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				Victims

				 

				by Ian Smith

				 

				 

				Heil Hitler!”  Von Paulus smiled to himself as he casually returned the doorman’s smart salute.  Looking into the eyes of the flunky, he saw what he always loved to see in the faces of people looking at him: fear.  They were all afraid of him, and well they might be, for he had a terrible streak of cruelty, an evil twist which led him to savour the pain of the innocent weaklings the glorious German empire now had in its grasp.  And more importantly, he had the power, as a senior general in the all-conquering Wehrmacht, to pick on almost whoever he wanted.

				He would do no picking on people tonight, though, for his role was purely as a spectator, a guest of the Gestapo who, though they might be bitter rivals of the Wehrmacht, invited selected senior officers to demonstrations of their interview techniques on captured French partisans.  Not the men, or the elderly or ugly, who had all information quickly and ruthlessly squeezed out of them and were then either shot or sent to the concentration camps; no, the demonstrations were on the prettiest of wives, girl-friends or daughters, arrested on suspicion of complicity.  They would be saved up, for nights like tonight.

				Von Paulus was led to his seat, one of the boxes in the tiny auditorium.  Before the war, this had been one of Paris’ many small theatres, seating no more than a couple of hundred people.  Now the front of the stage was dominated by two solid poles, about seven feet high and four feet apart, and the wings were filled with all manner of terrible devices which some pretty girl would soon be forced to sample.  In the front seats and the other boxes sat a gathering of other officers, all lower than he, some army and some Gestapo, perhaps fifty in all.  But it was he they had been waiting for.  He gave a signal to the officer standing on the stage, who returned it with a smart salute, and the show began.

				Two hulking guards dragged a terrified girl onto the stage.  Von Paulus leaned forwards eagerly: this one was really beautiful.  Teenage, unquestionably, so probably someone’s daughter; a lovely face, though distorted with terror, with blue eyes, clear complexion, a cute snub nose, lips just made for kissing, and long, curly black hair draping down onto her shoulders just the way he liked it.  She looked as if she came from a pre-war  reasonably affluent lower middle classes, although the simple dress she wore was ragged and dirty.  Her feet were bare.  The guards stood to either side of her, holding an arm each in vice-like grips.  She looked near to fainting with terror.  Von Paulus could already feel his manhood rising.

				The officer fixed the girl with a basilisk stare.  “What is your name, fraulein?”  he snapped in French, his grammar reasonable but his accent appalling to a fluent speaker like Von Paulus.  Such things confirmed the general’s opinion of the Gestapo as unsophisticated, ill-educated thugs, but he kept his views to himself.  He didn’t want to miss nights like tonight!

				“M-Michelle Leclerc, monsieur,” the girl replied with a stammer.  Her voice was thin and shaky, and she was shivering with fear.

				“Your parents were arrested last week for crimes against the Fatherland.  We wish to know the names of their accomplices.”

				“M’sieu, please, they are innocent, and so am I... ”

				He stepped closer to her, and his hand whiplashed across her face.  “Not true!  They are enemies of the state, and so are you!”

				She sobbed, but Von Paulus could see a vein of courage there, as the girl asked: “please, m’sieu...  what has happened to them, and my brothers?”

				Probably on their way to camps, and separate ones at that, Von Paulus thought.  He wondered how long before the girl became an orphan.  Perhaps she could be adopted?  He could find plenty of uses for her, and such things were not unknown... 

				“That is not our concern,” the officer snapped.  “Who did they consort with?”

				“We are all innocent, I swear!”

				The officer nodded to the two guards.  They moved the girl forward until she stood between the two poles, which were securely bolted to the stage floor.  Short chains hung from them, and a few moments later Michelle’s wrists were shackled to them, making her raise her arms to shoulder height and forcing them away from her body.   Her weak protests of “no, no, please” were of course totally ignored.  Once she was secure, one thug stood behind her and grasped her dress.  There was a loud ripping sound, and the tattered remains fell away from her.  Now only a prim-looking bra and cami shorts, both articles a faded and worn white, concealed her charms.  She didn’t look like the sort of girl to appear in only  underclothes before fifty men, but her mind was distracted, her eyes staring at the long whip one of her captors had produced from somewhere.  

				Von Paulus looked approvingly at the nubile, semi-naked body: despite her youth, the breasts were well developed, whilst the stomach was trim, the thighs free of fat, and the skin, though pale, smooth and unblemished.  Not unmarked for long, he thought.  She stared at the whip, hypnotised by it like a rabbit in from of an oncoming truck.  No doubt the fact that so large a percentage of her skin was now bare, and therefore highly vulnerable to the thick snake-like leather, would not have escaped her.

				One of the two thugs had taken the whip, and moved behind her.  Michelle had watched him as she struggled hopelessly to free herself, unable to take her eyes off the dreaded implement, until she could no longer turn her head far enough to keep him in sight.  Once the thug with the whip was out of her sight, she could only turn back to face her interrogator.  “Please... ”

				There was the sound of the leather swinging through the air, and then a loud crack as it impacted on her back.  Michelle’s body jerked forwards, and she threw back her head and screamed in pain.  Gradually the shriek died down, then rose again as a second stroke landed.  Once again, just as the noise was coming to an end, the guard sent the whip slashing into the girl’s back for a third time.  By now the scream was becoming a little breathless, but as it faded, there was no further stroke, not for the moment anyway.  Von Paulus studied the victim’s face, drinking in the details.  The blue eyes were wide open, the nostrils flared, the mouth agape.

				“Please, m’sieu,” came a sobbing, cracked voice, “what do you want to know?”

				“The names of your family’s accomplices in treason.”

				“There was no treason, m’sieu, we are loyal to the Reich... ”

				Von Paulus smiled, enjoying that one.  As French citizens, there was absolutely no reason why her family should be loyal to the German Third Reich, but of course it was nevertheless expected of them.  The Gestapo officer, doubtless oblivious to such subtlety, moved closer to the still sobbing girl.

				“You deny your treason?”

				“M’sieu, please, we are loyal... ”

				“Turn her around.  Let the audience see the target.”

				The part of the stage on which the poles stood was a giant turntable, which before the war had probably been used for quick scene changes.  Now it was moved around so that the girl’s back was to the assembled men.  Von Paulus regretted seeing the face go out of sight, but the compensation was that lovely young back, now marked with three livid red weals which went diagonally from left hip to right shoulder.  She must be in dreadful pain from them, and the moment when the whip actually struck must be even worse.  And more such moments were approaching.  Michelle was pleading feebly for mercy, but the officer was silent.  The guard lined himself up, and swung the whip round in a wide horizontal arc, this time aiming to lash across the buttocks.

				There was another sharp crack.  The leather went straight through the thin, gossamer cami-knickers, leaving a wide rent in the material through which two firm, youthful cheeks peeped, now decorated by a new red line.  Whilst Michelle was still in mid-scream, another stroke, just a couple of inches lower, whiplashed across her bottom.  A second, parallel tear in the undies appeared.  Her shriek raised an octave and a decibel or two; when it eventually died down, her shoulders could be seen heaving with her crying.

				

				The officer walked around her until he stood in front of her.  “Shut up,” he ordered sharply, and such was her terror of the whip that she obeyed, reducing the noise to loud sniffles.  “So, you claim you are loyal to the Reich?”

				“Yes, m’sieu,” she gulped between sobbing.

				“We will test this.”  He signalled to the two guards.  “Release her.”

				The chains were unlocked, and Michelle almost collapsed to the floor.  She looked petrified with fear, as well she might: not only was there the threat of more mind-boggling pain from that whip, but she knew that her life was at stake, and in her hands too was the fate of her family: whilst she might not be able to save them, an admission of guilt most certainly could condemn them.  And yet how long could she withstand that whip?

				“Go to the front of the stage and face your audience.”

				She obeyed, wincing as she moved.  Those weals must really be giving her hell, Von Paulus thought.  Compared to that and her fear, the consideration that she was semi-naked in front of over fifty German soldiers was a minor one, but as she stood there, hands on head in response to his order, the fact must have registered to at least some degree.  Von Paulus wondered if she was a virgin; the majority of French girls of her age and social class tended to be, he had found.  It would, of course, not be difficult to ascertain later.

				“If you are loyal to the Reich, you must agree that you belong to it body and soul, ready to give anything for the greater glory of the National Socialist state,” he announced.

				“Yes, m’sieu,” she whispered, her throat dry.

				“Remove your brassiere.”

				She looked over her shoulder at him for a moment, and Von Paulus caught the plea in her eyes, but the Gestapo man affected not to notice the look.  Now miserably very much aware of the rows and rows of men with greedy eyes in front of her, but still in much greater fear of that whip, she reached behind her back and unclipped the bra, letting it fall away.  Her chest was excellent, with all the firmness of youth.  Her face was very red, but she put her hands back on her head as instructed.  Compared to the whip, such degradation was minor, even in front of fifty men.

				“Get those knickers off, too.”

				She hurried to obey, lowering the torn shorts over her hips and stepping out of them after they had dropped to around her ankles, revealing an inviting pussy liberally decorated with curly black hair.  Once more she stood, hands on head, completely naked like a common prostitute, in front of members of the army which had conquered her country and taken her family from her.  How she must hate them.

				The Gestapo officer snapped his fingers and gestured to one of the two accomplices, who stepped forward with a pair of handcuffs.  Michelle’s hands were pulled behind her and locked together.  She struggled a little, instinctively, but knowing that she could not prevent it and also worried that too much resistance might bring the whip down on her back once more.  And yet, whatever reasons they had for wishing her restrained, could not be good news for her.  The officer strolled forward to stand in front of her.  With her shoulders forced behind her, the girl’s firm young breasts jutted out prominently, rising and falling slightly with her laboured, frightened breathing.  The other guard stood nearby, and Von Paulus noticed that he had exchanged the long whip for a riding crop.

				“Now then, Fraulein, the names of the associates of your family in the Resistance?”

				She was being asked to condemn friends and neighbours to the concentration camps.  Whether or not they were guilty would, of course, be irrelevant: fair trials, and indeed any trials, were now largely a thing of the past.  He watched her summon her reserves of courage.  “M’sieu, I promise you, we know nobody in the Resistance!”

				“Liar!”

				He nodded to the guard behind her, who grasped her arms, holding her in an iron grip.  As the officer stepped back, the other guard moved forwards.  Michelle stared horrified at the second guard, seeing the riding crop in his hand, knowing it was for use on her.  Her breathing was shallow and rapid now, on the verge of hysteria.  She wriggled and twisted in the other ape’s grip, but without moving more than a few inches.

				The guard with the crop swung it in a short, fast horizontal arc, and it bit into her belly, eliciting a fresh cry of anguish, following it up moments later with a second stroke just a few inches lower.  Then he stood back for a moment, letting the pain sink home before resuming.  Two straight, ridged lines were already appearing.  They were far less vivid than the whip strokes, but were clearly visible even so.  The guard slashed the crop across the girl twice more, this time lower, on the fronts of her thighs.  Moments later, as she incoherently babbled for mercy, short twin ridged welts appeared on the front of those thighs, like two equals signs in some strange mathematical equation.  The guard stepped forward again.  Michelle shrank before him, cringing, fearful.  Von Paulus smiled.  As he was no stranger to these interrogations, and as the Gestapo were not blessed with great imagination, he could predict where the last two strokes would go.  Across the breasts.  When they did, they drew forth her loudest scream yet, and her jack-knifing body made her boobs bounce around despite their firmness in a wonderful display of her femininity.

				It was some time before Michelle had calmed down sufficiently to be questioned once more.  Von Paulus was beginning to have respect for her fortitude: by now, most women (guilty or innocent) had surrendered and were busy naming whoever the interrogators asked them to; this one was pleading, grovelling for mercy, but still refusing to admit the guilt of her family or implicate anybody else.  It would be a shame to see this splendid spirit wither and die in Auschwitz - to say nothing of the lovely body, of course.

				“Are you ready now to talk, fraulein?”

				“M’sieu, I swear we are all innocent,” the girl said between sobs.  Tears were rolling down her face as she addressed a desperate plea to the men in the audience: “help me, somebody, I beg you!”

				

				

				The officer smiled.  “You see before you,” he told her, “some of the cream of the glorious German army.  And they see you,” he added, reminding her of her nudity, but it was a minor point compared to the pain.  Still, he was determined to exploit it.  “Are you a virgin, fraulein?”

				“Yes, m’sieu,” she replied quietly and apprehensively.  She was only too aware that this could easily be checked, and indeed the situation altered, right here and now.

				“You will realise,” the interrogator said silkily, “that fighting a war, even against a weak country like France, creates tension in our soldiers, who are far far away from their homes and wives.  Such tension needs sexual release.  You are quite attractive, and unsoiled.  Perhaps you would like to do your part to aid the Reich by volunteering as a sex slave for our deserving troops?”

				It was an amusing thought, but Von Paulus was beginning to have other ideas.  As the wretched girl coloured and began to feebly plead her innocence once more, he caught the eye of the interrogator and shook his head.  Unnoticed by the girl, the interrogator acknowledged the signal.  Von Paulus saw irritation and disappointment in the man’s eyes, but Gestapo or not, he would not argue with a top-ranking general.  Von Paulus had decided that this brave little girl would receive her sexual initiation in his bed this night.  Perhaps, in a week’s time when he went back to the front, she might be made available for the other soldiers... 

				The interrogator obediently changed course, without giving any hint that he had received orders to do so.  “Or perhaps, fraulein, you are now ready to talk?”

				She shook her head, protesting her innocence once more, which he brushed aside.  “Spread your legs,” he ordered harshly.  The girl shook her head defiantly for a moment, but when he picked up a many-thonged short whip she hastily and shamefacedly did so.  The first guard was still firmly holding her by her arms, and now the second moved behind her as well and grasped both ankles, forcing her legs considerably wider still.

				

				The officer stood in front of her once more as she shivered in fresh fear.  “If you don’t want some good German sausage up your passage,” he grated, “then you can have some of this instead!”

				As he said it, he swung the multi-tailed weapon up between her legs.  She yelled in pain as it stung her, and began to struggle again, but she was held fast.  Another stroke landed, and another, and another.  Six in total.  When he had finished, the inside of her thighs and around her pubic zone were all bright red, but it was the lips themselves under the covering of curly black hair which had taken the worst of the abuse.  They must be smarting unbelievably, Von Paulus thought, and would be a constant distraction for some time.

				After another pause to allow her to regain a little of her composure, the interrogator spoke once more.  “If you had admitted your guilt sooner,” he said mildly, “none of this would have happened to you.”  This was of course quite untrue: her beauty had condemned her to this night of torment.  “Maybe now you will tell us what we want to know.”

				And still she did not break!  “I swear,” she mumbled, “this is all a mistake... ”  Her voice was quiet, but Von Paulus could still hear her.  His respect for her continued to grow.

				The interrogator was getting a little impatient, which he concealed with an effort.  “Perhaps, since you have declined the offer to be of sexual service to our men, you would prefer to be dressed once more,” he suggested.  In her current state of pain, this was largely irrelevant, and she made no reply, but he still nodded to the guard who had been holding her legs and said, “find her something to wear.”

				The guard went away for a minute, and returned with what looked like unusually large and rather ugly metal earrings, four of them.  Each had a metal clip, from which a heavy gray ornament hung on a very short chain.  The ornaments were all animals.  Again Von Paulus knew what was coming.  The interrogator took one of the things, and reached out and grasped the girl’s breast.  It was probably the first time in her life that she had been touched there by a man, but her mind was more on the sudden pain as the clip bit into her nipple.  She gasped in pain, and gasped again when he released the ornament, which dropped in free fall for a couple of inches before the chain brought it to a halt, tweaking her nipple as it did so.  Still in pain from that, she watched fearfully as he picked up the second ornament, knowing where it would go, and sure enough there was another gasp of pain a second later as her other breast received its matching decoration.  Taking the third ornament, he knelt down in front of her, and the second guard grasped her ankles once more.  There was an “ooh” of pain as this one was attached to one of her sex lips, just visible beneath the thick curls of hair, and soon after the other lip was similarly adorned.  Von Paulus could see both lips stretched out of their usual position.  This would be very painful in a most sensitive place, made even more sensitive by her recent whipping there.

				The guards moved her back to the two poles, unlocking the handcuffs.  This time she was made to stand on a stool whilst her wrists were locked higher up than before, then one by one her legs were also locked to it, so that she was now spread-eagled, with her toes about six inches off the floor.  Every movement during this time had made the dangling ornaments sway, with highly unpleasant consequences for her.

				The interrogator then produced a thick metal rod.  At one end, an electrical cable trailed away to some power source at the back of the stage, whilst at the other end was an exposed wire.  He flicked a switch.  “Your jewellery is made of iron, as are the clips, fraulein,” he explained.  “Iron, as you may know, conducts electricity very effectively.”  As he said this, he touched the exposed wires to one of the breast ornaments.  Von Paulus could see a little blue spark flicker.

				“Arrrrooo!”  Michelle’s voice reverberated around the theatre.  He touched the other breast ornament, gaining a similar response, and then each of the lower ornaments.  Each time Michelle yelped in pain as the current flowed through her body and into the earthed chains on the poles.  For a minute or two he went round touching each of the iron figurines in random order, each touch causing a blue spark and a squeal of anguish from Michelle.

				Eventually he put the device away, although the weights hanging from her nipples and sex lips remained in place.  “Now, perhaps, you would like to talk?”

				The wretched girl was no longer capable of sentences, but she still held out.  “Innocent,” she muttered vaguely.

				The interrogator’s patience was at an end.  He ordered the two guards to pick up whips, and all three of them began to lash the writhing young woman from all angles.  The whips were lighter than the one which had caused the livid weals at the start of her ordeal, but still gradually turned her flesh red and bruised.  Where they overlaid the weals themselves, which was frequent, they drew forth particularly anguished cries.  Michelle twisted and turned in her bonds, but there was no escape.  Her voice eventually went hoarse from screaming, but when the officer called a halt and asked her once more for names, she still managed to mutter in a rasping voice, “don’t...  know...  anyone.”  Enraged, the man lifted his whip once more.

				Von Paulus had seen enough.  The girl’s courage was marvellous, and she deserved some reward for it.  He stood up, and in a voice dripping with authority announced, “enough.”

				But in his rage, the Gestapo man ignored him, and brought his lash down on Michelle’s now raw back.  His two henchmen blindly followed.  “I said, enough!”  roared Von Paulus, but when there was still no response he had to signal to some of the Wehrmacht men below, who stepped up onto the stage and physically restrained them.

				Furious that his orders had not been immediately obeyed, Von Paulus descended to the stage.  Much of that fury conveyed itself in his stare at the offending interrogator and his henchmen, who quivered with fear.  “When I give an order, I expect it obeyed at once!” he thundered.

				“I am sorry, Herr General, I did not hear... ”

				

				“Then we shall improve your hearing.  Tomorrow night, you shall endure the same as you gave out tonight; and then, to ensure that in future you do not gain so much pleasure from your work, you will all three be castrated.  Take them away.”  The three white, stunned, trembling men were led away.  Von Paulus felt nothing but contempt for them.  He intended to be as good as his word, and he was also considering inviting the girl to carry out the castration herself - perhaps naked, to give them a final reminder of what they would be missing afterwards.  And of course, there would be no anaesthetic.

				He turned to the nude wench, now released from her chains and held up, rather than held, by two of his men.  This close, the sight of her welts and weals and battered body made him nearly come on the spot, but he was equally overwhelmed once more by her fortitude.  The ornaments still dangled from her stretched and abused tits and pussy, and he reached to unclip them.  She yelped in fresh agony as the first was removed, revealing a red and swollen nipple with fierce indentations from the clip, but she did not pull away as he removed the others, knowing that they had to come off and trying to keep her shrieks down to gasps.  As he did it, he stared into her eyes, red with tears and dulled with pain, but the spark of determination that had won him over was still there.  That was good, because she would suffer further from those wounds tonight as she lay in his bed, being raped by him, but tomorrow he would have those welts bathed and treated, and although she would have to share his bed for the rest of the week, he would not add to them if she co-operated.  He would even do his best to locate her family and have them freed.  And then, at the end of that week, when he returned to the front, he would release her, too.  Then he would become the soldier again, forgetting all else except capturing his target, the one city standing between Germany and victory against Russia.

				A city called Stalingrad.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				The Dark Horse

				 

				By Jazz

				 

				 

				I really hated working for ‘Petra’s Parties’; it was a total waste of my landscaping skills but I really needed the money.  Most of the clients were pleasant enough but the other waitresses were a right miserable bunch, making the whole affair even more unbearable.

				“We’ve a booking up at the Grange next month,” explained Petra, as we all cleared up the mess from the Mayors reception.

				“The Grange?  That’s Allan Jones’s place, we did that last year,” moaned Sally.

				“My cousin Niki dated him for a while, the kinky sod wanted to tie her to the bed,” explained Jenny, rather indignantly.

				“No man would ever tie me up!” declared Sally.

				Julie and I exchanged knowing glances, as we finished clearing away the tables.

				“I suppose it wouldn’t bother you!” sneered Jenny, catching sight of my expression.

				“Each to their own,” I replied, confidently.

				“Soft bitch!” she scowled.

				Petra drove Julie and I home in the van, by the time we arrived it was two in the morning.

				After a quick shower and a stiff drink we went into the bedroom.

				Most Friday and Saturday nights were spent with one or other of us in tight love bondage.  Although it wasn’t my turn, I was too exhausted to put up a struggle as Julie shoved me on to the bed and tightly roped my legs together.

				“It’s your - .”

				She cut my feeble protest short by tying a teacloth between my lips.

				“Pleasant dreams,” she giggled, rolling me over and securing my arms to my waist.

				Our restraint games were normally quite involved, we loved to dress for the occasion but tonight it all seemed too much effort, even the normal routine for washing up a pile of clean dishes to make the gags nice and damp was dispensed with.

				“Breakfast at ten?” she asked, tying another teacloth tightly over the first one, squeezing my lips between the unusually dry linen.

				Equipping me with a gloriously tight tit-tie and a teacloth blindfold, Julie enabled me to enjoy the rest of the night in splendid bondage isolation.  Although there would be no fulfilling sessions with the strap-on or Julie’s favourite vibrator, I was more than content to get straight to sleep.

				The alarm woke us at nine on Saturday morning.  Julie sauntered over, released my bonds and untied the cloths from around my face.

				After a good soak in the bath, we nattered over coffee and toast, agreeing our plans for the weekend.  Julie had ordered a black rubber dress from the shop in Bristol so we packed the picnic hamper and decided to make a day of it.

				She ended up spending a small fortune on the dress and a matching black rubber hood-gag.  After paying for my car to be serviced, all I could afford this month was a dozen washing lines from the ironmongers.

				“Can we try out this stuff in Copnor Woods?”  Julie asked, flashing her soft blue eyes and peering over her glasses.

				“It’s a bit risky outside.”

				“Paul showed me an old woodmans hut on the south side, hardly anyone knows about it,” she giggled, determined to get her own way.

				“Oh all right then,” I replied, resigned.

				No one could resist that calculated ‘little girl lost’ glance over the top of her glances.  She always managed to give an impression of being such a submissive lass but I knew a different side of her!

				Paul and Julie had been friends for over two years years, there was no sexual bond between them but he was the only man that she trusted well enough to tie her up.  He was about six foot five with a beautiful head of long curly hair and gorgeous deep brown eyes.  As he never seemed to show much interest in female company, I assumed that he was gay, although I had no real knowledge of any of his friends or his sexual preferences.  Paul came to ‘see to her’ as he called it about once a fortnight, he would take Julie into her bedroom or up to the loft after she had tied up and gagged me.  He stayed throughout the night in the spare room to keep an eye on us, checking and tightening our bonds when necessary.

				Occasionally I would return home to find Julie deep in a bondage session with one or more of her many female friends, usually it was one of them all trussed up and gagged but once in a while she would play the “victim”in a housewife and burglar scenario.  She loved putting up a hell of a fight and would struggle vigorously, making out that she didn’t want the tight ropes and gags in place!

				After a rather long tedious drive we arrived at Copnor Woods car-park, I locked up the Volvo and we followed the track for about a mile or so to our favourite secluded picnic spot.

				“The hut’s just behind those old oak trees,” Julie explained enthusiastically, changing into the rubber dress.

				I spread out the tablecloth while she set out the food and opened the wine.  I had a small glass leaving the rest of the bottle for Julie.  As we tucked into the superb salads she made many suggestions regarding how I was to tie her up.

				The strong wine had the desired effect, before she had got to the bottom of the bottle, my unusually submissive pal was laid beside me in a light sleep!

				I swiftly bound her from head to toe with the washing line, as she loved having her arms tightly tied behind her back, I placed them in the required position.  She groaned contentedly as I tied the final knot around her wrists.

				“I’ve put the ho -.”

				Stuffing a gingham napkin in her mouth and wrapping the hood over her face, I silenced my neatly tied bundle.

				“Nnnnnnnnnn,” she whimpered, adjusting the mouth packing with her tongue, as I tidied her ginger curly locks then zipped and strapped the hood tightly over her head.

				It took some effort to drag my bondaged pal through the dense undergrowth and into the old hut.  Inside the rather spooky shack there was a stout wooden upright supporting the roof so I hoisted her up on to her feet and using more of the washing line, tightly tied her to it.  She looked fantastic, the ropes were really taut and neat, her tightly bound rubber clad tits were a sight to behold!  It was quite a success considering this was my first attempt at a post tie.

				“See you later,” I teased, running my fingers over her tit-tie.

				“Nnnppppffnnnnnnnnnnn,” she snorted through the nose vent, pushing her tongue against the extremely efficient gag.

				What she didn’t know, was that Paul had given me a key to the hut, so I gave her a final check over, locked up and called him on my mobile.

				“She’s well secured Paul.”

				“You sure?”

				“Oh yes, there’s no way she’s going to get free from this one,” I chuckled, confidently.

				“Good.”

				“What time can you get here?”

				“About six?”

				“OK, bye.”

				His voice sounded really seductive over the phone, I felt a ice cold shiver run down my spine as I replaced the handset in my handbag.

				It was a boiling afternoon, so I changed into my denim cut-off skirt and bikini top then laid out where we had our picnic.

				It was now nearly seven.  Surely he hadn’t forgotten?

				“I was delayed on the fuckin’ Motorway,” fumed Paul, walking briskly towards me.

				“Never mind,” I replied quietly, trying to calm him.

				He wore just a pair of tight black lycra shorts and white trainers, a large sports bag was slung over his shoulder.  God he looked horny, the bulging profile of his huge erection clearly visible behind the tight material.  As he normally chose rather unflattering loose fitting clothes, this was the first time I’d noticed how well built he was!

				“Warm enough for you?” he asked, sounding a little more relaxed.

				“Fabulous isn’t it,” I responded, getting to my feet.

				“She still in there?”

				“Yes, Julie has no idea that you are here so make the most of it,” I chuckled, eager to see what stringent position his expert ropework would place her in.

				My heart pounded as he winked and beckoned me towards the hut.  I unlocked the door and crept in.

				“Hi Julie, you still comfortable?” I asked, hardly able to contain my giggling as Paul quietly followed me inside.

				“Nnnnnnnnn,” she hummed contentedly, straining against the tight ropes.  Paul seemed rather impressed with my tying and gave me an approving thumbs up sign as he moved towards my unsuspecting prisoner.

				Seated on the dusty floor, I watched enthusiastically as he released Julie from the post, tied her into a exceptionally compact ball-tie and hoisted her towards the ceiling with a rope slung over the roof beam.  Apart from occasional squelching sounds as she chewed on the saliva soaked napkin, Julie remained virtually silent as Paul tied and checked the knots.

				He grinned at me and hitched the end of the rope to a cleat on the post.

				“Is that you under there Ginge’?” he teased, rubbing his large hands all over her rubber clad face.

				“Gnnpppfffffffffffff,” she whimpered, recognising his deep husky voice.

				Paul totally ignored Julie’s struggling and turned towards me.

				“You fancy some of the same?” he offered.

				He had never shown any interest in me before so I was more than a little apprehensive.

				“Er? -  Er? -  I suppose so,” I replied, sheepishly.

				

				I’ve brought yards of rope to secure you and plenty of clean damp teacloths to gag you,” he cooly explained, opening his bag.

				“Right, strip off and get on the blanket,” he commanded, as my heart raced with anticipation.

				I cast aside my earlier concern, carried out his instructions and laid on my stomach with my hands clasped behind my back, eagerly surrendering to his suggestion.  Shit, did he tie tight!

				“Open wide,” he ordered, tying a thick teacloth cleave gag murderously tight between my lips, forcing my jaws wide apart.

				Two more were just as tightly tied in place, one as an over-mouth gag and the other as a blindfold.

				“I’ve got some work to do on my lap-top, see you later,” he chuckled, tying a rope over my already effective gag.

				I struggled and strained for all I was worth but there was absolutely no point, his expert tying was not budging an inch and this superb gag was stuck fast!

				After what seemed like an eternity, he returned.  From the strange noises coming from Julie, I surmised that she was being released.

				“Ggggnnpppuh, ppppp.  Oh Paul!!  That was divine, nobody ties like you do.”

				“I try my best,” he whispered.

				“I lost count of the orgasms I had!” she exclaimed.

				“The motor-home is parked next to Karen’s Volvo, go take a shower,” he suggested, seeming pretty keen to get rid of her.

				“Thanks love, I’ll see you later.”

				“Gnnnpppfffppppfffffff,” I protested, as he paced slowly around me.

				I wondered what he was up to.  Why was he so eager for Julie to go, was he going to put me in a ball tie and hoist me to the roof?

				“Right let’s see to you my dear, eh,” he declared sarcastically, rolling me over on my back, untying my legs and removing the blindfold.

				 As my eyes adapted to the dim light I could clearly see that he was now bollock naked!

				

				“You want “Jack” or the real thing,” he teased, kneeling over me, with Julie’s huge vibrator in his left hand.

				“Gnnpppff,” I whimpered, trying to explain that it was him I wanted inside me.

				I’d never regarded Paul this way before but I was completely mesmerised by his deep brown lustful eyes as they stared into mine.

				“You sure - ?” he teased, slowly rolling a condom over the full length of his magnificent glistening erection.

				Hoping he would leave the rest of my bonds and this fabulous tasting damp gag in place, I readied myself for the pleasure to come!

				Paul lifted the cloth from my neck, nibbled at my shoulder and gently entered my sex hole.

				 “Gnnpppfffffffnnnnnaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa!!”

				He took me hard and fast, driving his enormous cock deep into my dribbling pussy until his balls pressed against my arse.  I’ve been fucked, screwed and shafted before but this was the first time a fella had ever made love to me, he made sure I reached a superb climax before withdrawing.  My tongue tingled, my teeth itched and every cell in my body seemed to be on fire!

				“Was that what you wanted?” he whispered, gently kissing my forehead and rubbing his huge hands over my still tight gag.

				“Gnnpppfff,” I nodded, indicating it was time for him to remove the cloths.

				“Oh no!  Not yet lass, the whole night is ahead of us,” he laughed, retying my legs.

				“Gnnpppffnnnnnnnnnnnn!!”  

				“Quiet, or I’ll replace your blindfold!” he said sternly.

				In spite of my continuous gag-muffled protesting he calmly zipped himself into a one piece black tracksuit and meticulously brushed his shoulder length curly hair.

				I stared hard at him, begging for my release but he just continued with his grooming and smiled knowingly back at me. It wasn’t so much that I needed to be free of my bonds, I just wanted to throw my arms around his broad hairy chest to show my appreciation of his love-making.

				“Just lay still an’ enjoy yourself lass,” he chuckled.

				“Hi Paul, tie me again and shove “Jack” where he belongs,” pleaded Julie, bursting in the door, looking fresh from her shower.

				“Be patient lass, let me finish with Karen,” he chuckled, kneeling down and placing me in a strict hog-tie.

				Julie removed her pale green dressing gown, laid down beside me, thrust the vibrator deep inside her pussy and prepared herself for Paul’s expertise with the rope.

				He equipped my willing pal with an extremely tight crotch tie to hold the humming machine in place then, grinning like fury, he bound, gagged and hog-tied her.

				“Rather a neat pair,” he scoffed, tying a rope over Julie’s gag.

				“Nnnnnpppfffff!” we complained, as he locked the door behind him. 

				Thrashing and rubbing our bound-up tits together we brought each other to a superb climax, “Jack’s” battery had long since gone flat!

				We were left for bloody hours, trying in vain to loosen one another’s ropes and cloths.  As the evening sun began to set I wondered if the crafty bastard was ever coming back! 

				“Sorry for the delay, it’s such a beautiful evening for a walk.  I’d better make you comfortable for the night,” he scoffed, releasing my hog-tie.

				He totally ignored our intense muzzled complaints as he untied the ropes that secured Julie’s wrists to her ankles. 

				“Quiet,” he ordered.

				“Gnnpppppffnnnnnnnn!” we protested, as he swept a clean patch on the floor and laid out his sleeping bag.

				“Quiet or I’ll hoist you both up in a suspended ball-tie for the night,” he threatened, pointing to the roof trusses.

				We both knew he would be more than willing to carry out his threats so we decided that any further objections would be futile and result in an extremely uncomfortable night.

				“Alright ladies, I’ll change your gags,” he chuckled, searching through his bag.

				Our crafty captor removed the soaking cloths from our mouths, replaced them with fresh ones then covered us over with a thick blanket.  Realising that we had been the victims of a double deception, Julie and I stared at each other in disbelief as he strapped a rubber harness over her gag.

				“Nnnnpppffff,” she whimpered, shaking her head from side to side.

				“Behave yourself or I’ll shove a ball-gag in your mouth instead,” he ordered.

				He presented me with exactly the same arrangement, the tight strap forced the cloth deep into my mouth, making any effort at speech completely unintelligible.

				“Ggnnppff,” I whined, twisting my neck, trying to ease the tension in the gag, as he slowly walked away.

				“I’ll give you a call at six,” he teased, zipping up his sleeping bag.

				Julie and I were accustomed to spending a night tightly bound and gagged but neither of us managed to get much sleep, what with the bloody wind rustling in the trees and the eerie cries of a lonely dog fox.  We did however, manage to experience a couple of fabulous orgasms in our tight restraint!

				My brief attempt at catching another short nap was disturbed, as Paul hoisted Julie up on to his shoulder and carried her out into the early morning mist.

				It must have been over an hour before he returned.

				“That’s got her washed, fed and sorted,” he explained, bending down to remove my harness and gag.

				“Wnppff, puh, ppff, - what have you done with her?” I asked, exercising my aching jaws.

				“Don’t worry, she’s all trussed up, gagged and blindfolded in the boot of your car.”

				“Oh, good.  Er, yesterday, was that a dream or -?”

				“That was no dream lass,” he whispered softly, as he started to untie my bonds.

				It took some time for him to release me, all my struggling last night had tightened the knots even more.

				“I’m dying for a pee love, excuse me,” I mumbled, pushing past him and out of the door to empty my bladder.

				“Oooaah!,” I groaned contentedly, as I squatted down to relieve the pressure.

				I felt at a loss of what to say, I knew now that I fancied Paul like crazy but I wasn’t sure exactly what feelings he had for me.

				“Your tying yesterday was bloody superb, I nev -.”

				“Hi Paul!”

				My attempts at thanking him for the incredible experiences were interrupted by the loud intrusion of a tall blonde leather-clad biker.

				“This is Jenny, my step-sister, I’ve arranged for her to drive your car back,” Paul calmly announced.

				“What for?!  I’m quite capable -.”

				“Not from the boot,” he interrupted.

				Before I realised what they were up to, I was pushed to the floor and bound hand and foot!

				“I’ve used all the teacloths, have you brought anything for a gag!?”

				“I’ll find something suitable,” Jenny replied, digging into her jacket pocket.

				“Gnppff,” I remonstrated, as she stuffed a large handkerchief in my mouth, and tied the red bandanna from around her neck between my lips.

				“There you are my dear, that should give you something to bite on,” she teased, tying the final knot at the back of my neck.

				“Gggnnnnppppffff!”

				“Not bad Jenny,” Paul laughed, tying a scarf over my eyes.

				I was starving hungry but all I had received in sustenance for the last twelve hours or more was the taste of cloth in my mouth!

				“Shove those ropes and cloths in the bag and lock the door lass,” he asked, hoisting me on to his shoulder.

				Paul carried me to the car as Jenny followed behind.

				I wondered how they would explain my roped-up predicament, if someone else had come across them walking along the track!?

				

				“Open the boot sis’, there’s room for two,” he joked, slinging me down beside Julie.

				“I’ll fix the Yamaha to the rack of the motor-home, you can drive Karen’s car, if you like,” suggested Jenny, as she slammed the boot closed.

				“OK love, I’ll see you in about an hour then.”

				We writhed about in the cramped space trying to find a relatively comfortable position for the long bumpy journey.

				Julie and I had enjoyed our rope and gag games in, on and under the bed, up in the loft and once or twice on the kitchen worktop but this was our first experience in the boot of a car.  I could tell from her contented moaning that she too was enjoying every second of the trip.  From the smell and feel of her, Paul had used the new rubber hood-gag to silence her.

				At last, we stopped.  The boot lid opened, we were hauled out and stood up behind the car.  Paul removed my gag and blindfold then untied the ropes while Jenny did the same for Julie.

				“Go an’ freshen up but don’t be long, breakfast is nearly ready,” he explained, escorting us through the huge kitchen and up the stairs.

				“Bloody hell, doesn’t he tie tight,” I giggled as Julie peeled off her sweaty rubber dress.

				“You ‘aint kiddin’.  By the way, what were you two up to when I had my shower?” she asked, giving me that innocent look again.

				“Er, nothing why?” I replied, rather unconvincingly.

				“This place is huge.  Did you see all those cars in the drive?  They must be loaded,” commented Julie, changing the subject rather obviously.

				“Haven’t you been here before then?”

				“No, all I knew about was the flat above his office in Bath and I certainly didn’t know of Jenny’s existence,” she replied, somewhat puzzled.

				We had a quick shower and looked around the sizable bathroom for something clean to wear.

				

				“Put these on,” Jenny advised, from the kitchen, throwing up a couple of extremely short chamois leather dresses.

				“This could be fun,” giggled Julie as she zipped mine up.

				“It has been so far!” I said, as we went down into the kitchen.

				“Sit!” directed Paul.

				He tied Julie and I to the high backed chairs at opposite ends of the huge pine table, leaving just sufficient movement in our hands so that we could reach the food.

				“Help yourself, you’ll need the energy for later on,” chuckled Jenny menacingly, as she and Paul took their places.

				“Not a word or you’ll be gagged,” teased Paul. 

				We made the most of the spread before us and after a second cup of strong hot coffee sat patiently waiting for their next instruction.

				“Had enough?” Paul asked.

				We both nodded and nervously glanced at our grinning captors.

				“You better do the shopping, I’ll see to these two,” suggested Jenny as the kitchen clock struck eight.

				“Alright then,” he agreed, “I’ll be back at about mid-day.  Do have fun girls!” he grinned, leaving by the back door.

				Jenny looked highly chuffed, knowing that she could do absolutely anything she wanted with us.  She opened her handbag and took out a huge ball and strap-gag.

				“Open up, all the way in,” she chuckled as she fastened the huge mouth- stretching thing in place.

				She tied my wrists behind my back and added more ropes to the chair-tie, now I couldn’t move at all.

				Julie watched Jenny’s every move and enjoyed watching her tightening and adjusting my bonds.

				Jenny pulled at my gag strap to ensure it was tight enough and then slowly walked over to the other end of the table.

				“And you, my dear,” she announced, carrying out the same procedure on Julie.

				Jenny seemed rather turned on by Julie’s large jugs and gently massaged them before equipping her with a neat and tight tit-tie.

				

				“Gnnggnnn,” Julie whimpered as Jenny tightened the gag strap.

				She cleared the table, washed up and disappeared upstairs without saying a single word, leaving us to exchange nervous glances.

				We sat straining in vain at our extremely tight bonds, this was not quite what Julie and I had planned for the weekend but we were more than keen to play along with their ideas.  Paul certainly was a dark horse, I knew he got tremendous pleasure from tying up Julie but I had no idea that he was this enthusiastic about bondage!

				Jenny came back down after about half an hour or so, dressed in a skin-tight studded leather dress, with matching thigh-length boots.  With her hair tied back in a bun and the jet black lipstick and eyeshadow, she looked really sinister.  Julie again, watched her every move.  Although she had said that she hadn’t known about Jenny, I detected a strange empathy between them.

				“What’s this game with the washing up?” Jenny asked removing my gag and untying my bonds.

				“I wash and dry the plates then Julie gags and ties me with the damp teacloths,” I nervously explained, as she pushed me towards the sink.

				Her perfume was real strong and from the grip of her hands around my wrists, so was she!

				“I’ll take Julie’s place, change into these!” she ordered, handing me a skimpy maids outfit and filling the sink with warm water.  “Get on with it!!” she added, handing me a glasscloth from the pile on the draining board.

				I started to wash and dry the breakfast dishes that she had done earlier.  After finishing them I handed the extremely damp cloths to Jenny.  She knew exactly what to do and tied both of them tightly between my lips.  I took another cloth from the pile and started again.

				“Oh blood an’ sand woman, this is taking far too long!” Jenny moaned, grabbing the cloth from me.

				She took hold of the corners, dunked it in the water and swiftly tied it over my mouth!!

				“Ah that’s better!” she giggled as the water ran down, soaking my blouse.

				Jamming me hard against the edge of the sink with her knee, she forced my hands behind my back, swiftly tied them and equipped me with a gloriously tight tit-tie.

				“Is that what you would have done?” she asked Julie.

				“Ggnnnmm,” she agreed.

				The scheming bitch then dunked another glasscloth in the water and tied it over my eyes.  Taking advantage of the tight ropes around my arms and my inability to balance, she swept me off my feet and laid me on the kitchen table.

				“You fancy first crack Julie?” she asked, spreading my legs apart and tying my ankles to the table.

				“Gnnnppfff,” Julie replied, through her mouth-filling gag.

				“Hold still, I can’t untie you while you fidget about.”

				What in the fuck were they up to?

				My question was soon answered as I felt the familiar sensation of my flatmate driving a strap-on deep into my sex hole!!  As I bit on the soaking gaggage streams of water ran down my chin and neck.

				“Gnnppgpgpgp,” I gurgled, trying not to swallow the stuff.

				“Go on, bring her to the boil!!” yelled Jenny, tying a rope over my gag to secure my head to the table.

				Julie thrust deeper and faster bringing me to an almighty orgasm.

				Over the next hour or so they took it in turns to shaft the living daylights out of me and each other!!  At first I fought their attempts to produce subsequent orgasms but as they mauled and massaged my saturated trussed-up tits I lost all self-control.

				“What the fuck!!??” yelled Paul.

				Thank God he was early!  There was a tremendous struggle as he battled with the pair of them. Eventually the racket was reduced to muffled whimpering and I felt his hot breath on my neck.

				“Sorry about that Karen, things got a little out of hand, I’ve got them cleave-gagged and tied tit to tit,” he apologised.

				

				

				I was totally exhausted but real pleased to feel him hovering over me.  Would he make love to me again while I was all tied up and gagged?

				He knelt on the table and slid his cock deep into my burning pussy, after all the abuse earlier his warm firm erection was like a gift from paradise.  He brought me to two glorious climaxes and collapsed on my soaking dress as our love juices blended deep inside me.  Again it felt like my whole body was on fire!

				He removed my blindfold and the rope around my gag.  We lay for some time just exchanging understanding glances.  Had I at last found a man that could bring my wildest restraint dreams to fruition?  To think that I had assumed this wild but considerate lover was gay?!

				“Come on let’s freshen up love, but first we have some score settling to do,” he whispered.

				He carefully untied the rest of the ropes and took the soaking glasscloths from my mouth.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Slave for Pleasure

				 

				By Vashti La Soeur

				 

				 

				My most erotic experience?  I clearly remember how it started.  I had just turned 16 at the time, and was in the Upper School.  In those days, railway carriages were built in separate compartments for twelve passengers.  On suburban lines, few had a connecting corridor.  We, my friend Emblett and I, used to try to find a compartment that was vacant.  We were not the only boys wanting privacy.  On the hour’s journey from school each afternoon we wanted to be by ourselves.

				As soon as the train had left the station we started The Game.

				Emblett was a fat boy, some months older than me.  He was also rather thick-headed and was always at the bottom of the class.  He was a poor scholar and afraid of the teachers, almost all of whom made fun of him and treated him as the classroom fool, to the delight of the rest of us.

				The boys used to have great fun tormenting him, hiding his textbooks, spilling ink on his papers, complaining in class about a ‘horrible stink’, which they swore they could only smell when Emblett was near them.

				He was often on the verge of tears.  His quivering lower lip and his flushed cheeks made him a natural target in the showers after rugby practice.  Using someone else’s towel was strictly forbidden but I couldn’t help noticing how the prefect in charge of the showers didn’t seem perturbed when, as usually was the case, Emblett’s towel was unaccountably missing.  This meant that the wet towel already used by another boy would be flung at the shivering, naked, fat little youth with the injunction to be quick about drying himself, no allowance being made for the sodden state of the article borrowed.

				You can imagine how grateful he was to me when I said I didn’t mind doing his homework for him.

				Of course, there was a price to be paid.  Every boy knows you don’t get something for nothing.  So he was quite happy to agree that ‘The Game’ would be considered payment for my services.

				We would take it in turns to be the master, the other being the slave, I told him.  The slave, so the rules of The Game provided, had to be thrashed for some reason that didn’t matter.  The master would take a stout wooden ruler from his satchel, bend the slave over the long seat in the compartment and beat him.

				It was not difficult to make Emblett see he had to be the slave.  Knowing what I do now, perhaps he loved to be thrashed?  Many people enjoy it, but most don’t admit it.

				The sight of his trousers stretched tightly across his fat bum-cheeks always fascinated me.  I loved to run my hand gently over the cloth after each stroke of the ruler hand fallen, and feel Emblett’s bottom quivering.  A hot surge would run through my rampant cock, making it tingle with desire as he whimpered softly.

				He had to sob quietly, ‘Mercy!  Mercy, master’, but I never thought he really meant it.  If he refused to play The Game, we both knew he would not find anyone else to do his homework for him.

				I loved to watch Emblett writhe and wriggle his fat bum after the ruler had cut into him.  His heavy breathing turned to gasps as the thrashing proceeded.

				Now and again he would turn his tear-streaked face round and stare at me with his sad brown eyes.  Eyes that told of the sharp pain he was suffering.

				At times, it seemed to me, the pain was mixed with dizzy joy.  He had the sort of eyes that always begged for more.  ‘Thrash me,’ they seemed to say, ‘humiliate me.’

				One day the urge to make him suffer was stronger than usual.  I bent over him as he lay face down on the seat awaiting his ‘punishment’.

				‘Emblett,’ I whispered into his rather grubby ear, ‘the price has been increased.’

				

				A quiver ran through him.  I put my hands under his warm body and fumbled with his fly buttons.  His breathing was coming more quickly but he did not protest.

				Soon I had his short trousers dangling around his knees and had pulled his underpants down.  His white bum-cheeks looked like slabs of cooking fat.  As I cupped his cock and balls in one hand I noticed it felt hot and rather sticky.

				He squirmed as I rubbed his little member up and down and felt it grow harder and longer.  His breathing became irregular and he pressed his stomach down into the palm of my hand.

				He gave a shuddering groan.

				His bum-cheeks looked so vulnerable.  As I looked down at them I had a strong desire to kiss them, to pass my tongue over his pimply skin.

				No sooner had the thought come to me than I placed my lips on his bare flesh.  I slid my tongue inside the cleft.  He drew in his breath as my tongue touched his sensitive spot.  A gush of thick hot fluid flooded into my hand and I realized he was surrendering his right to privacy.

				I squeezed his cock.  I had the feeling that there was something more I had to do.  Something that would ease my needs - something I couldn’t talk about, but that just had to be done.

				My cock felt as though it would burst.  Hastily, I pulled open my trousers without releasing my grip.

				He appeared to know what I wanted.  He nodded quickly and I felt his body grow tense.  A series of shudders ran through him.

				‘Touch me,’ he moaned.

				It came as no surprise to me.  It was something I had often wanted to do, but had been too afraid to carry out.

				Still holding his stiff prick in one hand, I lay on top of him, my belly jammed into his backside, and pushed my prick between his legs until it touched the tip of his organ.  A hot flame ran through me.

				He gave a groan and shuddered.

				‘Kiss me,’ he begged.

				With my heart pounding, I rose and let him turn over.  His eyes were closed and his lips were puckered.  Taking hold of his weeping prick again, I placed my mouth directly on his.

				His mouth opened.  I pushed my tongue straight in and ran it around his teeth and as deep down into his throat as I could.  His tongue was working, sucking, furiously lapping mine like a cat’s.

				Our cocks were still touching.  As we rubbed them together, I knew I had lost control of myself.  A sudden gush - and I could not prevent my juice from being ejected in a series of violent, steamy spurts.

				 

				From time to time I have thought about that affair with Emblett.  I didn’t have the chance to meet him after that last Game.  It had ended abruptly while we were still entwined, gasping and struggling to regain normality.

				The train drew into our station and a busybody platform porter, seeing us through the window, reported us to the stationmaster who informed our headmaster.

				After a flogging in the headmaster’s study which left us both in tears, we were expelled and forbidden to see each other again.  Emblett’s parents moved out of the district and that ended our relationship.

				A year or so ago Emblett and I ran into each other in Selfridges.  We were in the Sports department.

				He had slimmed down quite a bit and was looking fit.

				‘Emblett!’ I exclaimed.

				He grinned.

				It was not long before we were sitting in that quiet pub just behind the store, talking over old times.

				Suddenly he fell silent.  Nothing I could say brought his smile back.

				‘Tell you what, old fellow, why don’t we go back to my place and we can talk in comfort?’ I suggested.  I felt there was something bothering him that he didn’t want to talk about in public.

				He shook his head.

				‘Not at the moment,’ he said.  ‘Maybe some other time.’

				‘Well, at least let’s swap telephone numbers,’ I suggested.  ‘That way we shan’t lose touch again.’

				He said he was in the process of changing flats but if I would give him my number, he’d get in touch as soon as he had settled in his new place.

				I agreed and thought no more about it.  I didn’t hear from him.  That is, until a short while ago.

				One evening the bell on the front door of my flat rang.  Standing in the doorway was Emblett.  He was looking strong and well-groomed, the complete City gent.  On the ground beside him was a small leather suitcase.

				‘Missed my plane,’ he apologized.  ‘Wonder if you could give me a bed for a couple of hours?  The next one is due to take off early tomorrow morning and as it’s hardly worth putting up at an hotel for such a short space of time, and I hate hanging around in airports...  ‘

				There was nothing else to be done.

				‘This place only has one bedroom,’ I explained.

				That would be no problem, he assured me.  A doss down on the sofa, what?

				Naturally, we ended up in the same bed.

				The old urges returned.  This time we took it in turn to be on top.  But over the years, Emblett had become less passive, while I...  I have enjoyed myself with different partners in different ways.

				As we lay there naked, cooling down in each other’s arms - we’d thrown the sheet off - he excused himself and got out of bed.  I thought he was going to the lavatory.

				I still had my eyes closed when he returned.

				‘Get up!’ he said in a harsh voice.

				I opened my eyes.  This wasn’t the Emblett I had known.

				He was standing beside the bed.  In one hand he was holding a whippy bamboo cane.  In the other he held a short black leather apron.  It looked like an extremely short mini-skirt with a few leather loops and buckles.

				‘Put this on,’ he ordered, pushing the skirt towards me.

				I didn’t care for the look of that cane, but seeing he was quite adamant, I thought it best to do as he wanted.

				When I had fitted the skirt around my waist, he went behind me and did up the straps and buckles.  Then he slipped a black leather headpiece over my head and face and I felt a stiff block of leather push hard against my lips.

				I had to open my mouth to breathe.  As I did that, he rammed the leather piece into my open mouth and I was gagged.

				He pointed to the bed.

				‘Over,’ he said, swishing the cane in the air.

				A tingle ran through me.  This, I thought, was to be his revenge for the past.

				It was a severe flogging, the worst I’ve ever had.  I could not cry out.  There was no way to stop him.  I came, recovered and spent again before the thrashing stopped.

				At last the caning was at an end.  But that was not the end of things.

				‘Now we’ll carry on from where we left off,’ he said.

				He pointed to his groin.  I could see his erection was enormous,

				‘Suck,’ he ordered.

				He pushed his shaft into my mouth.  As I drew on the thick shaft I could feel it throbbing.  A hard, thick live cord seemed to be passing along its length.

				Then he erupted.  Juice and still more juice came, more than I could hold.  I swallowed as quickly as I could but there seemed to be no end to the stream.  Spunk poured out of my mouth down my chin.

				As I lay there gasping for breath I heard him say,

				‘I’m going to move in here.  You’d better fix things up so that you fit in with my routine.  Here it is.’

				He pushed a typewritten sheet towards me.

				I glanced down at it.

				‘Are you serious?’ I asked.  ‘Do you really think I’m going to sign this?  Surrender everything I own to YOU?  I’ll see you... ’

				Emblett’s face became a mask of evil.

				‘Do as I say, and you’ll only have to adjust to our new relative positions.  Defy me, and I’ll go to the police and tell them all I know about your little scam.  It’s up to you.’

				‘Little scam?  What scam?’ I asked.

				He laughed shortly and shook his head.

				‘Remember how we were expelled from school?  You were found screwing me, remember?  It’s all on your record.  Supposing your employers were to find out.  I doubt if you’d stand much of a chance to return to your Mr. Clean Hands position in the City.  Particularly when they get to hear of your DEPRAVITIES...  ‘

				He laughed again.

				‘Who do you think would be believed?  You - the acknowledged sodomite - or me - the unwilling but helpless victim...  the poor thick-headed schoolboy who was afraid of his teachers and who had to pay the price by surrendering to the demands of his dominating sexual oppressor?’

				Blackmail - but I could see no escape.

				‘If I agree to that,’ I said shakily. ‘how do I know you’ll leave me alone?’

				This time his laughter rang out.

				‘My poor fool,’ he chuckled, ‘I shall NOT leave you alone.  The position is quite the opposite.  I am the master now.  You are  my slave.’

				He looked around with approval.

				‘You have made yourself quite comfortable here...  I shall enjoy all this.’

				He slashed the whippy little cane in the air, letting it fall across my cock.

				‘Beg!’ he snarled, ‘On your knees.  Beg for mercy - the way you made me when we were at school.’

				 

				***

				 

				

				I’ve become used to things now.  Being a slave is...  well, let us just say it has its rewards.  The lack of laughter - the tears - they all have their compensation by the gratification of one’s wants.

				I find it exciting to have to do the domestic chores to my master’s satisfaction, knowing that if I do not, the lash awaits me.

				Oh yes, the lash!

				The cane stings, as always, but I regard the cane as part of my perks.  For discipline, my master prefers the whip.  It brings me to heel more quickly, he says.

				And the rewards of being a slave?

				The rewards are that some nights I am allowed to sleep in his bed instead of on the floor...  and then, the warmth of his body...  and his hands running over me...  his searching hands... his searching, fondling hands...  and his long, hot, deep kisses... 

				Ah, his kisses...

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Porn Free

				 

				By C.P.Stone

				 

				 

				Pete rang the doorbell and waited apprehensively, doing his best to look casual, as if it was quite usual for him to be standing in a dark alleyway, standing before an obscure door that sadly lacked paint or attention.

				He resisted the temptation to look around for hidden closed circuit television cameras and breathed a sigh of relief when he heard bolts being pulled back and the door opened a fraction.

				“What is it?” asked a voice, definitely female and by the look of the eye and portion of face visible, quite a young female.

				“We spoke earlier,” said Pete, but the door and the girl behind it remained where they were.  “You said to come round.  You said you had connections; in the bondage scene.”

				“Shhhh!” the girl hissed and an arm snaked out, grabbed him by the jacket and pulled him inside the dark hallway.

				The door was slammed shut and the bolts pushed home before a light came on and he could see that the girl was dark haired and he guessed about eighteen years of age, although her diminutive figure made it difficult to tell and she may well have been nearer twenty.

				“What the hell you doing?” she spat angrily, glaring at him with dark brown, almost black eyes.  “I told you to be careful.”

				“Sorry,” he said apologetically.  “I wasn’t sure I had found the right place.”

				“You want bondage?” she asked, cocking her head to one side and a lot less angry now.

				“Yes please!” he replied, smiling now and she managed to smile back.

				“Sorry if I’m a bit uptight,” she said, as she led him along the corridor and into a tiny room, with just enough room for the table and two chairs.  “But the Thought Squad have cameras everywhere.  Only last week they cleared the local jail of thugs and thieves, so that they had enough room for porn perverts like you and me.”

				“I don’t feel like a criminal,” said Pete uneasily, looking round at the dimly lit room, with its peeling wallpaper and faded paintwork.

				“You will by the time those Thought Wardens have finished with you,” said the girl.  “I should know.  I’ve already been inside twice.”

				“Then why do you do it?” asked Pete.  “Why take the risk?”

				“Because one day we will win.  Then we will be able to show who the real perverts are.”

				“We?” queried Pete.  “You mean there are others?  You have some sort of underground organisation?”

				“Right!”

				“Then why are you telling me?” he asked, wondering what he had let himself in for.  “I might be from the Thought Squad for all you know.”

				“We’ve checked you out,” she grinned, as if that explained everything.

				“This organisation?” he said.  “Has it a name?”

				“Porn Free!” she replied, the size of the grin increasing, lighting up her face.  “We even have a ready-made anthem.”

				She began to hum the tune and within a couple of bars, he recognised it as the theme tune from a film that was popular back in the last century.  The film was called Born Free.

				She stopped suddenly.

				“Sorry!  You came here for bondage,” she said, taking a pen and notepad.  “Give me the details and I’ll select an appropriate programme.”

				“Programme?” he said, a puzzled expression on his face, then realised what she was saying.  “Oh no!  I don’t want virtual reality.  I want the real thing.  I suppose you might call it real reality?”

				It was the girl’s turn to look puzzled.

				“You don’t mean to actually tie someone up?” she gasped, hardly able to say the words.

				“And whack them, if that’s possible,” he grinned sheepishly.

				

				She put the pen and paper aside, took a deep breath and looked him square in the face.

				“You do know about virtual reality, don’t you?” she said.  “The last real bondage and CP scene must have been back at the turn of the century, when they were recording for the Internet.”

				“And they gathered all the best dominants and submissives together for one last scene,” he joined in.  “The massive session was so good that they said none of the scenes could be improved, so they simply kept all the recordings, converted them to virtual reality and offered them to anyone who plugged into the Internet.”

				“Right!” said the girl.  “So there was never any point in doing it for real.  It would never be as good as the virtual reality scene.”

				“I’d like to try.”

				She sat there open mouthed, trying to gather her thoughts.  She tried to say something, but when nothing came out, gave a cough to clear her throat and started again.

				“It would have to be on camera, for the computers to compare with what’s already in store,” she said, her mind in a whirl.  “If the bondage and CP was below the standard set by the existing programme, then you would be the laughing stock of the Global Village.  You would be ostracised.”

				“And if it was better?”

				“No chance,” she said, shaking her head.  “But if it was, then your session would replace any similar session already in the programme.”

				“Then let’s do it?”

				“You what?” she screeched in amazement.  “You want me to tie you up and whack the shit out of you; in real life?”

				“On no!” he grinned.

				“God!” she sighed, visibly relaxing.  “That’s a relief!”

				“I want to do it to you!” he said, his heart thumping so loud, he was sure she could hear it.

				They sat opposite each other for what seemed to be an eternity, then she slowly reached across and took him by the hand.

				“Come on,” she whispered.

				Her hand was trembling and she gripped him hard enough to hurt, but he hardly noticed the pain, as she led him out of the room and along the passage, into a larger and far more comfortable room.

				She let him go then, and busied about, setting up a camera and connecting it to her standard computer, before coming back to him, where he stood in the middle of the room.

				“What do you want me to do?” she croaked, looking up into his face, her big brown eyes wide and glinting; showing the excitement and the fear.

				“It might be an idea to get undressed first,” he suggested, then went over to the corner of the room and hastily removed his own clothes.

				When her turned round, she was ready for him, standing there, without a stitch of clothing to cover her well-proportioned body.

				Pete had never seen a girl in the nude before; not in the flesh.  He had seen countless nudes on the Internet and was always told that they were perfection.  Reality was imperfect and therefore there was no point in looking at the real thing.  Get the best!  Get into Internet!

				“Rope?” he asked, his voice quivering and uncontrollable.  “I need something to tie you up.”

				She went out of the room and returned a minute or so later with a long length of white cord, a knife and a long cane.

				“The garden shed holds all sorts of wonderful things,” she grinned, handing him her treasures.

				Pete had seen so many bondage scenes on the screen and through the virtual reality headsets, he should have known instinctively what to do, but this time it was different; this time he had to think for himself.

				“Can you put your hands behind your back?” he asked.

				“Sure!” she giggled and turned with her back to him.  “I think I can work that much out.”

				He fumbled about, trying to steady his shaking hands, then made a mess of it and dropped the rope.

				

				“Hey!” she said soothingly, turning to him and putting her arms around his neck, pressing their naked bodies together.  “We’re both as nervous as hell.  Let’s just take a deep breath and plunge right in.”

				She turned her back to him once more.

				“Come on!” she urged.  “Let’s go for it!”

				The rope went around her wrists a lot easier this time and after several turns, he cinched them, pulling the bindings up tight before finishing off with a knot.

				“How’s that?” he asked, standing back and admiring his first piece of real bondage.

				“I can’t get free, so I guess you pass the first test,” she said, trying to peer round at her secured wrists.

				He coiled ropes around her elbows and slowly tightened them, pulling her arms towards each other.

				“Ouch!” she squeaked, as her elbows touched.

				“I’m sorry,” he said, but she wriggled her shoulder blades about, told him to leave the rope as it was and not to worry.

				“Bondage is supposed to be tight,” she assured him.  “Otherwise there isn’t much point.”

				“If you say so,” he replied, as he used more rope to bind her arms to her body, until she stood, her upper body rigid and immobilised.

				“Is this spare?” he asked, holding up a long handled broom.

				“Well,” she chastised.  “I’m hardly likely to want to use it right at this moment, am I?”

				“I suppose not,” he grinned and used the handle as a stretched bar, to secure her feet wide apart.

				“That feels pretty damn good!” she said, testing her bonds and trying without success to get free.  “I hope that camera is getting all this.”

				The fact that their little scenario was showing on the computer screen confirmed that it most certainly was being recorded and transmitted world-wide, for anyone who might happen to be tuned in.

				

				

				“God, I feel horny!” gasped the girl, then looked at Pete’s enormous erection, far larger and much more exciting to see, than anything on virtual reality.  “It looks as if you’re enjoying yourself too!”

				“Are you ready for this?” he asked, ignoring her statement and swishing the cane through the air.

				He had often tied a girl in virtual reality and had often punished her, with whips or cames, but the sensations were never like this.  They were luke warm by comparison.

				The cane felt awkward and not at all like the simulated punishment weapons he was used to.

				The first stroke came across and hardly seemed to touch the girl.

				“Is that it?” she asked, rather pleased how well she had taken the cane.

				“I think it should be harder,” he said and brought the instrument whistling across, to land with a loud thwack on the pert little cheeks of her bum.

				“Yeeeeow!” she screeched, trying to step forward and almost losing her balance.  “That hurt!”

				“Isn’t it supposed to?” he asked, sounding concerned.

				“They take it in the programmes,” she shrugged.  “So I guess I can take it too.”

				She leaned forward a little, as far as she dared, offering her bottom to him and he brought the cane across again, making an even louder whacking sound, as it made contact.

				She bit her lip, trying not to call out, as the punishment continued.

				Each stroke was delivered with great care and surprising accuracy, leaving bright red weals to indicate where it had landed.

				When he had run out of space on her bum cheeks; the whole area one glowing red set of weals, he moved the strokes down to the backs of her legs and she did a peculiar little dance, as much as she was able.

				

				

				It wasn’t until his arm began to ache, that he stopped and realised that she was sobbing; great blobs of tears running down her face and onto her bare feet and the carpet.

				He came round the front, taking hold of her and looking down at her, about to apologise, but she smiled through her tears.

				“Do it!” she whispered, then when he frowned in puzzlement, she pressed her naked and tear stained body up to his and tried to make use of his massive erection.

				He took the hint and slid his throbbing cock inside her, pushing it up to the hilt, despite her moans and groans.

				“Oh yes!” she gasped, her eyes closed, encouraging him to pump his body.

				She sucked in breath, as he placed his cool hands on her over-heated bottom.

				“Spank me!” she urged.

				“Isn’t it sore already?” he asked worriedly.

				“Just do it!  Do it!  Do it!”

				He brought the open palm of his hand down on the bright red bum cheeks and she let out a yelp, as the pain soaked in.

				“Yes!” she cried and he smacked her again, then set up a steady rhythm, spanking her time and again, as they pounded noisily towards the inevitable.

				“YES!” she screamed, then her bound and punished body went rigid, just as his red hot sperm shot into her.

				“Oh my God yes!” he gasped, as he felt her body judder.

				She gave a series of loud grunts and reached her own mind numbing orgasm.

				“So that’s reality!” she giggled, as he started to untie her.  “Virtual reality is so tame by comparison, it makes you wonder if it’s the same thing.”

				Without bothering to dress, she checked the computer, then suddenly, the calls started to come flooding in.

				“Hey!  That was some session.  Virtual reality was never like that.”

				“Hi!  When you going to do it again?”

				“Best scene we have ever watched!”

				“Do you think we could do that?”

				She answered as many calls as she could, then patched in to the Porn Free committee.

				“It looks like we’ve been conned,” observed one.

				“I think the Porn Squad control the network,” said another.  “They water things down to transmit what they think is good for us.”

				“No wonder they call them Porn Wardens,” said another disgruntled caller.  “They even control the Internet.”

				“Then stuff the Internet!” said the chairman of Porn Free.  “Let’s do our own thing in real time.”

				“Let’s tell everyone, in the whole damn Global Village.  From now on, do your own thing!”

				Pete and the girl swung round, as the door smashed open and the room filled with Porn Wardens.

				“You are under arrest,” said one who appeared to be in charge, as the luckless pair were handcuffed, without even being allowed to dress.  “We can’t have you messing up our control over everything.”

				“Too late!” laughed the girl, nodding towards the computer.  “You are much too late!  The revolution has already started!”...

				

			

		

	
		
			
				The Percussionist

				 

				By Janine Edwards

				 

				 

				The Critics’ Preview Notice specified a Happening before a select few.  It’s doubtful anyone would have bothered to attend had not the announcement come from an eccentric patron of unknowns whose protégés customarily achieved considerable renown before the spotlight moved on.

				 

				***

				 

				Notepad in hand, the latecomer stumbled along the row of folding chairs.  Finding one unoccupied, he collapsed onto it.

				“Hey!” - a hand snatched the hat away just in time.

				“Sorry,” he whispered.  “Have I missed anything?”

				“Shhhh!” chorused several annoyed voices.

				“No,” hissed his neighbour. “But I think that’s part of the presentation.”

				“Hm, looks more like a conventional unveiling than performance art,” The Latecomer muttered, squinting at the large, dust sheeted object at the front of the room.

				Straightening his chair, he cringed as the feet screeched on the bare floor.  “Sorry again,” he said, flipping open the pad and switching on the tiny penlight taped to his biro to scribble a preliminary note: ‘projector/work/artist???’

				‘Projector’ referred to the slide machine clunking through a carousel of colourful abstracts that were twisted into even more surreal shapes by the screen - the dust sheet covering the second item, the lumpy ‘work’ itself.  ‘Artist’ alluded to the indistinct figure standing in the far corner fiddling with objects on a worktop.

				Little else was clear, the vast studio being unlit except for the projector’s spectral beam.

				Each slide was exhibited for several seconds, giving the viewers ample opportunity to absorb them.  However, struggle as they might, lack of a theme thwarted every effort to rationalise the mutilated geometric constructs.  Frowning, shrugging and nodding sagely by turns, most of them summarily dismissed the Happening as a crude resurrection of the simplistic days of Medium versus Message.

				Minutes dragged relentlessly past.  Frustration was pandemic by the time the carousel halted on a clear slide, its stark whiteness emphasising the dust sheet’s griminess: which several considered more profound than the preceding display.

				Pupils contracted against the dazzle, no-one saw the artist move until he stepped into the light.  A cross between sex-shop mannequin and medieval torturer, he cut a forbidding figure in jerkin, chaps and codpiece, all of polished black leather.  His feet were wrapped in black, thong sandals.

				His complexion was swarthy, beard shadow giving him an air of gaunt asceticism in keeping with the dark eyes glittering behind the almond shaped slits of the executioner’s mask which covered his skull down to the cheekbones.  Square jawed, mouth a soulless slash, he was a lean machine whose vibes were macho moody.

				They noticed the strong fingers first, as his arm slowly extended.  The hand held something rectangular, which dipped slightly as he pressed the top with his thumb.

				The projector’s cooling fan fell silent and the light winked out, leaving just the yellowish aura from The Latecomer’s pen.  By the time the critics’ eyes adjusted, the artist had vanished - as did the torchlight, with a faint click.

				To a man, the audience willed themselves not to blink or fidget lest they missed something or broke the spell.  They even sat open mouthed to avoid the subliminal sound of nasal breathing.

				Rumbling castors crushed the silence into submission.  The projector flared back to life revealing the artist, his draped work, and a paint spattered wooden trolley bearing a towel, a spray can, and a thin, flat object.

				Darkness fell once more.

				And then there was light.  This time the artist was posed holding one side of the dust sheet.

				Dark.

				Light.  And revelation.  As one, the watchers gasped, dilated pupils feasting on the tableau.

				Dark.

				Nobody stirred, hypnotised by the shared retinal imprint.

				Light.  Aiming the remote control again, the artist froze the projector.

				The work stood out in every intimate detail.  Rust-pitted iron girders welded into a sturdy ‘X’ set in a wheeled wooden base, made a rustic mounting for the porcelain figure spread-eagled, moth like, upon it.  The girl’s flesh seemed translucent in the unflattering glare, and pathetically frail against the austere metal.

				Heavy leather straps secured her outstretched limbs at wrists and elbows, knees and ankles, the unnatural tension stressing the tender bloom on her curvaceous hips and bottom.

				Her legs were so long the sweet spot - the centre of gravity - lay immediately above the deliciously swelling rump.  The mid-point of the ruga would have been better, but the slight asymmetry certainly drew the eye.

				Her limbs gave support, but insufficient to accommodate her weight.  It was the astonished critic directly behind her who spotted the cause, bending forward for a closer look then nudging his associates excitedly.  Embedded in the girl’s soft crux was a thick peg wrapped in what resembled sacking or sandpaper.  In fact, it was a hollowed out loofah!  Rudimentary as a seat, it was nonetheless effective in several different ways.

				Content, the audience relaxed into appreciation of the sensually gaping thighs, the smoothly rounded, gently hollowed fesses, and the torso heaving with trepidation.  All the tableau lacked was the look in her eyes; for her head was concealed by a white Spandex hood.

				

				Taking the spray can, the artist turned to his captive, his own bare-arsed display a matter of total indifference to the assembled males.  First he smothered her bottom in foam, then picked up the flat object.  Holding it aloft like a conjurer, he flicked open the wickedly glinting blade of a cut-throat razor.

				The watchers gasped, licking their lips at the contrast of cold steel and warm womanhood.

				Careful not to obscure their view, the artist bent to his task.  Placing a steadying hand on the small of her back, he proceeded to shave the cheeks with long, deft strokes.

				Hissing up each side from the fold, the blade sliced away the downy indumentum leaving the flesh as bare and vulnerable as the shell of an egg.  Using the towel to extract excess foam from the crease, the impassive artist stood aside for a few moments while the critics puzzled over the correct interpretation.

				Then: darkness.

				The trolley rumbled away.  The girl hung unseen, her sleek pelt no doubt grateful for the interlude.  The critics continued to ponder, unsure whether to credit her as a prop or a participant.

				The Latecomer’s penlight came on.  This time the notation read: ‘cheap and nasty gender statement/sensationalism/authentic innovation?’

				Light.  The girl was as before.

				Dark.

				Light.  Arms folded, the artist stood like a statue to one side.

				Dark.

				Light.  The girl again.

				Now artist and subject had a projector each, alternating every few seconds.

				Artist, taking something from behind his back.

				Girl.

				Artist, the something held across his chest.

				Girl.

				Artist, arm raised.

				

				Girl.  The something whizzed through the beam of light and crashed into her bare nates.  Hands fisting, she gave an oddly nasal shriek just as... 

				Artist, coiling the bullwhip for the next... 

				Girl, bottom sporting a livid stripe.  Beneath the Spandex hood, her eyes bulged; her nostrils flared with fright.  Forcing her tongue against the sponge gag achieved nothing, the strip of adhesive tape covering her mouth not yielding a millimetre.

				His arm swung, the whip snaking into the gloom.

				Now everyone was primed, the blow sounded like a shot.

				Head back, the girl squealed as a second crimson stripe paralleled the first.

				Loathe to miss the action yet determined to record the moment’s inspiration, The Latecomer scribbled furiously: ‘a skilful exploitation of a percussive implement/but is it art?’

				He glanced up as another crack rang out.  But, disappointingly, only the percussionist’s matted barrel chest and pumped up biceps were illuminated until the remote control emitted another infra-red blip.

				Darkness.

				 

				***

				 

				The girl was shivering despite the warmth of the summer evening.  The iron cross withered her flesh, body heat insufficient to counter its sepulchral chill.  Struck by the incongruity of her flaming backside, she’d have brayed hysterically were she not gagged.

				It was bad enough fighting back tears of pain, terrified lest they block her nostrils and choke off her air supply completely.  What really blew her mind was knowing she’d volunteered for this!  Well, actually, to play guinea pig while The Percussionist completed the positioning of the straps; nothing else.  Although she was surprised when he only wanted her dress removed: the last request a professional model is accustomed to hearing.

				

				Once he had her perched on that devilish peg, wrists firmly strapped, she was too taken up with pleasurable wriggling to see the gag coming until it was too late.

				Never averse to a bit of rough, she’d thrilled to his violent removal of her underthings.  Especially when he tore the stockings from her dangling legs, the yawing nudging her clit into a gorgeously intense orgasm.

				The bra went easily by comparison, but he strapped down her knees and ankles before ripping her panties to shreds.  It was when the gusset slid away and the rough peg forced her labia aside and slotted into her sex that she had her first serious doubts.

				Perverse pleasure was replaced by blatant irritation as the scabrous surface dug into her pubic bone and scoured her most tender parts.  Gagged and hooded, the chafing soon forced her to keep stock still - not easy after he threw the dusty sheet over the cross, inducing a sneezing fit which left her breathless, raw and anything but aroused.

				Panic attacks quickly drained her reserves, so that by the time strange footsteps crossed the floor to the chairs she was as limp as a dipso’s dick.  Almost as perturbing as her isolation was the newcomers’ anonymity.  Worst of all, she couldn’t detect any hint of femininity.  The feet were too heavy, the sniffs and coughs malely gruff.

				Every instinct told her there was worse to come.

				 

				***

				 

				It was easier than The Percussionist had dared hope, the girl arriving innocent of all suspicion.  The pseudonym and costume had helped, of course, his guess proving correct that she’d see what she expected to see: a nutty artist desperate for notoriety.

				When everything was ready he’d waited nervously, slyly counting the invitees as they entered.  Not ‘til all were present did he turn from the worktop, sighing with relief to see his star guest, The Latecomer, pad on knee and farty little pen poised to contrive more over-intellectualised garbage.  ‘Right, old lad’, he thought.  ‘We’ll see how well perspicacity serves you this time.’

				He’d never forget the moment the girl told him.  Talk about rubbing salt in a wound!  He had her folded over on the bed, weight supported on the backs of her thighs, gliding his dick in and out of her dripping slit.  His sweat splattered her lolling jugs and her expressionless face swam in and out of focus.

				As the first spasm shook his crotch, she stared up at him and calmly declared that she was leaving!  Carried along by his body’s momentum, his only possible response was to fill her indifferent belly with a stream of semen.  When he collapsed exhaustedly onto her, she reiterated her intention.

				She ended their two year relationship in favour of The Latecomer, a glib-tongued prat who was a perfect example of the ‘those who can’t do, criticise’ brigade.  To make matters worse, she’d fallen for the fool when he pranced round the artist’s one and only exhibition of sculpture, slating it as immature and derivative.

				It may well have been.  But after such ridicule was published there was no hope of The Percussionist, as he was to become known, being given the chance to develop artistically.

				The bitch left, taking his confidence and self-respect with her.  Months of self-deprecation only ended with a chance commission to sculpt twin figures - a leather clad Master and Dominatrix - to flank the entrance of the latest night-club cum warehouse catering for the growing youth fetish culture.

				Unleashed, his hitherto repressed dominant instincts propelled him deep into the twilight world.  In short order he was to become revered as the guru of S/M, advocating the positive aspects of human nature’s dark side and clocking up countless hours of experimentation in bondage and corporal punishment.

				But the desire for revenge festered in the back of his mind until a chance meeting with the eccentric patron suggested a solution, and The Happening was born.

				A fellow traveller donated his ‘play room’, while a Light Show technician rigged the slide projectors and specialist electrics.  Everything else, from concept to construction, was of The Percussionist’s own devising.

				 

				***

				 

				Light.

				This time it stayed on, showing the distraught victim battling the urge to squirm.

				The three stripes had begun to blur, the colour deepening in hue.  Occasionally, a nervous tremor shook the soft mounds, tempting the peering men into thoughts of running their fingers down the silky skin, over the livid weals, and round those delicately curved under-cheeks to her covert core.  Assuming the peg was removed first!

				Her head hung down, but they guessed she was far from broken.  If there was more to come, they’d lay money on her putting up a good show.

				Sidelong glances suggested there wasn’t a man present who wouldn’t empty his wallet into The Percussionist’s palm if necessary.  Fuck art!  This was a feast for jaded senses, and they’d gorge themselves as long as it lasted.

				An unabashed whoop of delight accompanied The Percussionist’s reappearance holding a laminated leather paddle with a stiffening rod sandwiched between the layers.  Shining as if freshly polished, the implement promised to make their dreams come true - and then some!

				He didn’t hesitate.  Raising the implement above his head, he swept it down with all his might.  It impacted like a runaway train: CRAAKK!  The girl’s unsuspecting buttocks flattened, the shock wave rushing out like ripples on a pond.  Her head jerked back and her limbs snapped tight against the straps.

				Hardly had the blood returned to the crushed capillaries than he landed another swipe, again full on the crown of her cheeks: CRAAKK!

				

				

				This time her full-throated shriek almost defeated the gag.  She flailed frantically, the pain doubling as the peg ravaged her clitoris and added even more bruising to her pubes.  Her eyes stared into the Spandex, trying to make sense of the barely perceived silhouettes thrown on the wall before her.

				Never had she imagined such agony.  Could her body endure it, let alone her mind?

				CRAAKK!

				“Mmmmmmmhh!”  No, surely not!

				Her bottom was a crimson splodge, made even more livid by the three darker stripes and the untrammelled pink of her buttock cleft.  It shook slightly, mirroring her constantly questing head.  Her fingers reached as imploringly to the heavens as did her toes to the floor and its impossible promise of escape.

				Each lambasting stroke tightened her spring and added groin stirring nuances to her striving.  Discretion no longer necessary, the critics openly caressed their trousered erections.  Fixated on the peg, they indulged in thoughts of giving the girl something to really wriggle about.

				Churning gonads fuelled fantasies of clutching her unseen breasts while rogering those flaming buns.  The weight and slope of her tits became an obsession.  Were the nipples hard, the areolas suffused?  Were the succulent dunes slippery with sweat, making for a precarious handhold?

				The symphony of sharp CRAAKKs, muffled grunts and astonished gasps disguised the first rasping zip, but in seconds they became a perceptible counterpoint.  As underwear was clawed aside, The Percussionist’s arm metronomed hypnotically, its beat echoed in a row of bobbing dicks.

				The girl’s flesh seemed to shrivel, highlighting her ribs and spinal nodes.  The tendons stood out along the backs of her hands and knees, and her thigh muscles set rigid with strain.  She was a perfect picture of pain.

				

				

				The Percussionist’s educated senses detected the subtle change in his victim’s demeanour.  Her breathing deepened, her vocals took on a lilting quality, and her wrenching jerks smoothed out into a sinuous writhing.  He smiled.  At last!  She was beyond herself, as near to an ‘out of body’ experience as it was possible to get short of actually dying.  Suffering and sex had, inevitably, cross pollinated.  She was balanced like scales, pleasure a time bomb ticking in her womb.

				Enough!

				Tucking the paddle into the belt of the chaps, he wetted a finger, parted her derriere and smeared the saliva round and into her tawny anus, where it glistened enticingly.  Behind him, the hiss and squelch of frigging palms increased by several decibels.  Holding the ravaged cheeks apart, he looked along the row of shadowed faces, the invitation obvious to all.

				Stepping backwards out of the light, he picked up a strong wooden box and slid it into place behind the quivering girl.

				Throats were cleared and eyebrows raised.  A man in the middle of the row jumped to his feet.  Kicking out of trousers and shorts, he followed his swollen destiny.  Stepping onto the box, he slid his arms round the girl.  She stiffened, but whether from terror or excitement he couldn’t tell.

				He clutched at her boobs.  They were indeed slick, the teats as hard as pebbles.  But his fingers dug deep.

				Propping his prick against her bottom crease, he bent his knees.  The purple knob slid down towards the pertly curving divide.  Reaching what he surmised was the correct angle, he took a deep breath and straightened up!

				Ouch!  He yelped as his cock jammed against her coccyx, bending painfully before skittering back up the fold.  Fuck!  Sticking his bum out, he tried again.

				This time he took it in stages.  Easing into the unknown, he gently probed until the girl’s nates suddenly clenched.  Pushing warily, he felt her sphincter yield.  Spot on!

				

				He thrust until his groin compressed her buttocks.  She convulsed, muscle gripping his shaft.  He felt the glans swell, locking him in place.  A shudder of delight ran through him.  This Happening was really happening!

				Forgetting about The Percussionist and his fellow critics, he shafted the luckless female as if it were going out of fashion.  The position was awkward, and his calves soon began to ache, but everything was outweighed by the pleasure of reaming that snug little orifice.

				Each ball-rattling jolt slammed her hips forward.  Her long suffering clit reacted, despite its rawness.  Consumed by a flame of Olympic proportions, she was borne helplessly away on thermals of sexual ecstasy as the plundering dong filed her crutch away until everything fused into a single sensation of mind blowing intensity.  Her complaining fesses only added to the heat.

				 

				***

				 

				The Percussionist choked back a sarcastic guffaw.  A snapshot of the critic’s anaemic backside, wobbling like blancmange, would make a far more appropriate logo for his Sunday newspaper column than his ferrety face.  And probably be the nearest thing to a genuine work of art he’d ever presented his readers.

				Edging round, he saw the girl’s nipples extruded between the stubby, gnawed fingers.  It was no way to treat a lady, but then she had never been a lady; particularly when he’d run his tongue down across her belly and probed the furry peach.

				The pumping became frenetic, her head rocking in rhythm.

				The Percussionist longed to tear off his mask along with the Spandex hood, and shout ‘Gotcha!’  Thankfully, he resisted.  This whole business was predicated on anonymity.  In the long run it would ensure a profound psychological effect on his main targets, and strike an incidental blow against the rest of the psueds.

				

				

				Ferret face peaked, sobbing into the girl’s neck at each eruption.  She absorbed the spunk like psychic energy, revelling in her body’s power as she drained him.  But all too soon he weakened, lost his grip on her boobs and started sagging at the knees.  Her exultation turned to frustration as she was left dangling just short of her climax.

				This was the crunch point.  To assert his authority, The Percussionist returned to the light and indicated another man.  Holding up his trousers with one hand, the fellow scampered onto the box.  Elbowing his exhausted colleague aside, he took his turn.

				The girl was relieved.  Surely she’d come this time!  It seemed likely, for he was in her faster than a rat up a drainpipe, with a cock that felt as broad as it was long.  Once again she rued the bondage, but only because she couldn’t help out.

				This man jabbed ruthlessly, using short, savage strokes which had him coming in less than a minute.  Shaking his head, The Percussionist chose a replacement seemingly at random.  But this one was obliged to pass, cum already drying on his belly.  Shrugging, The Percussionist moved on.

				Number three - a deceptively scrawny individual - demonstrated surprising staying power, catapulting the girl headlong into three orgasms before shooting his load.

				The Latecomer, an intellectual giant of Lilliputian stature, had worked out that it was first come first served. That meant he’d be the last one selected.  Discarding pad and pen - the final notation read: ‘consummate artistry/worthy of the subject matter.’ - he sat with legs asprawl and worked the foreskin back and forth over his throbbing helmet, praying he could keep the fire stoked without spoiling the stew.

				One by one, the remaining critics banged away until semen dripped steadily from the girl’s fundus to form a puddle on the box.  The penultimate skewering left her shagged out and so hyper sensitive that every touch became a knife point dragging across her flesh.  The circle had turned, pain predominating inside and out until even the brush of the plunderers’ pubic hair felt like a scrubbing with wire wool.

				Time for the twist in the tail!

				Indicating The Latecomer’s turn, The Percussionist waited while the man got into position - one arsehole snug inside the other - before turning off the projector.

				Dark.

				Moving quickly but stealthily, he made the final adjustments.  He’d practised this part blindfolded, and didn’t so much as stub his toe.  It proved even easier than expected as, jumping to his usual ill-informed, egotistical conclusion, The Latecomer assumed the final player in the game deserved that extra special something to round off the proceedings.

				Satisfied, The Percussionist hurried to the side room where he’d left his street clothes.  Doffing the leather outfit, he dressed quickly and returned to the studio before anyone got too restless.  Feeling his way to the front door, he paused only to press the most important button of all before tearing the door open and darting outside.

				Behind him uproar broke out as the rheostat smoothly brought up the main studio lighting.  Freed of the hood and gag, the girl shrieked.  At a roar of fury from right behind her, she twisted her head round, identified her assailant, and let rip with a piercing scream.

				The Latecomer bellowed, struggling against the ropes binding his arms and legs to his paramour’s.  His cock immediately lost interest in the proceedings and slipped out almost as fast as it went in.

				The cross had been swung round to face the critics, who sat in open mouthed shock at the realisation of precisely whom they’d all so enthusiastically screwed.  Blushing and blurting confusedly, they stumbled en masse to the door.  In seconds the studio was deserted, apart from the couple left spread-eagled together as they so richly deserved.

				Driving away, The Percussionist glimpsed the exodus in his rear view mirror and let the laughter burst forth.  He was glad he’d decided against giving The Latecomer a few strokes with the paddle.  That might have evoked sympathy.  Far better for the seeds of ridicule to germinate naturally.

				Someone would eventually recover sufficient composure to go back and set them free.  Hopefully not too soon, though.  God, he’d give a lot to be a fly on the wall when that happened.  With any luck, the traitorous pair would be tearing each other apart with their teeth!

				Light...

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Painful Penalty

				 

				By Michael O’Connor

				 

				 

				In her heart Jane had always known this day would come.  She had been through nightmares about this very moment, standing in Lydia Stone’s office, struggling to find some words to justify her crime.  She enjoyed working in Tres Chic boutique and it was not as though Mrs Stone did not pay her a fair wage.  She had only herself to blame, but that did not make her fate any more bearable.

				Lydia regarded her from behind her large steel rimmed spectacles, in the manner of a stern school mistress.  Her cold stare made Jane feel so utterly small and repugnant and she wished the ground would just swallow her up.  After several moments of tortuous silence, Lydia spoke.

				“Do you have nothing to say for yourself, Jane?”

				“I’m sorry, Mrs Stone,” the twenty year old blurted.

				“Sorry you got caught, you mean,” Lydia corrected.  “You’ve been working for me for six months, during which time you’ve pilfered eight hundred pounds of my money.  Don’t try to deny it.  I’ve been keeping count.  You must have thought you were really clever, or that I was a complete fool.  I suppose you thought I wouldn’t miss the odd twenty pounds here and there.”

				“I couldn’t help myself,” Jane said in a trembling voice.  “I’ll pay back every penny, I swear.”

				“And all will be forgiven?”  Lydia’s smoky voice became a sneer.  “Let me tell you something, young lady, I don’t take kindly to being ripped off, and I detest being taken for a fool.  Nobody has ever walked over me and some petty little thief like you isn’t going to be the first.  Not only do you deserve to be sacked, but I feel this is a matter for the police.  How do you fancy the prospect of a criminal record?”

				

				Jane felt her stomach lurch.  Losing her job would be bad enough, but to be branded a criminal was a prospect to awful to comprehend.  She burst into tears.

				“Please, Mrs Stone, don’t report me” she sobbed.  “I really am sorry.  If you give me one chance... ”

				“Stop blubbing” the hard faced woman snapped.  “Cry-babies cut no ice with me.”

				“Don’t tell the police, I beg you” Jane cried.  “I’ll do anything!”

				Lydia lit a cigarette.  Her eyes betrayed none of the pleasure the sight of the distraught girl was giving her.  She smoked in silence, tapping the desk top with her long, elegant fingers.

				“There may be an alternative,” she said finally.

				Jane’s blue eyes lit up with hope.

				“I’ll do anything” she gushed.  “Anything at all, if you don’t go to the police.”

				“Take off your skirt and blouse.”

				“What!”

				Lydia stood up.  “You heard me, girl, unless you want to turn on the waterworks for the police, you do exactly as I say.  No questions.  No whinging.  What’s it to be?”

				Her hand was already hovering over the telephone.  Jane knew she had no choice.  Whatever punishment her employer had in mind, it had to be better than a police cell.  Fighting back a fresh wave of tears, she began unbuttoning her blouse.

				Lydia moistened her lower lip with the tip of her tongue as she watched her strip.  When the wretched girl stood before her in a pretty white lace bra, panties and matching hold-up stockings, she stepped from behind her desk.  The terrified young blonde took a tentative step backwards.

				“Stay where you are!” Lydia snapped, eyes roaming lecherously over the slender body.

				Jane blushed beetroot red from the neck up.  The older woman inspected her as if she was one of the mannequins in the shop.

				“You have a very nice body,” Lydia commented.

				Jane managed a “thank you, Mrs. Stone.”

				“Turn around,” Lydia commanded.

				Jane meekly complied.  She felt a silky fingertip tracing a line down along the small of her back.  The touch made her shiver.  Lydia’s finger glided down to the waistband of her panties, hooked in the elastic and tugged them down a couple of inches, exposing the milky cleavage of her bottom.

				“Stand still!” Lydia barked, enjoying the view.  “Your punishment hasn’t even begun yet.”

				With one swift tug, Jane’s panties were around her knees.  Lydia cupped the globes of The bottom in both hands and squeezed.  Jane’s heart pounded like a drum and sweat prickled her back.  It took every ounce of her will-power not to bolt from the office.  She felt Lydia’s breath on her neck, hot and excited.

				“Such a sexy arse!” she purred, kneading the soft, warm flesh.  “Take off your bra, I want to see you naked.”  

				Fingers trembling, Jane unclasped her bra at the front and slid the straps down off her shoulders.  Lydia admired her small, pert breasts from the reflection in the mirror on the opposite wall.  Jane felt as if she were being raped.  Had it been a man in Lydia’s place, the ordeal would have been far less intimidating.

				“Punishment time,” Lydia suddenly announced.  “Get down on all fours, like the bitch that you are.  You’re about to learn the hard way that ripping off Lydia Stone is not a good idea.  Do it, girl!  I hate having to repeat myself.”

				Jane crouched doggy style on the thick white carpet, watching Lydia’s every move with ever increasing apprehension.  The woman unbuckled the thick leather belt around her waist and gripped it tightly in her right fist.  Jane whimpered in terror, clenching her buttocks.

				The belt struck her bottom with a sharp crack, eliciting a high pitched shriek.  The afterburn was agonising.  Lydia struck her again, drawing a second fiery line on her cheeks.  In the two minutes that the beating lasted, fourteen vicious lashes of the belt turned Jane’s bottom scarlet.  By the time it was over, she was sobbing uncontrollably.

				“Stand up!” Lydia told her, admiring the fruit of her labours.  “And stop your bloody crying, unless you want more of the same.”

				Jane rose unsteadily to her feet, cupping her right hand over the blonde vee between her thighs.  Lydia pulled it away roughly.

				“What’s the matter, don’t you like me admiring your cunt?”

				She shook her head.

				“Tough.”  Lydia’s right hand slid between Jane’s thighs and squeezed the hot mound of her sex.

				“Please stop,” Jane whimpered.

				“Don’t pretend you don’t like it” Lydia smirked.  “You’re wet, you thieving little lesbian slut.”

				“I’m not a lesbian.”

				Lydia’s free hand dealt her a stinging slap across the face and she pushed a long finger up inside her moist slit.

				“Don’t contradict me,” she warned.  “You are whatever I say you are and you’ll do whatever I want you to do.  Is that clear?”

				Jane nodded.  “Yes, Mrs Stone.”

				Lydia withdrew her finger, sniffed it appreciatively, then held it up to Jane’s lips.

				“Suck it, slut.”

				Jane opened her mouth slightly and the musky juice coated finger was pushed past her pink glossed lips.  She sucked it willingly, savouring the taste of her own sex.  Lydia was not to know that she frequently sucked her fingers in the afterglow of lonely masturbation sessions under the covers of her single bed.

				“My light fingered little slut enjoyed that!” said Lydia.

				“Can I go now?” asked Jane.

				Lydia laughed harshly.  “Go!  You stole eight hundred pounds of my money, girl.  Until I get value for every penny, you’re going nowhere.  I have a quick phone call to make.  Whilst I’m making it, I want you to stand in front of me and show me your cunt.  Spread your legs and open wide.  Use both hands.  I want a really good look up that horny little hole.”

				

				

				Jane did as she was told, standing with her thighs wide apart, pulling apart the fleshy petals of her sex.  Lydia perched on her desk, relishing the alluring display, as she punched out the digits of a telephone number.  A moment passed before the call was answered.

				“William, darling” she greeted warmly.  “Remember that thieving little tramp I was telling you about?  I’ve got her right here...  yes, she chose my preferred method of dealing with the matter.  Are you ready to come and play?  Excellent...  well, well, that’s even better.  Bring them both along.  And don’t forget the essentials.  See you soon.

				“We shall shortly be having company” she told Jane, replacing the receiver.  “We’ll have a little fun by ourselves while we wait.  Unzip me.”

				Jane reached for the zipper at the back of the knee length purple satin dress and drew it slowly downwards.  Underneath, Lydia was wearing a black satin basque.  She shrugged the dress down off her shoulders and stepped out of it.  Though in her late forties, she possessed an athletic figure which would have been prized by a woman in her twenties.  The tight basque squeezed her heavy breasts.  The puffy gash of her sex peered through the split crotch of her black silk panties.  Dark stockings, held up by lacy black suspenders, accentuated the shape of her long, firm legs.

				She grabbed Jane roughly by the shoulders and wrestled her to the floor.

				“Now the real fun begins,” she said huskily, planting a knee on her captive’s stomach.  “Have you ever had sex with a woman, Jane?”

				Jane shook her head vigorously.

				“But you’d like to, wouldn’t you?”

				“No.”

				Lydia slapped her across the face.  “Oh yes you would, slut.  I can smell it a mile off.  You want my cunt, don’t you?”

				“No!  Please don’t make me do this!” Jane cried.

				

				

				Lydia slapped her again.  “You can beg all you like baby, but you’re my slave now.  I can do anything I want with you.  That’s the price you pay for stealing from me.”

				She swung her legs over Jane’s face.  The girl stared up into the drooling mouth of her pussy.  Thick black curls framed the pink slash.  Lydia’s strong musk filled her nostrils.  She dug her long red fingernails into Jane’s stockinged thighs.

				“What are you waiting for?” she demanded.  “Lost your tongue?”

				Her sex folds, hot and wet, brushed Jane’s lips.

				“Hurry up, you bitch!” Lydia commanded breathlessly.  “If you don’t make me come before my guests arrive, you’ll wish you’d never been born.”

				Jane’s bottom throbbed and the fingernails gouging her thighs were like razors.  She reminded herself that she had thrown herself at Lydia’s mercy.  She would have to force back her instinctive revulsion and perform the task demanded.

				Lydia sighed blissfully as the girl’s mouth began a tentative exploration of her slit, lips softly brushing the wet labia.  She raked her fingernails along the insides of Jane’s thighs, laddering her stockings and drawing bright red welts beneath the pale silk.  Jane’s cries of protest were muffled by the pussy pushing down against her mouth.

				“Yesssss!” Lydia cried, feeling the tip of Jane’s tongue dipping into the hot sex pot.

				Jane’s natural abhorrence to performing cunnilingus evaporated rapidly and she found herself licking like a natural.  Her tongue lashed Lydia’s swollen clitoris, gradually burrowing deeper and ever more boldly.  The older woman moaned in ecstasy, grinding her body against the girl’s face, whilst scraping and smacking her thighs.  Lydia’s juices flowed copiously and Jane drank down the strongly scented honey.  The taste was not exactly addictive, but she found it far from unpleasant.  She was horrified by the warm tingling of desire between her own thighs, when Lydia began stroking her slit.  A pair of fingers penetrated her and she responded by deep kissing her captor’s slit with a vengeance.

				Lydia took only a few minutes to reach a climax which had her grunting like a wild animal, two pairs of fingers buried in Jane’s pussy.  Lydia sat on her face, smothering her in sticky juices until the last climatic throes had evaporated.

				“I think my guests have arrived,” she said finally, rising.  “You stay as you are.”

				To ensure Jane did not get other ideas, she planted a black stiletto heeled foot between her thighs, pushing the tip of the heel between Jane’s sex lips.

				The office door opened and a tall, handsome, black bearded man about the same age as Lydia entered.  He was wearing a black leather raincoat which reached his ankles and was carrying a black case.  He was followed by two younger men.  The first was dusky skinned, muscular and dressed in tight black leather.  The other was wearing a sharply tailored grey three piece suit and sported a blonde ponytail.  Jane squirmed on the floor as all three men gathered around her to inspect her.

				Lydia indicated the bearded man.  “Allow me to introduce my husband, William.  This handsome dark stud is Lex and this is Carl.  Gentlemen, meet Jane, our slave for the evening.  Say hello to your Masters, Jane.”

				The girl was too terrified to utter a word.

				“Let’s get down to business” said William, placing his case on the desk.  “Though I see you already have, my dear.  How was she?”

				“Wet and willing,” Lydia replied.  “The slut likes it rough.”

				“And you’d think butter wouldn’t melt in her mouth,” he said, bending to pick a pubic curl from Jane’s lower lip.  “Let’s get her tied up, for a start.”

				Jane struggled and shrieked as she was hauled to her knees by Lex and Carl.  Lydia opened the case and produced a long, thick coil of rope.  She and William wound it around Jane’s waist six times, then knotted it tightly, pinning her arms by her sides.  When her protests became louder, Lydia dealt her a stunning slap across her face.

				“Shut up!” she hissed.  “What you’re about to get is no more than you deserve.”

				The leather man smirked at this remark.  Gripping the loose end of the rope in his right fist, William took a long thin cane from his case and cracked it across Jane’s already well reddened bottom.

				“Up!” he snapped, tugging at the rope.

				She rose to her feet, wincing as the coarse rope bit into her arms.

				“Hold her,” William instructed the two men.  “This arse doesn’t look half sore enough for my liking.”

				The men pushed Jane against the desk, one of them gripping her by the back of the neck.  Her wriggling red rear was perfectly poised for further punishment.  William stepped back, raised the cane high above his head and let rip with a full powered lash that struck Jane’s bottom with a resounding crack.  Her shriek of pain was almost deafening.  He followed with a second swift stroke, delivered with equal violence.

				The savagery of this thrashing made Lydia’s earlier flogging with the belt seem like a gentle massage.  The pain was blinding.  Jane’s cries only invigorated his sadistic pleasure.  Ten strokes of the cane later, she was whimpering like a puppy, angry crimson welts flaring across her bottom.

				“Masterful as ever,” Lydia declared, adding a few slaps of her hand for good measure.  “She’s in a most irresistible position, don’t you think?”

				“Indeed.”

				He unbuckled the belt of his raincoat and flung it open.  All he wore underneath was a black leather jockstrap, decorated with pointed studs of shiny silver.  Beneath this, his prick bulged aggressively.  He thrust against Jane, digging the studs of his jockstrap into the raw flesh of her bottom.  She squirmed against him, but that only heightened the torture.

				He rubbed roughly against her punished cheeks with as much agonising effect as a cheese grater.  While this torture was in progress, Lydia unzipped the two other men and freed their swollen pricks from the confines of their underwear.  Lex was the larger of the pair, his manhood rearing up like a dusky truncheon.  The moment the men had walked in, Jane had feared the worst.  Now, with a stiff prick either side of her, she was certain of her fate.  She had no qualms about accommodating them in any fashion they pleased, if only her bottom would be spared further punishment.

				When he grew tired of lacerating her with his studs, William threw her to the floor.  Lydia took the rope in one hand, a fistful of Jane’s hair in the other.

				“Gentlemen, your slave awaits you,” she announced.  “Do as you please with her.”

				Her words had a strangely exciting effect on Jane.  In some of her wilder fantasies, she imagined herself roped and raped by several brutal men.  But there was never such pain in her fantasies, nor were there any women.  The reality was far more terrifying, yet not totally devoid of an illicit pleasure.

				The men needed no encouragement to begin enjoying their helpless and beautiful captive.  Carl was first in line, kneeling behind Jane’s upthrust bottom and easing his long, thick prick into her slick love tunnel.  He buried his nine inches to the hilt inside her, forced a thumb into her anus and began pumping her with long, deep thrusts.  Lex decided to enjoy himself at the other end.  Lydia jerked Jane’s head up and the drooling crown of Lex’s prick met her lips.  She opened wide and the hot, throbbing length of dark meat was rammed unceremoniously into the back of her throat.

				Lydia held her, while the two men fucked her in both ends with a matching animal gusto.  They swapped places after a while and Jane tasted her own juices on Carl’s prick as it slid down her throat.  William leaned against the deskin his knee high boots and jockstrap, smoking a cigarette as he watched the action.

				Within seconds of one another, two pricks gushed their creamy cargo into Jane.  As she gulped down mouthfuls of Carl’s hot cream, the lava from Lex’s climax flooded her body.  She might have climaxed herself, had he remained inside her a little longer, but the pleasure of the slave was of no importance to either her Masters or Mistress.

				

				

				Lydia passed the rope to Carl, after he had wiped his prick clean on Jane’s hair, then unlaced the satin basque to her waist, freeing her heavy round breasts.  Her nipples were fat and dark brown, with small black hairs peppering the coffee cup diameter aureoles.  She peeled off her split crotch panties, balled them in her right fist and rubbed them harshly between Jane’s thighs, mopping up the semen that foamed at her sex lips.

				“Open her legs wider,” she told the men.

				Lex and Carl happily obliged, gripping a thigh each and spreading Jane until her legs hurt.  Lydia crouched behind her and stuffed the balled up silk panties into her body.

				“KY!” she snapped.

				William produced a tube of anal lubricant from the case and handed it to her.  She squirted a generous amount onto her right hand and spread it all over, nearly to the elbow.  Jane could not see what she was doing, but felt certain she was about to be subjected to further depraved sadism.

				Lydia smeared both hands and forearms with lubricating jelly, before squirting the remainder of the tube into Jane’s anus, following it with a long finger pushed past the wrinkled pink rim of the ultra-tight orifice.  Jane clenched her sphincter around the intruding digit, writhing with discomfort.  Lydia forced a second finger into her rectum, simultaneously pulling the panties slowly out of her slit.  William took them from her and sniffed appreciatively.  The silk was soaked with a combination of spunk and pussy honey.  He savoured the musk for a minute, before balling the panties up tightly again.

				“Open wide,” he told Jane, rubbing them against her lips.

				When she did not comply, Carl jerked her by the hair.  She opened her mouth to protest and Lydia’s soiled panties were stuffed into it.  William gagged her expertly, ensuring that she could still breathe through her nose, but could utter scarcely a sound.

				Lydia now had three fingers of her right hand in her anus, four of the left thrusting in and out of her pussy.  Lubricant glistened on both her hands and Jane’s bottom.  Her body jerked in protest as a fourth finger was pushed into her anus.  But for the gag, she would have been yelling her lungs in agony.  Lydia loosened up both orifices with deep thrusts of her fingers, then withdrew.

				Her right hand clenched into a tight fist and the greased knuckles pushed against Jane’s resisting rim.  Gritting her teeth, Lydia pushed with all her might.  Jane’s tortured rectal muscles strained, protested, then surrendered to the brutal invasion.  Lydia’s fist sank gradually into her bottom, opening her so wide she thought something must surely break.  The captive’s face was bright red and beads of sweat trickled down her brow, into eyes brimming with tears of pain.  Lydia forced her arm into the tight, hot stickiness of her bottom, past the wrist and halfway to the elbow.  The knuckles of the left fist pushed against Jane’s pussy mouth, then her hand was swallowed by that much less tight, but still straining orifice.

				All Jane could do as she was fisted was bite down on the gag and contort her face in unspoken agony.  Never before had she permitted so much as a finger in her most private of holes.  Now, half of Lydia’s arm was in her bottom.  She was stuffed to bursting point, Lydia feeling knuckle against knuckle through the thin wall of flesh between her anal and vaginal tunnels.  While his wife fucked her with both fists, William took a cat-o-nine tails from his ‘essentials’ case and began lashing Jane’s back and shoulders.  The sound of swishing leather cracking across bare skin combined with Lydia’s low grunts, filled the office with a symphony of sadism.

				Lydia finally removed her fist from Jane’s anus and wiped it clean on the crimson buns of her bottom.  She used her thighs to wipe the other hand.  Despite the throbbing pain in her guts, Jane felt a near orgasmic sense of relief the moment the fist was withdrawn from her rear.  This sensation was almost worth the agony that had preceded it.  William had streaked her back and shoulders red with the cat-o-nine tails, then he turned his attention to where Lydia had just finished enjoying herself.  He rammed the black handle of the whip into Jane’s rectum, leaving her with nine black leather tails protruding from her bottom.  He then ordered her to stand up.

				

				Lydia held the rope, while the three men pawed and prodded their slave with rough, uncaring hands.

				“She does have a lovely pair of tits,” William commented, pulling her nipples.  “Don’t you agree, Lydia?”

				“Indeed,” she replied.  “But there’s something not quite right about them.  Haven’t you noticed it?”

				He frowned.  “Hmmm, now that you mention it, they are a bit pale.  Milk white in fact.  I much prefer red, don’t you?”

				“The colour of her arse,” said Lydia, reaching into the case.

				The contraption she produced was made of studded black leather and resembled a bra without any cups.  William fitted it to Jane, fastening it at the back, then tightening the straps that fitted around her breasts.  Hard leather bit into the soft flesh, squeezing tighter and tighter, William’s knotted muscles straining with the effort.  He squeezed the straps around her breasts until both were pushed out like a pair of pink balloons about to burst.

				“They look better already,” said Lydia, passing him the two objects in her right hand.

				Jane shook her head in desperation, feeling faint at the sight of the stainless steel nipple clamps.  They had small chains attached, with fist size gold balls dangling from the ends.

				William stretched her right nipple between thumb and forefinger, then attached one of the clamps.  The bite of the cold steel sent an electric shock of pure agony shooting through Jane.  The other clamp was attached to her left nipple.  William gave the gold balls a swing and Jane felt as though her nipples were being wrenched from her breasts.

				“May I do the honours?” asked Lydia.

				William’s reply was to pick up the cane and hand it to her.  Jane fell to her knees.  But even had she been able to beg for mercy, it would have been futile.  Her punishment had been decided and would be administered, no matter what.

				Sharp strokes of the cane rained down on her aching breasts.  The balls swung on the ends of their chains, clinking against one another and intensifying the pain.  Swish after swish turned her breasts into two scarlet ribboned moons.  Lex held her by the hair and Carl kept a tight grip on her rope.  When the caning was completed, William once more utilised the sadistic potential of his studded jockstrap, scrubbing it over both of Jane’s breasts in turn.

				“I think we should sit her down,” he suggested.

				“Good idea,” said Lydia.  “You blindfold her, I’ll pull up a chair.”

				A black silk scarf was wrapped over Jane’s eyes, shielding her from a sight that might well have sent her into hysterics.  Lydia placed a wooden chair in the centre of the floor, then took a plastic jar of drawing pins from her desk and scattered them over the seat,  the sharp points upwards.  This done, she and William guided their slave to the chair.

				Jane was wracked with pain and sweating with fear, having no idea what to expect next.  She suspected the men might fuck her again.  If so, they would be welcome.  That kind of abuse would be a tender mercy compared to the sadism of Lydia and her husband.  Nothing could have prepared her for the shock of being pushed down onto the chair and having her burning bottom simultaneously penetrated by several dozen sharp pins.  She would have leapt halfway to the ceiling had the couple not held her firmly down, ensuring the cruel pins fully speared her bottom and upper thighs.  Carl compounded her agony by tugging forcefully on her nipple clamp chains.  Lex contributed several bare handed smacks to her thighs.

				She was held in the chair for the length of time it took Lydia to strap on a dildo.  The phallus was a fat ten inches of white latex, topped with a huge black head bristling with hard plastic spikes.

				“Hold her for me,” she told the men.

				The trio lifted Jane out of the chair, William gripping her under the shoulders, his friends holding a leg each.  They spread her legs wide and held her aloft for Lydia like a battered sacrifice.  Her bottom was a bizarre work of art, studded with the red, blue and yellow heads of the drawing pins and with the business end of the cat-o-nine tails protruding from her anus.  Lydia briefly teased her pussy with a fingertip, stirring up her tell-tale juices, before ramming the spiked dildo into her with a savage thrust.

				Jane’s body jerked, but she had little energy left for struggling.  Lydia thrust the dildo in and out, every movement painfully gouging the tender walls of her sex.  The plastic spikes were not quite vicious enough to make her bleed, but they felt as if they were.

				“I’ll have another go when you’re finished,” said Carl.

				William shook his head.  “I’m next.  After that, it’s a free for all.”

				Funny, Jane found herself thinking.  One of the men in her rape fantasy had uttered those very words.

				Lydia took her time, savouring the brutal violation of her slave in all its glory.  Only when she herself had climaxed did the ordeal end.  Jane was pushed back onto the chair, while Lydia cleared a large space on her desk and spread drawing pins over it.

				She removed Jane’s nipple clamps, then Carl and Lex helped her to push Jane face down over the desk, while William untied his jockstrap.  His prick, long and thickly veined, arched proudly from a pale triangle shaven pre-pubescent bare crotch.

				Jane felt the cold steel of the drawing pins penetrating her breasts as she was pushed down onto the desk.  William planted his big, gloved hands on her bottom, stoking up her agony afresh, then slid his erect prick deep into her waiting slit.  With each thrust, he smacked her bottom, sending white hot spears of pain through her nerves.  Lydia mounted the desk and sat on her back, pushing her breasts even more firmly down onto the drawing pins.

				Jane would have given anything at that moment to be able to ease her torment with a loud scream.  She felt like a human pincushion, a shameless slut and a pitiful little girl, all rolled into one.  The more his excitement increased, the harder William smacked her bottom, his prick pumping furiously in and out of her, oiled with slick love honey.  Though her body was aflame with agony, her pussy was betraying a pleasure she herself was scarcely aware of.

				William did not climax inside her.  He withdrew at the last moment and milked the creamy globs of his come onto her bottom, wiping the tip on the throbbing rim of her anus.  She was so tender from being thrashed that his spunk stung like vinegar.  Lydia wiped up the spunky mushrooms with the finger of her right hand and pulled the cat-o-nine tails from Jane’s anus with her left.  She smeared her husband’s spunk over the sticky handle of the whip, then yanked her slave upright by the hair.  The gag was pulled from her mouth and replaced by the handle of the cat-o-nine tails.  It was pungent from Jane’s anus and tasted revolting.  But she sucked it obediently, no longer caring what they did to her.  What more could they do?

				Lydia commanded her to kneel and keep sucking on the whip handle.  She began plucking the drawing pins from her breasts, while William extracted them from her bottom.  With each pin plucked from her flesh, Jane felt and intensely pleasurable tingling, unlike anything she had ever experienced.  When the last of the pins had been removed, Lydia pulled the whip out of her mouth.  Jane almost wept with gratitude.  The sense of relief was so overpowering, she climaxed violently, sagging into a pathetic heap on the carpet, moaning softly as her pain was momentarily washed away.

				The torture might be over, but more basic lusts remained to be gratified.  Jane was spread out on the floor and penetrated in all three orifices at once.  Lex thrust his black prick into her mouth, Carl slipped into her pussy and Lydia invaded her anus from behind with her spiked dildo.  The pain of entry was so sharp, Jane bit Lex’s prick.  A slap on the back of the head cautioned her to be more careful.

				William did not have to watch the action for long before he was once again ready to join in.  Jane found two meaty pricks being simultaneously stuffed into her mouth.  Lydia’s sharp fingernails dug into her blood smeared breasts as she fucked her from behind.  Carl lashed her legs with the cat-o-nine tails.

				It was a bloodied and bedraggled Jane whom Lydia finally instructed to get dressed, just after midnight.  She had paid the price for her dishonesty and it was a lesson she would remember long after she was able to sit down comfortably again.  The three men dressed and left, without a parting glance or word of goodbye to the slave they had beaten and fucked almost senseless.

				Jane was once again alone with her employer.  She dressed quickly, balling up her bra and panties to take home in her purse.  Her bottom and breasts were far too sore to be confined in underwear.

				“I’ll call you a taxi,” Lydia offered, when she was dressed.  “I shall deduct the fare from your wages.  I presume you wish to continue working for me?”

				“Yes, Mrs Stone,” Jane replied hoarsely.  “Thank you.”

				Lydia was careful not to let her see how pleased that made her.  She intended to get a lot more than eight hundred pounds worth of pleasure out of this slave before she was through with her....
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