all the things that most people do, did it in all the ways everybody knows about - different positions, different places, bondage, spanking, whipping. It was good, but we still thought there were things we were missing and we decided that, whatever they were, we would not miss out on them any more.'
 'It sounds exciting,' I said, moving closer to her.
 'It was, well, more than just exciting, it was fantastic! We made a sort of list of things we could imagine but had not done. It still excites me now when I think about it; writing them down, laughing, feeling embarrassed, wondering if it was possible to do such things. It is still so thrilling!'
 Her clear blue eyes sparkled with excitement. I pulled myself even closer to her. She smelled fragrant, light and delicate. She had the aroma of feint apple blossom. She licked her full lips and they glistened in the stark light of the museum hall.
 'What sorts of things did you think of?' I asked keenly.
 'Well, we started with things like me having sex with another man. First doing it privately, then with Aiden watching. Then Aiden and I had sex together with another man and with a woman as well. We tried all manner of mixtures. Aiden used to like watching me with two men and then with three. Triple penetration, he called it. Three times the fun. A cock in my cunt, one in my mouth and one in my ass. He used to hold his own stiff cock while he watched, and when he was ready to finish he'd come all over my face. It was marvellous; his semen dripping all down my cheeks, my nose, in my eyes, while my mouth was still stuffed with someone else's cock. I still go wet at the thought. So many different sized cocks. I'd not realised there were so many sizes! Some really made me sore. Aiden liked especially watching me sucking, seeing how deep I could get them. I practised swallowing them into my throat, getting the tip wedged tight. It was weird at first, and I always gagged. Aiden said it was great but I should keep trying to hold it there. In the end I could do it. I loved it. Aiden said it was my special skill.
 'As time went on he wanted something more violent. He said pain and pleasure were simply different levels of sensation and that true pleasure could only come from the intensity of pain. He promised it would not hurt, something about "pain being suffused in joy", but it did. To start with it was what he called "throat fucking"; taking a cock in as deep as it would go and having it fuck my throat. It was difficult to start with, the movement so tight I could not stop myself gagging or choking. I used to cry a lot, but Aiden encouraged me, and in the end my tears of anxiety gave way to tears of joy. I used to beg Aiden for more. I'd plead with him to take me to a bar and find someone who would fuck my throat as hard and deep as possible.
 'Everything we did was exciting. But again, as time went on, we found that still none of these things were truly satisfying, none of them were really what we were looking for. One time four of his friends, more acquaintances really, shared me. They tied me to a table, on my back, with my arms and legs stretched over the top and secured to the legs. They kept me gagged except when they wanted to use my mouth for their cocks. They left my panties on and one of them took a pair of scissors and cut the crotch. I felt the cold of the blade against my labia, pressing against the soft flesh, teasing it, thrilling it. I lifted my hips to feel more. I wanted the steel edge rubbed against my clitoris. I widened my eyes, trying to let them know what I wanted, but they ignored me. They took the gag from my mouth only long enough to ram their cocks into my throat as one by one they filled me with spunk.
 'Afterwards Aiden took me up to the roof garden of the apartment and without speaking bent me over the balustrade. He ripped wide the cut in my panties, exposed my anus and in one thrust drove his cock inside. I gasped with the shock as I hung there, my arms dangling downward. I stared giddily to the road below. I felt my head spinning. He drove his cock in several times before finishing, and with his semen lubricating me I felt as if I would slip away and fall helplessly down into the street beneath. On a soft breeze the scent of wild olives and eucalyptus filled my nostrils. Aiden was no longer holding me. I thought I was going to fall. I sobbed as I tensed with an overwhelming convulsion of pleasure. That night I had several orgasms, just lying in bed, just thinking of the danger and terror he had put me in.
 'But still we needed more. Aiden advertised for someone who wanted to take "any pleasures they wish with a beautiful, willing woman". He put the notice up in the Club Athene. We got four replies. It was so exciting; the risk seemed so high, the unknown possibilities so real. We tested each one out. Aiden explained that we both wanted ultimate pleasure and that nothing was prohibited. Each of the four had his own idea about how I could be used, but all of them shared an interest in captivity and humiliation. I was throat fucked a lot, and I was bound, often very tight, and left in dark rooms, or wardrobes or cupboards. Once I was bound and left in an alleyway. Twice I was locked in the trunk of a car. I was often covered in semen and left gagged and bound by the wrists, elbows, knees and ankles. I'd feel their sperm cooling on my skin, getting sticky and dry.
 'But still it wasn't enough. Aiden began failing to turn up at places we'd arranged to meet. Once I was with someone who tied me up and pulled a hood over my head. He left me in the bath in a hotel room. Aiden said he would look out to see when the man left and come and release me. An hour or so after the man left he'd still not turned up. I was left in the cold bath, shivering all night, until a maid came in and found me. I was so frightened. And I felt so humiliated as the maid struggled to release me. Yet even though I felt angry at Aiden I was all the more excited because it had happened. He knew that. I did not even have to say.
 'After that more things turned out the same way. I was left beneath a bridge one night and was found by a tramp. He fucked my mouth and finished all over my face. Another time I was bound beneath a desk in a busy office and kept there all day, fearing being discovered while staff did their jobs, answered the phones. A male cleaner found me that evening and spanked me before letting me go. I was naked when Aiden picked me up, wandering in the street.
 'Things started to become ever more dangerous. I want to stop, but Aiden says it's impossible to go back now. I think I've reached my limit. I don't know if I can go on any more.'
 'What are you going to do?' I asked breathlessly.
 'I don't know. I am supposed to be meeting someone here now. I don't know who it is, but they have arranged with Aiden to have me for a number of days. I'm dreading it. I just do not know what is going to happen. And I am not sure Aiden will come and get me afterwards either. I'm scared, really scared. It's just too risky. Oh, I wish you could help me. Do you think you could help me?'
 I took her shaking hand. I realised how much her story had excited me. I went hot when I thought of the things she had done, what she had been forced to suffer, the risks she had taken. I imagined how Aiden had treated her deceitfully, how he had let her down, left her exposed; threatened, unprotected, in jeopardy. That was what thrilled me so much, the jeopardy she had been put in, the risk, the danger of uncertainty. It seemed the ultimate freedom, being on the edge like that, not being able to trust anyone, or anything, being in peril, unable to rely on or hope for safety or rescue. And I saw in her blue eyes a desperation which also aroused in me a yearning to help, somehow.
 'What can I do?' I asked, holding her hand and putting my other arm around her shoulder. I felt the warmth of her boyish form, her soft fragrance, the heat of her emotion, the delicate energy of her turmoil.
 'If only you could...' she started, tears welling in her clear blue eyes. 'If only you could...'
 'What?' I asked keenly, squeezing her hand to show I was there to help.
 'If only you could... well... take my place. Just this once. I can't stand any more. I really can't. Just this once.'
 I felt my face flushing. I pressed my knees together and felt the wetness of my flesh. I knew what I was going to say. I had no choice. 'I will,' I said, and instantly shivered with excitement. 'Tell me what I must do.'
 She tried to compose herself. 'It is simple,' she said, stifling a sniff. 'Go to the back of the statue, then go behind the curtain and wait. Just that.'
 I could not believe what was happening to me. How something so incredibly exciting could have come to me like this, out of the blue, from nowhere. I got up and looked around. The room was still empty except for Pia and me and the young man at his desk. He did not look up. I nodded to Pia. She looked so beautifully distressed, so delectably pitiful. Her pale wet cheeks glistened with tears. I went behind the statue and slipped between the folds of the heavy black curtains.
 It happened so suddenly. Someone grabbed me from behind and wrapped tape around my wrists. I fell sideways but was caught by someone else. My ankles were taped as well, and I was lifted against a cold marble column and tied to it with rope around my waist. I struggled and shook my head from side to side to see what was going on. Four men stood around me, naked. One held a short leather whip and another a cane. My legs were lifted by two of them and my buttocks exposed. I was caned first, then my legs were forced even higher so that as well as my buttocks the whip found my squeezed labia. I was lowered onto one cock, then another, then a third. Semen ran down over my anus. My ankles were untied, and with my wrists still bound, my clothing torn off, and with semen dripping between my legs, I was led back through the curtain.
 The first thing I saw was Pia. Her teeth gleamed out from a broad smile as she stood amongst a crowd of people. They applauded enthusiastically. I looked up and saw three large television screens already showing a recording of my ordeal. Some of the faces in the crowd sneered at me, and the humiliation sent me into an overpowering delirium of bliss.
 'This is Aiden,' Pia said, still beaming.
 He smiled. 'What art,' he said, turning to the crowd. 'What art.'
 'But make no mistake,' whispered Pia. 'He is completely faithful to me. You are just a plaything, a slut. You are just a prop for his work.'
 I felt Aiden's hand caressing my sore buttocks as he opened them and inserted a fingertip into the warm and responsive flesh of my throbbing cunt. I rose up on his finger and I could tell, from the gentle pressure he exerted that I, not Pia, would soon be welcoming the excitements he already had planned for me.
 


 Chapter 19
 Alcatraz - Imprisoned
 

It was uncomfortable with Pia and Aiden; he was persistent with his attentions, she was continually jealous. One night she caught us together. He had me tied up and on my hands and knees on a chaise longue. He was dressed as an eighteenth century English lord and was thrashing me with a riding crop. It was very painful and Pia was very angry. She snatched the crop from him and flailed at me with it. He had to tie her hands to stop her. He then made her sit and watch as he continued my beating.
 After another week I was overcome with the claustrophobia of it all. I sneaked out for a few hours. It seemed ages since I'd felt free to walk around and think of nothing.
 Boat Trips to Alcatraz a sign proclaimed. Just the place for a fugitive like me. Just the place to get away and be alone. Just the place to think of what I must do next.
 I walked along Fisherman's Wharf to Pier 41 and got onto the Blue and Gold Fleet ferry. I sat next to a young Japanese girl dressed in school uniform: white blouse, blue pleated skirt, sailor's collar with necktie, sloppy white socks and black shoes. The bay was quite rough. Spray was blown up over the side. It made the girl's blouse wet. The shape of her small breasts and her prominent nipples showed through the near transparent cotton.
 The boat rocked from side to side as we were tied up by an energetic youth. I pressed a dollar bill into his hand. He touched his forehead with a finger. I left the guided group I started out with and walked across the old exercise yard. I wondered whose feet had tramped circles around this concrete platform built into the black jagged rocks. I stared up at the broken edges of the surrounding wall. I could easily imagine the shrill barking of the guards as the prisoners were called to order and lined up ready to be marched back to their cells.
 I went back inside and wandered along the main cell block. I looked for the cells of famous occupants - Al Capone, 'Machine Gun' Kelley, Robert 'The Birdman of Alcatraz' Stroud. They were so small, so damp, so claustrophobic. The bars were heavy, so unforgiving, and the armed guards' latticework iron walkways above so ever present, so overbearing. This was a place from which there was nowhere to go. This was a place of ultimate captivity. I shivered at the thought of being incarcerated here. It was a shiver of gloom but it was mixed with a thrilling sense of excitement.
 It was late in the day. I watched the ferry pulling away and heading back across the choppy bay. The Japanese girl was leaning over the stern rail. I walked back into the cell block and found Al Capone's. I looked at the scrappy pictures of his family on the dark back wall. Beneath them a small table made into an altar; two candlesticks, some scattered candles, a figure of Christ, a cross, two rosaries, some wilting flowers in a jam jar. I traced my fingers around the objects; like touching the past. I imagined Al Capone knelt at the altar, begging for forgiveness, praying for absolution from his evil crimes. There was a sudden crash behind me. The cell door slammed shut. I swung round. I saw a shadow - a phantom slipping away on the other side of the bars. I ran to the iron grill and grabbed it. I tried to shake the bars. It was pointless. The door must have weighed a ton, and it was firmly locked!
 My heart pounded. I couldn't catch my breath. The cell seemed even smaller. It was as though the dark damp walls were closing in on me. I shouted out, 'Who's there? Who are you?' My voice echoed down the cell block. 'Hey! The door's locked! Hey!'
 There was no reply. There was a water closet beside the altar table. It had a fixed wooden seat and the vitreous enamel pan was stained and smelly. I sat on it and stared at the cell door. I couldn't believe that someone had locked it. Surely it must be a mistake. Or a joke. But what a joke! I jumped up and grasped the bars of the door again. My heart pounded. My stomach filled with nerves. I was locked in! And I was alone! And I didn't know who was out there!
 The light in the cell block slowly faded. Soon it was pitch dark. I sat on the wooden seat and shivered. There was a rough grey blanket on the small iron framed bed. I pulled it around my shoulders as tears filled my eyes. I couldn't bear the idea of lying on the bed. I felt desperate.
 I didn't know whether or not I slept, but the next thing I remember it was getting light. I heard a scuffling sound outside the door - footsteps. I peered at the bars. I was too frightened to move, too scared even to imagine that I might be freed. A shadow passed behind the bars, then a figure emerged, then a hand reached out of the gloom.
 A shaft of light broke in through a high roof-light above the guards' gangways. It picked up an object. A shaft of light bounced back from it. I was caught in its red reflection. I trembled as the talon-like fingers reached out further towards the bars. The flickering beam of light from the ruby ring told me again that my brief interlude of freedom had suddenly drawn to a close. It was the hand of Dr Harris! I was back in his keeping!
 The last few months flashed through my mind. Those images would be my only distraction from the pain which now lay ahead. Yes, my future contained only suffering and pain, that was certain. But I knew, in truth, I did not want their distraction. What he was going to offer was in fact what I needed. What was going to happen was what I wanted most of all. My cunt warmed at the thought; pain, lack of control, isolation. And yes, most of all humiliation - degrading, debasing, shaming humiliation. All I had heard and seen during my travels would quickly fade. All I had been subjected to would be nothing. At last I was falling into an abyss of the most delectable corruption.
 I was overcome with a surge of delight. A tide of joy swept over me. I wallowed in it, drowned in it. And I realised what was feeding it. It was not simply the feeling in my cunt; the idea of a cock in my mouth, a stream of semen spilling down my throat, the smacking of a hand, the binding of my wrists or ankles. No, it was something more than that - much more. It was the sense of shame that went with being humiliated. It was the degradation, the exposure, the sheer helplessness in the face of deceit. Yes, of course, that particularly delicious ingredient - deceit - was what made it so special, so incredible. It was deceit - being misled, being shown up, being made a fool of - which triggered in me a level of excitement that could not be matched by any other excitement. When the flames of desire burned in me I begged for pain, for constriction, for confinement, but even as my ecstasy was ignited by its heat it was the betrayal that set me on fire. My fingers could induce an orgasm with a simple touch, but the thrill of being cheated, of being hoodwinked by someone else's ensnaring game could induce one without any contact at all. I only had to feel the debasement brought on by another's deceit to feel the irresistible tide of joy drowning me with pleasure.
 Again the images of the past few months flashed through my mind. They testified to my recognition of the terrible sin that was at the heart of my darkness.
 'Move to the back of the cell and bend over,' said Dr Harris' assured voice. 'You have acted very badly, Syra. Make yourself ready for punishment. It will be severe, perhaps unbearable, but you know it is unavoidable.'
 'I am sorry,' I said, but it meant nothing, it was a kneejerk reaction; meaningless. 'I am so sorry,' I said again, but I knew it was only to increase my sense of shame, my humbling disgrace. 'Can you ever forgive me? Am I beyond salvation?'
 I did as he said. I moved to the back of the cell and faced the small altar.
 'Very apt,' he said. 'Stand before the altar. It is an appropriate place for a penitent. Keep your feet together. Bend over and place your hands on your knees. Bow your head.'
 I did as he said.
 'Bow your head!'
 I had forgotten how angry he got if I failed to follow his instructions to the letter. The key clanked in the cell door behind me. It creaked open. I closed my eyes tight and listened to his measured footsteps as he entered and walked across the cold stone floor. Would he use a whip, or a cane? Or would he spank me with his bare hand? Perhaps he would use a school plimsoll.
 I felt his body behind me. He lifted the hem of my short red dress and laid it on my back. I felt his fingers curl around the waistband of my panties. He held them there for a moment. It was an intentional pause. He was giving me time to reflect on my misdeeds. I trembled. He pulled my panties down, slowly, over my bottom, letting the elasticated waistband flex across my taut skin, then down my thighs. He let them rest just above my knees. I felt the coolness of exposure against my pussy lips. I knew he was looking at them, enjoying the oval shape of the squeezed flesh, the dark pink at their centre, the glint of moisture there.
 Everything was silent, nothing moved or happened; it was as if the world had stopped on its axis. Then I heard the swish of his hand. I felt the draught of air it caused as his flattened palm sped towards my upturned buttocks. My future and my past flashed before me. I imagined the pain even before it struck. I wondered if I could stand it. I thought of each blow. How hard? How many? How long before it all ended? I held my breath. I hoped that when he finished with me, when finally he decided I had suffered enough, he would let me suck his cock and drink his sperm.
 His hand smacked loudly. I gasped. His hand came down again. I was thrown against the altar. The figure of Christ rocked on its base. Without lifting my head I watched it coming to rest. I kept my hands on my knees - he had not told me otherwise.
 I counted them to start with, but as the pain from each smack melted into the next I lost track. I did not cry out. I felt the shame; standing like that, not trying to escape, not protesting, absorbing the pain, feeling the pleasure of it.
 He stopped. My bottom felt scorched. It was like an unquenchable fire.
 'Are you sorry for what you have done?'
 'I am,' I said falteringly. 'Yes, I am.'
 'But you know you must suffer more. You know this is not enough. You have been so bad. Syra, my precious Syra. So bad. Now kneel. Lay your chin on the altar of Christ. Look into his eyes and seek his forgiveness.'
 I did as he said without hesitation. My panties were around my ankles. I did not dare allow my feet apart. I winced as I pressed my sore bottom down against my heels. I laid my chin on the edge of the altar table. He placed the candles in each candlestick and lit them. I watched the flickering flames. They were hypnotic.
 He tore my red dress down the back. It ripped easily. He pulled at it a second time. It hung from my shoulders like a rag. I felt ashamed and dirty. I blinked as the candles flickered and spluttered.
 'Now we shall see how hungry you are for redemption, my little Syra. Now we shall find out how much you crave the glory of forgiveness. Open your mouth.'
 I did as I was told. I kept my chin on the altar and opened my mouth.
 'Wider, Syra. Have you lost your appetite for salvation?'
 I forced my mouth as wide as it would go. My jaw ached as I waited. It was like gazing into a bottomless pit; a fathomless, black chasm of nothingness.
 He lifted the figure of Christ and placed it sideways across my gaping mouth. 'Bite down,' he ordered. 'Hold the route to your salvation in your mouth.'
 I bit on the figure. I trembled with fear. It seemed so sacrilegious, so wrong. I closed my lips around the sculptured robes, the open hands - the body of Christ. My saliva ran freely, my cunt flushed with hot moisture. I squeezed my buttocks together as I felt my anus aching and dilating with forceful expectation. I tightened on it and felt its need.
 'You will stay here, like this, until I return. I will be here when the candles finally burn down. Then, and only then, will your penance be served. Only then will I release you.' He picked up one of the spare candles from the altar. 'And you must not move. From now until I release you, you must not move.'
 There was a moment's pause, then I felt the pointed tip of the candle against the dilating ring of my anus. He held it there for a moment, allowing my ass to open properly for it, then he pushed it in. I felt it deep in my rectum and felt its weight tug against the muscular ring that held it in place.
 I bit on the statue. I breathed through my nostrils. I felt the heat of pleasure rising in me. I tried to swallow but could not. My throat felt dry. More saliva ran from my mouth. I felt a sudden jerk in my cunt - a heat, a tremble, a shock. I felt it again - a burst of pleasure, a convulsion of ecstasy.
 Still I did not move. He wrapped one of the rosary chains around the figure in my mouth and secured it behind my head. The other he wound around my wrists after pulling them behind me. I knelt before the altar, panting hard, staring at the flames of the candles which had so far to go before they extinguished. As he left I dared to move; I stretched my fingers enough to reach the candle in my bottom. A massive sensation of delight ran through me. I pressed. I felt its length in my rectum, pulling at the lining. My anus tightened on it, forcing it slightly back. I pressed again and felt the motion outwards as I released it. It tested my ability to hold on. I clenched my teeth into the statue and my spit dribbled, but I did not move again, I did not even think of it, as I stared at the candles and waited for them to burn down. I don't know how long he left me, but I knew when he returned. He did not say anything, but I could tell he was there; I felt his presence. He was watching me, seeing if I made any mistake, making sure I did exactly as he instructed. I fixed my eyes on the candles. They were nearly burned down, guttering and spitting their last. I imagined him releasing me. I could hardly bear to think of it ending.
 I heard shouting in the cell block, banging cell doors, the clatter of heavy boots, the presence of people. They got closer. I wanted to hold my hands over my ears, but I did not move. I did as he had instructed; remained as he had left me, waiting for my release. I was terrified. What was he going to do with me next? What had he arranged? What other punishments had he planned? Could I stand any more? I gripped the statue between my teeth. My chin ran wet with saliva, my ears drummed with the pounding of my veins, my head throbbed with the frustration building in me. The noise got closer. My heart pounded louder. My temples throbbed. I felt dizzy. I felt myself rocking sideways. I opened my eyes wide. I stared hard at the flickering candles. I thought I was going to faint.
 'Step back!' a voice commanded. 'Dr Harris! Step back!'
 It must be a game, I thought. It must be one of his tricks. He was giving me false hope. He was making me feel I'd be released so he could see my disappointment, so he could witness my hopes being dashed. Yes, it was a trick to bring me ultimate delight.
 'Step back, Dr Harris. It's all over. There is nowhere to run.'
 I waited. It seemed hours. I did not dare move. Even when I saw the policemen around me. Even when one of them tried to pull the figure of Christ from my mouth, even then I refused to believe I was safe, refused to accept it could possibly all be over.
 'You're safe now, ma'am,' said the policeman as at last I released my grip on the statue. 'We know it was Dr Harris who killed Professor Harrington. You're safe now.'
 'It's all over, ma'am.' That's what one of the policemen said. 'All over.' But I knew he was wrong. It was far from over. I was safe from prosecution, that was true, and Dr Harris would no longer pursue and punish me. And he would be held responsible for the death of Professor Harrington. So yes, I was free. But still it was not over. It was a strange freedom that left me still feeling like a captive. Something had happened to me, there in the cell, something had changed me permanently. I had experienced a revelation. I had undergone a transformation. I was filled with the sin of what I now knew was driving me. I was consumed by the need I had discovered within me. The deceit, the treachery, the falsity of my tormentor, had brought out the very essence of my need. I was overcome with it; my own sense of evil. It was my own darkness that must be expunged. I had to confess what I'd been doing, suffering, seeking, and I had to tell how much ecstasy I found in the acts which brought me the most humiliation and shame. Only God could save me now - and if he could not, then I could not be saved.
 

The Absolution
 

'...I don't think I can go on, Father.'
 Was it enough? Had I admitted sufficient to release me from my sins? Would my confession warrant absolution?
 I felt his hand upon my head. My heart quickened at his touch. Could I truly be saved? The flat of his hand warmed my scalp. The flat of his hand! Even now I could not stop thinking of it except as an object of the pleasure of pain.
 He spoke softly. 'God the Father of mercies, through the death and resurrection of his Son, has reconciled the world to himself and sent the Holy Spirit among us for the forgiveness of sins. Through the ministry of the Church may God give you pardon and peace, and I absolve you from your sins in the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit. My child, you are cleansed.'
 He had forgiven me. At last I was released. But it was a short-lived sensation of freedom. Straight away I knew it had not stopped.
 I felt a tingling heat in my pussy. I felt moisture on its soft flesh. I could not hold it back - and I did not want to. I did not even want to try any more. The flat of his hand; I could not get the picture of it out of my head. I bit my lip. I knew it had not been enough. It would never be enough. It would never end. I would never be able to draw it to a close. I had so much more to say - so many reasons for saying it.
 'Please, Father,' I said. 'It was not enough. I have something more to confess...'
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