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Bondage, Beauty and the Beast 
The air was cold on my breasts and my nipples tingled, hard points. Staring into the darkness of the velvet hood, I tried not to shiver. could hear the man pacing around me, inches away, moving so quietly, and yet there was an impression of size, of danger about him despite his silence. I was acutely aware of my nakedness. 

"What do you think?" asked the precise tenor of my stepson.  The whoreson bastard. 

"Lovely," the man said.  His voice was odd, a deep, rich rumble that vibrated pleasantly in my ears. He was behind me now. Suddenly hands engulfed my breasts, big hands, hard and callused, lifting the soft globes to pluck delicately at my nipples.  I stifled a moan and would have tried to push him away, but my wrists were bound in front of me.  "She has very responsive breasts," he said. 

"Brianne's tits are her best feature," agreed Cedric.  "God knows my lord father thought so.  May he rot in hell.  He must have been addled, marrying her as he did with one foot in the grave.  My God, look at her. She's younger than I am." 

"Yes," answered the rumble. The big hands moved, drifting down the bare, sensitive ripples of my ribs, testing the plane of my belly.  I fought not to squirm.  I would not give either man that satisfaction. 

The hand drifted between my thighs, long fingers burrowing skillfully into the curls there, parting the lips that had gone so shamefully damp under the man's skillful caresses.  I stiffened in outrage, but I knew a protest would only earn me a slap from Cedric.   

He stroked slowly between the plump lips, taking his time, teasing shameful pleasure from my body.  It seemed I felt a brush of fur against my inner thighs as he touched me, and I wondered if he wore gloves. 

"Well," Cedric demanded.  "Do you agree?  Will you keep her here, in your castle...?" 

A very long finger found the opening of my cunt and slowly eased its way inside. "That depends," the man said.  "I still don't understand why you want to sell her to me." 

"Because otherwise I'll have to pay Brianne the share of the inheritance the old man left her," Cedric said with exaggerated patience. "And I don't care to do that." 

A low rumbling growl vibrated in my ear.  I stirred nervously. It sounded far more like a wolf than a man. 

When Cedric spoke again, he, too, sounded nervous.  "I was going to kill her, but I remembered you and Nimue and all the games you used to play here before..." His voice trailed off. 

"Before she cursed me." The voice was so cold with frigid anger that I flinched. He slipped an arm around me to hold me still.  I felt fur and linen brush my naked flesh, and shivered. 

"Ah, yes. Don't you see, milord?  It's poetic justice.  She seduced my father with her charms, she would have inherited a third of everything rightfully mine ... but instead, she becomes your slave. Yours to torment, as you are tormented." 

The finger probing me was joined by a second.  The sensation was liquid, hot. Shameful.  "Yessssss." 

"She is, after all, nobly born," Cedric said, cajoling.  "You won't often have a chance at such a beauty, thanks to Nimue..." 

The growl was so loud I jumped.  "True, curse you.  But this one ... this one won't refuse me.  I won't allow it."  He released my waist and cunt, and suddenly hands were prying my bottom cheeks apart.  A finger stabbed up, forcing its way into my anus.  I arched my back and gasped in pain. 

"I'll take her whenever I want, however I want," the voice growled. 

"So," said Cedric, voice vibrating with triumph.  "It's agreed?" 

"Not so fast. First I want to see her face." 

Before I could even pull at the ropes binding my wrists, he whirled me to face him and snatched the hood off my head.  Blinking in the light of the torches, I looked into the face of the one who would be my master.  And felt my heart skip in shock.   

The top of my head barely came to his breastbone, and his shoulders were wide as a sword's length over a chest roped in muscle. He wore a rich wine doublet, a fine linen shirt, and black britches that hugged his long, brawny legs. His boots were made of soft dark leather that clung to his strong calves. 

In all, he had the sort of strong male form to make a maiden's heart beat faster – had it not been covered entirely in silky black fur. 

His pelt – there was no other word for it – was as shiny and black as a panther's everywhere except on his head, where it lengthened into a magnificent mane that extended down his back.  Great horns thrust through that silken hair, curving like a ram's on either side of his arrogant head. 

Yet despite those animal features, his face was human.  Indeed, there was raw masculine beauty in his high, broad cheekbones and square chin that not even fur could disguise.  His lips were full and sensuous, though as dark as his pelt, and his teeth gleamed white as he smiled down at me, hungry and possessive.   

"I'll take her," he told Cedric, his voice rumbling with lust. 

I fainted dead away. 

*** 

If anyone had told me when I married the old earl that six months later I'd be naked on my hands and knees scrubbing floors, I would have called him mad.   

But there I was, knees aching from the cold stone of milord's castle floor, my wet hands chill from the wash water. 

Other parts of me were all too warm.  My breasts rubbed against the chains that looped from the slave collar down between my legs and up my back to my collar again.  The links, warm from my skin, tormented my hardened nipples and clit even as they rolled against the openings of my sex and bottom.  They tortured me, those chains, with little spurts of heat and pleasure and discomfort ... almost as much as the eyes I could feel watching me from across the room.   

My master's eyes. 

Yet I did not dare stop in the task I had been given.  I had learned my lesson when I challenged him as we rode to his castle. 

"I will not be your slave," I'd told him then, trying not to lean against his chest as I sat across his lap in the saddle. "My father..." 

"Sold you to the highest bidder," he said, in a voice somewhere between a purr and a growl, "Who sold you to me." 

"Unlawfully," I said, lifting my chin. 

The Beast shrugged. "Cedric is now the Earl of Darkcliffe.  He can do what he wishes with you." 

I swallowed. "It is not his right to sell me like some bondslave." 

"Right is what you take," he told me.  "And I have claimed the right to you." He lifted one of those human-looking hands from the reins and stretched his fingers wide.  Inch long claws extended from his fingertips. 

So it was that I found myself scrubbing floors. 

Now I dragged the scrub brush grimly over the worn stone.  My chains still tormented me, but not as much as my bitter thoughts.  By now Cedric had followed through with his plan to tell all and sundry that highwaymen had killed me.  Thanks to his high rank, none would dare question him, not even my father, mere baron that he was.   

I had no choice but to obey the Beast as I would a husband, or feel his fist. Or claws. 

"Brianne," he said from his corner, and I started. 

His eyes shown green fire at me. "Come here." 

My heart sank. I knew he wanted more from me now than playing the menial. 

Wishing I dared stall, I stood and walked toward him, chains jangling softly. Folding my manacled wrists in front of me, I stood before him and waited, head bowed in galling submission.   

"Down. On the floor," he ordered. "On your back." 

Gnawing my lip, I lay down and looked up at him as he sat there in his massive carved chair.  His booted feet were inches from my bare toes. 

"Now rest your heels on the arms of my chair," the Beast said, his voice a deep, thrumming purr. 

I obeyed. And swallowed, realizing that this pose spread my thighs, exposing me completely to those green eyes. 

"Very nice," he said, leaning forward in the chair.  "I like the way that red hair of yours pools around your face. And your nipples..." 

He licked his lips, looking uncomfortably like a tiger anticipating a meal.  Green eyes stared directly into mine, the irises vertical slits. "Caress yourself for me." 

"What?" I squeaked. 

"Your nipples," he growled, impatient.  "Roll them between your fingers." 

I thought about refusing, but a scratching sound caught my attention. He was extending and retracting his claws like a cat kneading a cushion. The tips raked the wood of the chair arm with a chilling scritch scritch scritch. 

Biting my lip, I lifted both hands, listening to the chains clank, and caught my pointed nipples between my fingers.  I could feel myself going bright red with mortification as I began to roll them. 

"Stretch them upward," he ordered. 

I pulled at the soft, pink flesh and tried not to groan at the curls of warm sensation that rolled through me. 

"That's right," he said.  Something hard and thick grew behind the tight fabric of his fawn britches. "Grab those pretty breasts.  Lift them to me." 

I obeyed, my fingers sinking into my own soft skin. 

"They're quite big. I wonder... Can you lick them?"   

"I ... don't know." I'd certainly never tried. 

"Find out." 

Reluctantly, I bent my head down, tightening my grip until the nipple pouted into range of my tongue.  I licked. And squirmed as I caught my nipple a glancing swipe. 

"Oh, yes." The Beast's eyes were glowing like twin candle flames. "I thought you could. Now masturbate for me." 

Heat flooded my face.  But there was something about that hot green gaze that ripped away my will to resist.  I reached down. My fingers threaded through cherry curls, slid between my lips.   

And found, to my shame, that I was very wet.  My fingers glided to my clit to begin a practiced circling. 

The Beast's hand went to the buttons of his britches. 

I froze. 

"Continue," he rumbled, even as he freed his huge, dark erection. Like his lips, his shaft was so black it was almost blue.  And it was near as thick as my wrist. 

Staring helplessly at Milord's massive cock, I rubbed my clit, feeling something wet trickle furtively between my lips. 

His hand, claws retracted, began to stroke up and down that menacing rod. 

I gasped, unable to control my breathing, as one hand strummed my clit and the other rolled my nipple. Milord watched, his big hand working his shaft. His eyes glowed hotter, male and predatory.  A sense of rigid restraint vibrated around him, as if he barely kept himself from falling on me like a starving lion. 

I slid two fingers into my cunt.  My hips rolled upward, but I managed to still them.  I had to obey his orders, but I didn't have to be so obvious in my lust. 

"Tomorrow, I think," the Beast said, "I'll show you the dungeon Nimue designed for our pleasure.  I'd love to see you stretched out in chains there, writhing as I paint those big breasts with candle wax. I can't wait to watch that noblewoman's arrogance turn to helpless submission." 

Eyes slitted, a lazy rumble in his throat, Beast stroked himself.  watched his hand move and wondered whether it was natural to have a cock of such size. The Earl had not had half milord's length, even in his rare moments of rigidity. 

My shame faded as my heat rose, and I couldn't seem to stop myself from burying my fingers deeply into my wetness, each gliding entry painting fire throughout my mound.  My thighs twitched and I shut my eyes, gritting my teeth as I sought the climax that danced somewhere just beyond the next stroke of my fingers. 

"Open your eyes!" Beast growled, and I snapped them wide. 

He was on his feet now, astride me, looking down from his great height as he pumped his shaft. My own hand picked up its pace and I whimpered, twisting between his shiny black boots. 

"That's it," he purred, "I want you to come.  Come watching me. Come thinking about what I'm going to do to you.  How I'm going to take you. Soon." 

I groaned in mingled shame and helpless excitement, thrusting my hips upward at him. 

And then, suddenly, the heat in my pearl exploded, thrumming through me in hard ripples that made me scream out with the raw, stark pleasure of it. Distantly, I could hear Beast's purring rumble, building in intensity toward a low roar. 

Something wet splashed onto my upturned face, hot and white. Gasping, I looked up at him, towering above me, and licked his come from my lips. *** 

I stood close to the fire, savoring its warmth while I tried not to stare at my master. He sat at an elaborately carved dining table, eating with neat, precise movements of his knife.  My stomach rumbled.  I'd had no food since before my kidnapping the previous night, and I was more than ready to eat. 

Milord put down his knife and leaned back, eyes going to me. 

"Come here," he said, and I stiffened at a wave of heat.  remembered all too well what had followed those words this afternoon. 

But I also knew better than to refuse, so I padded across the stone floor toward him, feeling my silk skirts sliding around my legs as I walked. Milord Beast had allowed me to dress after our last heated encounter, though the gown was a thin white silk that barely veiled the pink of my nipples. 

He spread his knees apart and pointed to the floor between them. "Kneel." 

I bit my lip as my heartbeat accelerated.  Obediently, I crouched between his boots, feeling the warmth from his muscular thighs bathe me. 

Milord watched me as he reached out a long arm to the table in front of him.  Then he held it out to me, holding a bit of savory meat like a man feeding a hound.   

"Open for me," he said. 

I parted my lips.  His fingers, covered in satiny fur, slid into my mouth, touched my tongue, teased it with the bite.  Greatly tempted, I managed not to lick them as they withdrew.  I chewed the morsel, hot juices flooding down my throat. 

Milord Beast looked down at me.  His eyes glowed green with masculine pleasure at my submission as he fed me a piece of crusty bread dripping with butter. When a drop slid down one of his long fingers, I automatically licked it away.  And shivered at the hot male taste of him. 

My eyes darted to his. He smiled slowly, showing white teeth.  stared up at him helplessly.  My nipples drew tight and a delicious memory teased its way through my mind; milord's come splashing on my lips. 

Next he presented me with a goblet of wine, upending it as I drank thirstily, feeling the tart burn slide down my throat. 

So he fed me, and I ate from his hands, until he pushed back the plate and goblet with sudden impatience.  "Time for dessert," he growled, and his hands caught in the fabric of my gown.   

Claws extended, he shredded it with one easy pull, leaving me naked. Before I could protest, his big hands closed over my waist, and I found myself on my back on the table. 

"Milord!" I squeaked as his ruthless strength made short work of the last clinging tatters of my gown. 

He ignored my objection, stepping back from the table to stare.  His lips parted in a widening smile, and for the first time I noticed his fangs. They were as white and sharp as a wolf's.  My heart leaped in fear, yet perversely, I could feel cream trickling between my thighs. 

The Beast walked around the table and I watched as he circled, eyes fixed on me.   

His gaze flicked to a small earthen jar.  He reached over and picked it up, then dipped a spoon in it. When he held the silver utensil up to the light, a sluggish golden stream fell back into the jar.   

Leaning over me again, he held the spoon above my breasts.  As I watched, a stream of honey poured down to roll over my nipples and pearl on the full curves of my flesh. 

Slowly, slowly, Milord dribbled a stream of honey across my breasts, down the curve of my ribs, lingered to make a pool in my navel, then painted my lower abdomen with shimmering gold.  Then, finally, he poured the honey directly into the soft fur covering my mound. 

At last he stood back and gave me that wicked, fanged grin again. "I have a sweet tooth." 

I tensed as Milord bent over me, nervously aware of those fangs.  A long red tongue flicked between his lips and swiped across my nipple, which instantly began to strain upward in yearning.  Delicately he rewarded it, closing his mouth over the pink bud and sucking it with such delicious skill, I whimpered.   

Finally he released the nubbin, only to begin slowly licking the honey still clinging to my breasts, laving them with long strokes, pausing here and there to suck or nibble gently.  I tensed each time, but those fangs never did more than press softly against my skin. 

When he started working his way down the length of my torso, the ticklish sensation made me writhe. He paused to tongue the honey from my navel, sucked deeply at it, then continued down my abdomen.   

A different tension invaded me.  I'd heard whispers from other noblewomen, tales of wickedly skilled lovers, but the Earl had hardly been of that stripe. 

So when Beast moved between my legs at last and lowered his head, I shivered in equal parts of embarrassment and curiosity.  His first long lick made me jump as he tasted my curls, then tugged them gently between his lips. At length he deepened the movement, tongue swirling around my pearl, flicking at my lips.   

Never had I felt such a rush of pleasure.  Yet the sensation only intensified when he burrowed his seeking tongue even deeper into my sex, stabbing hard into my core.  I gasped. 

He lifted his head. "You're wet," he purred.  "Evidently you enjoy the attentions of a monster more than you'd like to admit." 

I writhed and moaned at his words.  It was true, all true, and my shame scalded me.  But then his tongue was at work again, licking my pearl, sucking it, and the pleasure drove every other thought from my head. 

I looked down. He stared back at me from between my thighs.  My sex hid half his face, but his eyes burned with triumph and hunger. Helpless, I threw back my head and cried out as lust blasted through me. 

With a low, impatient growl of need, milord Beast stood in a rush and began to unbutton his britches.  At last his male organ had escaped to jut out at me. I swallowed, feeling my eyes widen as he bent closer to me, aiming himself.   

In the back of my mind, I felt a flicker of disappointment; I'd been so close to climax, and now I knew he'd be through with me in a thrust or two. 

But then he began to push into my body, his size stretching me in a way I'd never known. Even when I thought he'd reached his limit, he kept coming, and I whimpered in surprise. 

"So big," I moaned, "so hot." 

He grinned. "So tight." 

Finally he stopped, all the way in me at last.  I licked my lips, staring at him as he stood between my thighs.  He caught my calves and lifted them to rest on his shoulders, and then he began to thrust.  I twisted. 

I was no virgin, of course, but the Earl had been nothing like this. Such size... It was almost painful, being filled so deeply.  I wished he would give me his mouth again. 

But then, as I lay there, feeling the slow, careful stoking of his great rod, a strange pleasure stole over me until my hips rocked.  He'd already gone on much longer than my husband ever had, and the pleasure to be found in his thrusts was a delightful surprise.  My breathing roughened and I gasped as he circled his hips. 

As if I'd given him a signal, he picked up his pace until he was lunging hard against me, grinding his hips into the cradle of mine, tormenting my pearl into a blaze. He leaned closer as he rode me until his face was inches from my breasts.  Hungrily he licked at me, eyes locked on mine. Unable to stop myself, I threaded my hands into his mane, twisting them as his relentless thrusts seared through me. 

"Give to me," he rumbled.  "Come.  Come with a beast's prick pounding in your cunt. Now." 

And he rammed as deeply as he could go. 

I screamed as the waves of my orgasm pulsed through me. 

He roared. 

*** 

Putting my back into it, I hauled the bucket out of the well.  The castle yard was abnormally quiet around me – but then, the entire castle was abnormally quiet for a structure of such size.  The only servants in residence were a forbidding cook and a couple of timid maids.  There was also a very brawny footman who gave me looks I didn't care for. 

Bucket in hand, I straightened to look out the portcullis.  Beyond it I could see the long, rocky slope the castle sat upon, rolling down to the shadowed tree line of the forest. 

Suddenly I yearned for the still darkness out there with an intensity that made me grit my teeth. 

But I knew better. There'd be no freedom for me.  I'd take my bucket inside the castle and later I'd present myself to milord in his bedchamber where, once again, he'd shoot me to the heights of pleasure and the depths of shame.  With my willing – nay, eager – participation. 

I was no better than a slut. 

I thought of the shame my father would feel if he knew, thought of the stain I brought to our family with my wantonness.  I'd been raised better. Yet, when the Beast touched me, I forgot family and pride and God in the headlong rush to pleasure. 

I grew aware that I still stared longingly at the forest.  In that moment, a bitter need surged within me to rush out into the trees, to run from my own hunger and milord's too-skillful hands.   

If I stayed here, I'd become his slave in spirit as well as fact. 

I started running for the portcullis before I even knew what I was about, my slippers quick on the stones, the homespun skirts of my working clothes fluttering about me. 

I knew I risked his rage, but I had no choice.  I could not remain to become a whore to a Beast, no matter now deliciously seductive. *** Huddled against the rough bark of the tree at my back, I peered out into the darkness and suspected I'd made a huge mistake.   

In my haste and impulsiveness, I'd neglected to bring food or money for the journey, and my thin slippers were hardly the shoes to wear on a hike. But it was too late to turn back now. 

I sighed and tried not to think about what Milord was likely doing at this moment.  He probably knew I was gone, just as I knew he would not be pleased. 

Crunch. 
I lifted my head.  Something moved through the brush.  Something large. I fixed my eyes on the shaft of moonlight cutting through the trees and stared, my heart pounding. It was the Beast; I knew it was the Beast. And he would be so angry with me. 

Why did I find that thought intriguing? 

A shadowed man-shape stepped out of the brush, moved forward into the light. Small, piggy eyes stared at me out of a whiskered face, and a grin gaped, revealing rotten teeth.  "Well, lads," he said, "what 'ave we 'ere?" 

As I stared at him in growing terror, three others stepped out of the darkness. All were dressed in mismatched rags, and all were dirty, with something vile in the eyes.  It occurred to me that Cedric's story about my being killed by highwaymen might turn out to be more prophesy than lie. 

I scarce had time to scream before they were upon me.  My world became a muddle of horror; hard hands, breath stinking of ale and onions, rough fingers digging painfully into my breasts, my thighs, my wrists. 

Shoved flat on the ground, black shadows over me, hurting me, a hand clamped over my mouth to stifle my hysterical screams.  Cold air on my lower body, my skirt around my waist, a hardness poking me between my thighs.  I tried to scream but couldn't, couldn't even breathe... 

And then suddenly there were screams, hoarse with terror, cut off sharply. Screams not my own.   

The shadows around me surged and rolled.  Yet I was left huddled alone in the chill leaves, forgotten and quivering as the air filled with a horrible snarling. 

Wolves, I thought. I knew I should run, but in my terror, I couldn't move. 

Finally I managed to drag myself to my feet.  My attackers had vanished. I whimpered in relief and gagged at the thick, fetid stink in the air. I wondered what on earth it was – until I saw the black human shapes on the ground. 

The brassy smell choking me was blood. 

One of the shadows stirred and rose to glide toward me.  I took a hasty step back, a scream clawing for my throat. 

Milord Beast stepped into the moonlight. 

A wave of relief broke over me and I felt a helpless grin spread across my face.  I took a half step toward him, holding out my arms in welcome. 

His lips peeled back from his teeth.  "I don't know why you're so relieved," he snarled. "Before the night's over, you may find yourself longing for the company of these bastards." 

*** 

 He'd brought chains. 

"Apparently," Milord growled as he snapped the slave collar around my throat, "I made a serious mistake in taking this off you to begin with. Without it, you don't seem to appreciate your position." 

I had never seen his anger before that moment, and it terrified me. A growl rumbled continuously in his throat, and his movements were short and rough. I was acutely aware of how small I was against his brawny height. 

I sucked in my breath and drew on my failing courage.  "Thank you for saving me from those peasants, Milord."  I could barely hear my own voice, it had so little strength. 

"I considered letting them have you," he snapped, "but I feared there'd be nothing left of you to punish." 

With that, he turned and stalked off.  Hands now chained behind my back, I stumbled after him, dragged by the leash he held. Somehow, I had to blunt his anger. "Please understand. I could do nothing else." 

He whirled on me and I instinctively jumped back, almost falling as I hit the end of my tether.  "I could have raped you," he said.  "I thought about it. I could have fucked you without any consideration, but no, instead I saw to your pleasure before tending to my own.  And you did experience pleasure, both times.  Didn't you?" 

I swallowed and told the truth. "Yes, milord." 

"Indeed. The whole castle heard you screaming as you came.  thought we could... I even unchained you afterwards.  And how did you reward me?  You ran for the woods.  You're lucky I didn't let them kill you." 

I couldn't take it anymore.  "Milord, I couldn't let you treat me as a whore!" "You have no idea how a whore is treated!"  His eyes narrowed and an unpleasant smile crossed his lips.  "But you will." *** 

I stumbled after milord's broad back as he stalked into his castle, my leash held tightly in his hand.  He headed into the main hall, his steps long and angry as I scrambled behind.   

I frowned, suddenly aware of strange sounds coming from the hall 

– loud slaps and gasps. Milord stopped so suddenly I almost collided with him. Cautiously, I peered past the powerful bulge of his biceps. And drew in a hard breath. 

The footman sat in milord's chair, his shirt and coat discarded over the back of it. The firelight painted his muscular torso as his arm rose and fell, broad hand descending again and again on the naked bottom of the woman draped across his lap.  She squirmed, her rump reddening under his steady smacks.  I could see the thick blonde bush growing at the base of her belly, the lips of her vulva sprung apart by her bending posture. 

Throwing her head back, she peered over her shoulder at the footman, her eyes bright, her cheeks as rosy as her bottom.  "You've got ... AH! ... a hard ... hand, Jack! Ease off..." 

"My hand isn't the only thing that's hard, May." 

The next smack seemed to echo, and she kicked and screeched. "Oh, please, have mercy!" 

"As if you wanted it," Jack snorted, and stopped spanking her long enough to plunge two fingers into her.  "HA! You're hot as blood pudding, you little tart." 

Outraged, I threw a look up toward Milord's face, expecting him to berate the lewd pair. Instead, he wore a half-smile I didn't care for at all. 

I huffed and tried to look away, but my eyes soon slid back to the footman and his all-too-willing victim.  Despite her energetic squirming, it seemed she sought to make her bottom more accessible to her captor's ringing smacks. 

"As much as I hate to interrupt this charming scene, Jack," milord purred at last, "I have another occupation for your hard hand – and no doubt even harder cock." 

"Milord!" Jack gasped, and jumped to his feet, dumping the unwary May in the floor. Gasping in outrage, she shot him a glare as he hastened to explain. "I was just disciplining this wench for allowing your slave to escape." 

"I know what you were doing," Milord said dryly.  "Come along, Jack. You too, May. I suspect I can find a use for you as well." *** 

I struggled and kicked, writhing in the air, my protests muffled by the gag Jack had tied around my head.  My ankles, circled by broad leather bands, were spread painfully wide and fastened to a long iron bar that hung from the dungeon ceiling.  My wrists, similarly cuffed, were chained securely to the bands around my ankles.   

It was a pose that bent me double and spread me open as I hung in the air, my mouth watering around the thick, cock-shaped gag that filled it. Knowing Jack and Milord leered at my helpless nudity, I felt my cheeks burn with fury and shame. 

To avoid those hot, lecherous eyes, I peered as best I could around milord's "torture chamber." 

The room itself was quite large, and dark, with torches smoking and sparking in stone wall sockets. Yet it appeared crowded from the stocks, posts and racks that stood in strategic spots, draped with chains and obviously ready for unwilling prisoners.  Against one wall stood a long oak table that held sinister implements I strained anxiously to examine. 

There was only one chair. More of a throne, really, big and well padded in leather. Milord occupied it, sprawled with one long leg dangling over the arm.  May curled submissively at his feet, as naked as I, her breasts pressed to his booted legs.  His breeches were unlaced and she played with his thick male organ in a lazy way.  He had grown hard watching Jack struggle to bind me. 

The footman gave one of the buckles a last tug, then turned toward his master.  "She's ready, milord." 

The Beast smiled as he looked from my bound, helpless body to Jack's eager grin.  "Indulge yourself, Jack.  But remember, I want to hear as many moans of pleasure as cries of pain." 

Jack's blue eyes widened and he turned to stare at me.  "You're going to let me...?" 

"She needs to learn her place, Jack.  And you're just the man to teach her." 

My mouth went dry at the smile that spread over Jack's handsome peasant face. I tensed, bracing for his reaching hands… 

Instead, he turned away. As I watched anxiously, Jack walked across the dungeon to that table with its sinister collection.  Evidently the footman knew what he was looking for.  He picked out a few objects and carried them back to me. 

Turning to milord, he held up a piece of small gold jewelry. "Nimue's enchanted pincers." 

"Good choice," said the Beast. 

Jack turned to me and let me inspect the device he held.  At first glance, it looked like a tiny lion's head with an open, roaring mouth. "Can you guess where this goes?" 

I swallowed around the leather cock, very much afraid I did. 

"No? Here's a hint." He reached toward my breast.  I cringed back, but to no avail. He slid my pointed nipple into the lion's mouth. Instantly the tiny gold jaws clamped shut.  I gasped. 

"Nimue cast a spell on it," Jack explained, enjoying my reaction. "There ain't much in this castle that doesn't carry her enchantments." 

"Including me," growled milord, and the footman winced at his blunder. 

Then the tiny lion head began delicately chewing my nipple and I forgot everything else. Its teeth were not sharp enough for pain; a gentle glow of pleasure ignited in my breast.   

Even as I shuttered my eyes in pleasure, Jack applied another pincer to my other breast.  The footman licked his lips, eyes hot. "She's got pretty tits, don't she?" 

"Yes," said milord.  I looked up. His eyes, too, were locked on me. At his feet, May had taken his hardened organ into her mouth and was beginning to lick it in long, teasing strokes.  The Beast's nostrils flared. I whimpered around my gag as the twin lions gnawed at their captive nipples. 

Jack walked away to select among the objects on the table again. In a moment he returned with small clay jar and a long, cylindrical object. Carved of wood, it was covered in soft leather except for its head, which bore a crown of knobs.  "Now, milady, you've had your pleasure. It's time for the pain," he purred. 

I realized the object he held was a phallus. 

Jack grinned. "Ah, lady, don't fear.  I'll oil you proper."  He bounced the clay jar in his other hand. 

As I watched with widening eyes, he tucked the dildo under one arm and began to unscrew the lid.   

Naive as I was, I didn't realize he planned another home for that sinister cock until he reached his oiled fingers for my virgin anus.   

I whined around the gag as one thick finger worked its way into the tiny opening. Though I jerked and struggled in my bonds, all my efforts won me was burning ache in my limbs ... and molten stares from Jack and the Beast. I subsided sullenly, Jack's finger buried to the knuckle in my bottom. 

"Don't stop now," said milord.  "I do so enjoy the view – the way those long legs flex and that white rump quivers…"  

"Oh, aye," murmured Jack. He gave the Beast a leering masculine grin. "Well, if it's struggles you want, I'll see she gives you plenty to watch." And with that, he jerked out of me to pour more oil on his long, thick fingers. 

Again, I was subjected to the violation of my anus by his peasant hands, with two fingers this time.  It was all I could do not to groan in pain and shame as he stroked them in and out. 

"She's tight, milord," Jack said. "Seems to me if a man really wanted to tame her, fucking this little hole might be just the way to do it." 

"It's occurred to me as well," said the Beast.  "And that's precisely what I intend to do." 

Jack's lecherous grin faded into disappointment.  I realized he'd hoped to violate me himself. 

I stared bitterly at milord, and he gazed back, eyes hard.  Almost absently, he stroked May's blonde head as she eagerly serviced him with her mouth.  The sucking, smacking noises she made sounded obscenely loud in the sudden silence, and I longed to tell her to perform more quietly, until the absurdity of the desire hit me.  As if there was a decorous way to perform such a lewd act. 

Milord's eyes narrowed, and I realized he'd read the condemnation in my gaze. 

In the next breath, he made me pay for it.  "Well? What are you waiting for, Jack?" 

The footman instantly recovered his good humor and bent to peer at my bottom.  I felt his rough hands spread my tender cheeks as he presented the knobbed phallus to my opening.   

Then very slowly, he pressed the dildo into me, twisting his wrist so that the knobs stretched and scraped the tiny orifice.  I writhed in pain, my body bouncing in my bonds as it entered inch by inch. 

"Lick her," the Beast commanded. 

Jack looked up the contorted length of my body and smiled into my eyes.  Then he lowered his head and gave my pearl a long swipe of his tongue. I sucked in a breath. 

Licking and nibbling my wet lower lips and hard pearl with wicked skill, Jack twisted the phallus as he buried it inside me until that knobby head tortured my back channel. 

I moaned around the gag, caught between the pleasure of his tongue and the pain of the penetration. To add to my shame, the pincers still worked my nipples, casting a hot and evil spell on my helpless body. It hurt; God, how it hurt, and yet... 

I should find no pleasure at all in this. None. No decent woman would. And yet Jack's mouth was skilled and warm, and the pincers opened and closed so gently, even as the knobbed phallus violated me in a place never intended for entry. 

Desperately I sought to distract myself by turning my eyes toward milord.  He had fisted one hand in May's hair and used the grip to guide her as she licked and nibbled at his great shaft.  Her skin looked very white and naked against his black fur.  Powerful muscles rippled up and down his torso as he rocked his hips against her face. 

His organ looked so very long and thick, and I remembered his vow to occupy the space now being violated by the dildo.  He was even thicker than its agonizing width... 

"That's it, Jack," he purred suddenly.  "Ream that white arse of hers. Make the highborn bitch plead for mercy.  She thinks I treated her so badly – give her something to compare my kindness to.  Fuck. Fuck. Fuck." 

His handsome lips curled back revealing fangs as he grabbed May's head with both hands and held her still for his hard thrusts.  His back arched and I gasped in surprise as she seemed to take every inch of him down her throat. The Beast roared out his pleasure... 

Just then, Jack discovered the right place to tease with his evil tongue and I felt the first long ripples of climax begin deep in my body. The twin lions' heads bit down sharply, and the footman drove the phallus home with a single, brutal thrust. 

And I followed my master into degraded ecstasy. 

*** 

The room was still except for labored gasps.  I fought to suck in enough air through my nose, the phallic gag still impaling my mouth. Milord reclined, sated, in his seat as May caressed his furry testicles.   

Jack was watching me with greedy eyes.  A huge erection bulked within his tight trousers. He cast a wary look at milord, then leaned over to pick up the last of the toys he'd chosen from the table earlier. At first I took it for a bone hairpin until he slipped the U shaped object around the hood of my clit. 

I gasped and stiffened as the tiny thing began to tighten and release my sensitive flesh.  Another of Nimue's bewitched toys, I thought, squirming.  Perverse bitch. 
Jack smiled down into my eyes, then cast a quick look at our master and began quickly unbuttoning his trousers. "Time for something else, I think," said the Beast.  "Get the cane, Jack." The footman's handsome mouth twisted into a grimace and he reluctantly buttoned his fly. I, however, was too frightened to gloat. 

I had reason to be. Jack went back to the table against the back wall, and when he returned, he carried a short, whippy rod in one hand. 

Eyes widening, I looked through my spread thighs at him. He grinned, set his booted feet apart and drew back a muscled arm. The cane whistled as it arched down and slashed across the cheeks of my rump.  I fought not to squeal at its bite. 

"Oh, yesssss," said milord.  "That was nice. Again." 

Jack's blue eyes glittered as he stared at my bottom and took aim again. His second stroke made me bounce in my bonds.  I heard my master purr in pleasure. The third blow was lighter than the previous two, barely a sting. Several more followed, similarly light.  Light enough, in fact, that I became aware of the movement of the device around my pearl and the pincers that still nibbled at my breasts.  And the Beast's green eyes, fixed on my twitching bottom. 

Then Jack slashed the crop down hard enough to make me squeal behind my gag. The next one was barely a tap, and the next... 

And so it went until I writhed in the air, caught somewhere between Nimue's magical devices and Jack's crop, delight and pain melding until I ceased to know which was which.  All the while, Jack and the Beast watched me lustfully, and I could see their hungry organs lengthening and growing ever harder.  At any moment, the footman was going to throw down that accursed crop and plunge his phallus into me... 

I gasped and whimpered, twisting. 

The next blow painted fire across my buttocks, a flame almost as hot as the one burning in my core. 

The Beast surged to his feet. "That's enough, Jack." 

The footman threw him a bitter look, but his brawny arm stopped its decent. 

"You've served me well tonight," milord said.  "And I imagine you've worked up quite a lust doing it. Take May to your quarters and enjoy yourself." 

A broad grin spread across Jack's face.  "Oh, aye." He tossed down his crop, then strode over and grabbed the naked blonde by the forearm.  "Come, my girl.  I've got plans for your arse now." He swung her over his shoulder and sauntered for the stairs.  The heavy door banged shut behind him. 

The Beast moved across the room on silent feet, then paused to stare intently at my reddened bottom.  "You know," he said almost casually, "I think Jack has the right of it.  Fucking your arse is just the way to bring you to heel." 

I stared up at my master, my breath caught in my throat.  Nimue's infernal devices and Jack's ruthless crop had ignited a fire in me, and I would be more than happy to feel the Beast's thick shaft – anywhere but where he intended to put it. He took a step closer and I cringed. 

He grinned at my instinctive fear, visibly enjoying my helplessness as I hung there with my wrists bound to my calves.  He stepped in close, reaching for my cheeks to pry them apart with his strong hands. His fingers felt very warm against my skin, even still burning as it was from Jack's cane. 

Idly, the Beast flicked at my pearl, causing Nimue's toy to pulse against it until I couldn't contain my whimpers.  Milord smiled at the sound and reached for the laces of his breeches. 

A moment later, his massive cock bobbed in the air, its single eye seeming fixed on my bottom.  I tensed myself, bracing for his thrust. 

Instead, the Beast lifted his fingers from my pearl and traced them through my damp flesh, down toward the opening he lusted for. Claws retracted, he tickled it, then delicately began to work his forefinger into my anus, still well greased from the use Jack had put it to earlier. 

I snorted in pain behind my phallic gag, but could do nothing to dissuade him as he continued to burrow up my tight channel.  Finally, in up to the knuckle, he paused, then began stroking in and out.  I swallowed. 

"MMMmm," he rumbled.  "I've been looking forward to this since Cedric stripped you in front of me." 

I made a protesting sound. 

"Come now, Brianne.  Surely you were expecting this."  He pushed the finger in more deeply still, illustrating his point.  "What's the point of owning a slave if you don't bugger her?" Smiling almost benevolently, he took his hand away and caught his organ with it.  I moaned, remembering how Jack's artificial phallus had felt, the treacherous pain and pleasure of it. 

Then the head of the Beast's big staff butted my anus and I knew I was totally helpless to save myself. 

Milord entered me slowly, ruthless and relentless.  His green eyes glittered triumphantly down into mine, and he watched my face hungrily as he sank into my tight channel.  I shivered, feeling how thick he was, how hot. It felt as though my bottom could not possibly withstand his assault. 

Suddenly, he reached up with one hand and I cringed as his claws flashed. But he did nothing worse than cut the buckles that held my gag in place. I spat it out, my tongue feeling thick and dry – almost as thick as the huge shaft that filled me. 

Milord paused, his hips cradled between my spread legs.  "Care to plead?" He sounded almost pleasant. 

"Would it..." I stopped and licked my lips.  "Would it do any good?" 

"No, but I'd love to hear it anyway."  He began to withdraw with the same agonizing slowness he'd used to enter. 

"Forgive me ... if I don't oblige you," I grunted. 

"Quite all right." He grinned, showing fangs that reminded me to watch what I said. 

I subsided – and became aware of the pincers that were once more gnawing my breasts.  Milord's pelvis rubbed Nimue's toy across my pearl, sending streamers of heat twining along my nerves.  Arousal re​ignited in my core, stoked in some strange alchemy by the Beast's big shaft. I shifted under him and the movement teased my pearl, made his shaft torment my anus in a new and dizzying way.  I gasped. 

"That's it," said Milord, watching me closely.  "Give in to it. Learn to like it. Feel my cock in your tight little arse, fucking it.  You can't stop me.  You might as well surrender to it.  Because you're mine whether you like it or not, and I'm going to bugger you whenever the mood hits me." 

It felt good when he pulled out of me.  There was something so arousing about it, about that big phallus withdrawing and driving deep. It hurt, yes, when he thrust his shaft into me; I felt so stretched, so stuffed ... but when he withdrew, his cock sparked pleasure deep in my core. 

So it alternated, shuttling me back and forth between agony and delight, faster and faster, as the Beast's nostrils flared and he began to ride me harder and still harder.  Until he lunged against me in long, brutal thrusts as I bounced in the air, gasping at each buggering dig, at the endless upward spiral of ecstasy he'd caught me in. 

Until I hit the top of it. Closing my eyes, I screamed out my climax. 

"Oh, yessssss," said the Beast. And a moment later, he filled my bottom with his cream. 
THE BEAST'S STORY 
Brianne hung in her chains, the elegant white curve of her rump exposed to my appreciative eyes.  How delicious it was, thrusting my hard flesh into the tiny clenching hole between her cheeks, feeling her helpless muscles fighting my advance. Her great blue eyes stared up at me as I forced my way deeper, wild with pain and fear ... and the slow, hot spark of desire. Who'd have guessed such a haughty bitch capable of such passion? Of such complete surrender to a Beast? 

Unfortunately, that surrender is not enough.  Not if I am to break Nimue's spell. 

I can still remember the witch's taunting voice the day she laid her enchantment: "You think yourself such a master of women.  You think yourself too good for the likes of me.  Well, see what luck you have without that handsome face.  Only one way may you break my spell: by bringing a beautiful noblewoman to submission until she willingly embraces your mastery." 

Typical of her. Nimue always was obsessed with slaves and masters ... or mistresses. 

When Cedric brought Brianne to me, I thought her a gift from the God I no longer believed in. Then, after she responded to my caresses with such eagerness, I tried to free her from her chains, in hopes she'd prove her willingness to submit.  I was a fool.  Such a beauty will not yield herself easily. 

Obviously, I must take more drastic steps. 

*** 

I continued in my campaign to teach Brianne submission in the days that followed. To my delight and her discomfort, she proved a very good pupil. In time, she came to quiver with anticipation every time I pulled her across my lap for a spanking or chained her to the bed for a session of erotic punishment.  Her body knew that each flick of pain would be followed by nibbles and caresses that slowly built, driving her irresistibly to climax.  True, she fought her reactions, but the power of her own body overwhelmed her will.  I saw her surrender a bit more each day. 

But she wasn't the only one who surrendered.  There was something addictive about mastering Brianne, about watching her react to my mouth and hands and cock.  I made her wanton, even as she fought me.  In time I was motivated less by a desire to break the spell than the need to have Brianne, over and over, in every way that occurred to me. 

Then came the day I reaped what I had sown. 

*** 

I sat in the great chair in my bedchamber with Brianne and Jack at my feet.  Her wrists bound to her ankles, Jack held her helpless in his arms, back arched, her full, pretty white breasts thrust upward.  My slave's long, auburn hair cascaded across the footman's arms and over his thighs, and her eyes were closed, white teeth biting her full lower lip. 

Staring into her face, I dripped another drop of candle wax on her nipples and she flinched. Yet I could see traces of arousal on her face and knew she reacted to the harness holding two dildos buried between her legs. The phalli, being enchanted, twisted and thrust inside her, bringing her ever closer to climax. 

I grinned and tipped the candle again, watching as another molten drop joined the wax hardening on her nipples. 

The wax wasn't the only thing growing stiff.   

I tried to decide how to take her this time.  I could smell her arousal, so I knew she'd be deliciously wet.  On the other hand, I'd been making progress on teaching her to enjoy being sodomized, and the idea of giving her another lesson was very tempting... 

"Well," said an all-too-familiar voice, "I see you're diligently trying to escape my spell." 

Looking up, I saw Nimue standing in front of the fire, her red hair blazing in its light, a snarl on her pretty lips.  Her long black gown, sown with astrological symbols, was cut to make the most of her small breasts. 

"You're a beast, Ardolf Greycastle," she snarled, "and I'm going to make sure you stay that way." 
Brianne's Story 
One minute I lay pinned in Jack's arms while Milord dripped wax on my hard nipples and twin enchanted dildos thrust inside me.   

The next I stood halfway across the room, free and bewildered. The Beast now knelt in front of a tall, redheaded woman I'd never seen before. He was naked, and I saw with a shock that thick, silver chains bound his arms behind his back, wrists lashed to elbows.   

"Nimue, you bitch..." he snarled, and I stared, realizing that the redhead must be the sorceress who'd enchanted him. 

"Be still, Ardolf," the witch snapped, and milord's fangs snapped closed. He strained silently against his chains, but she ignored him, turning instead toward me.  I fought the impulse to take a step back, and instead made a quick sign against evil. 

"You're a pretty one," Nimue said, not sounding at all pleased.  "I see why he's so besotted with you.  And I see he's made you suffer these past days." 

Automatically I started to deny it, then closed my mouth.  Why should I defend him?  He'd given me as much shame as desire, pain as delight. 

She smiled thinly.  "Indeed. And not only has he tormented you, he's made you enjoy it.  And you a noblewoman, a lady from a distinguished line." 

How did she know that? 

Nimue lifted a long finger and traced the gold embroidery covering her black gown. "I know a great many things, Lady Brianne.  I know, for example, that you'd like nothing better than revenge." 

I tossed back my hair.  "And why should I not?" 

Her smile was lupine.  "No reason, milady.  No reason at all." She began to pace around me and I turned cautiously to follow her, keenly aware of my nakedness.  "I could help you achieve that revenge you so crave." 

"Why?" 

"Blunt, aren't you? Because it suits me.  You've been humiliated, as I have been humiliated.  And we are both the victims of one man." She paused and sent milord a long look.  He peeled his lips back from his sharp teeth. 

"What do you have in mind?" 

Nimue turned back to me and one corner of her mouth kicked up in triumph.  "Justice, my dear.  An eye for an eye. You do unto him as he's done unto you." 

I looked toward the Beast, who knelt by the fire, looking huge, handsome ... and dangerous, despite his chains.  It was, I admit, an interesting proposition. "What do you have in mind?" 

"Why don't we start simply, Lady Brianne?  He put a leash on you, so you may put one on him."  And with that, she reached into one of her bell sleeves and pulled out a length of chain attached to a gold band. 

I took it from her long fingers and studied it curiously.  The little collar was no more than three inches across.  "I don't think it will fit him." 

She laughed, high and musically.  "It doesn't go around his throat, you silly child." 

The light dawned. "You jest." 

"Indeed I do not. Would you like to put it on him?" 

I looked back at him.  For one of the few times I can remember seeing him naked, his staff lay limp between his thighs.  "In his present mood, I doubt it will stay on him." 

"Oh, that. I can remedy that situation."  And she traced a complicated sign in the air. 

Milord's phallus began to lengthen. In seconds, he was as thick and hard as he'd been when Nimue put in her appearance. 

I grinned wickedly and sauntered over to him. He bared his teeth at me and I stopped short, uncertain. 

Nimue made another gesture.  He froze. 

Bending to him, I took the great, hard length of his staff in my hand, then slipped the golden collar around its dark head.  Backing away, I pulled the chain taut. The Beast roared in startled pain, and I jumped. 

Nimue had drifted up to my shoulder.  "The collar," she purred in my ear, "has teeth." 

I froze, eyes wide as I stared into the rage in his.  Despite everything, I did not want to hurt him. 

But he'd hurt me.  And enjoyed it.  Stiffening my resolve, I tugged again, but more gently.  Milord, eyes blazing, heaved himself to his feet. 

"Let's take him to the dungeon, shall we?" said Nimue.  "Lead the way, milady." Turning, I drew my master after me by his rigid cock. *** So it was that I found myself back in the dungeon, but this time, I was to watch and enjoy. 

I sat in the chair milord Beast had so often occupied when I was punished. Jack crouched at my feet, stroking the inside of my thighs as Nimue had ordered.  He looked fearful.  I shifted in my chair as it occurred to me that, since the witch evidently meant to free me, I should get up and leave rather than participate further. 

Then I saw my former master pulling at his chains, the muscles in his broad back working as he faced the wall he was bound to, and I settled back against the velvet cushions. I could not resist the opportunity to see him being forced to take the treatment he'd so often meted out to me. 

"Ah, here we are!" said Nimue as she turned away from the wide table that held the toys and devices my master had used on me.  She held a long, supple riding crop in one hand, slashing it in the air to produce an evil swish. The Beast threw a narrow, green-eyed look at her over his thick shoulder. 

Grinning, I found myself wondering if perhaps Nimue would let me do the honors. 

Evidently not. Nimue sauntered toward him, swaying her hips, trailing one finger down her deep cleavage.  Suddenly, without warning, she raised the crop and brought it down in a brutal swipe.  It struck him with a muffled whap. 

He didn't even jump, instead eyeing her hotly. 

She rocked back on her heels and frowned.  "I see that thick fur affords you some protection.  Well, let's see how you do with this." And she gestured at the crop. Light flashed along its length and I blinked and looked closer. The crop had sprouted serrated metal teeth. 

Nimue lifted it over the Beast's broad back. 

"NO!" I gasped. 

This time, he did jump as the crop slashed down across his spine, but he made no sound. 

"Nimue, you're going to injure him!" 

"Of course. He has to bleed." She threw me a narrow look, mouth tight with displeasure. "Nothing else gets through to him. Jack, give her something else to think about." 

Instantly Jack pushed my legs apart and began to lap between them, much as he had on other occasions.  This time though, I felt no heat. "Stop it!" I hissed, pushing at his forehead as Nimue's crop bit into milord's back. 

"Don't be a fool," Jack hissed back.  "Do ye want 'er to turn you into somethin'?" 

Eyes still fixed on my suffering master, I saw a movement down his broad back. Bright red, trickling through milord's black fur.  Blood. 

"No! Nimue, stop!" 

She ignored me, her eyes blazing as she flogged him. 

I watched helplessly, cringing at the steady swish and WHAP beating an evil rhythm until the fur on his wide back shone red and matted.  I felt ill. Writhing, I fought Jack's hold, but he half crawled into the chair with me and bore his body down on mine to stifle my struggles. 

The horror I felt surprised me.  Milord had enslaved me, chained and tormented me, sodomized and forced me, and yet watching Nimue beat him was agonizing.  For looking into her set face, her fixed, cold eyes, I knew she meant to kill him, and the thought of his death left a great ache in me. 

I knew I was a fool to feel that way. I should rejoice in his fate, in the prospect of freedom it brought me, but I felt no joy.  Instead I remembered the pleasure he'd given me with his tongue, with his hands, the feel of his strong, hot body moving against mine, driving his shaft into my core with liquid strokes.  And the look on his face at those times, the hunger that was more than sexual.  As if he needed something from me even he didn't understand. 

Even in his deepest rage, when I'd tried to escape him, he hadn't been able to bring himself to truly hurt me.   

And now Nimue would certainly kill him. 

Deep in my soul there rose a silent scream of protest as I saw his great body arch in agony under Nimue's vicious blow, then suddenly go limp.   

The witch threw down her crop in disgust.  "He's unconscious, the useless lout. Well, I'll get no pleasure out of him now.  Jack, come here." 

Such cold fear stole over the footman's handsome face, I felt a spurt of pity for him, though he'd never been my ally.  Reluctantly, he pulled himself off me and went to meet Nimue. 

"Down on the floor!" she barked at him, and he obeyed, a quiver of terror rolling through him. 

Nimue tossed up her skirts and mounted the footman like a horse, grabbing his limp shaft with one hand and aiming it toward her opening. I heard her mutter a spell and he hardened even as she drove herself down over him.  Ruthlessly, the witch began to ride the hapless footman, grinding her pelvis hard against his, her face contorted with lust and hate. Her eyes, black in the torchlight, were locked on milord's bloodied back. 

Nimue's rhythmic gasps and grunts filled the dungeon as she drove hard on Jack, seeking her climax ruthlessly. She shut her eyes, grimacing, and I saw my chance. Quickly I rose and slipped toward milord, hanging limp in his chains. 

"Beast," I hissed. No response. "Master!" 

He stirred, lifted his head at last.  His great green eyes opened and fought to focus on me.  "Brianne ... Brianne ... what're you...?"  His words were slurred, barely audible over Nimue's obscene grunts. 

"Thank God!" I crossed myself and sidled closer.  "I thought she'd killed you!" "Give her ... time." His lips twitched, then he sucked in a breath of pain. I stole a look at the witch. Jack was arching under her, his hands clamped over her small breasts.  "How can I help you, milord?" "Get you ... gone. She'll kill ... you." 

He was right. I knew that, knew I should slip away while she was distracted by Jack and the Beast. But it wasn't in me to leave him. "No. I can't let her kill you, milord.  Isn't there something we can do?" 

It seemed his eyes sharpened, focused for the first time since Nimue had begun to flog him.  "You mean that.  You'd help me?" 

I lifted my chin.  "Yes." 

He studied me, blinking hard, obviously fighting the dizziness of blood loss. 

"There is a way," said milord at last.  "It will be..." The Beast stopped to gasp in a painful breath. "...very dangerous." 

"Anything is better than waiting for Nimue to decide to turn her magic on me," I told him stoutly. 

He stared at me intently and I saw doubt and fear and hope do battle in his green eyes. Finally he nodded his maned head and spoke quickly, his voice low and harsh with pain.  "Very well. In my library you will find a..." He stopped to gasp, then visibly forced himself through his pain to continue. "...a small porcelain statue of kissing lovers. Turn it over and look at its base.  You'll see a small raised square. Pry the square off. There's a vial inside the statue.  That vial contains a potion that can strip a witch of her powers forever – if it is poured over an open cut in her skin.  You must somehow inflict the wound and pour it on Nimue." 

I frowned. "That's no small problem." 

"No." He looked at Nimue, still fucking Jack.  I watched the hope drain from his eyes.  "It's too great a risk.  She'll kill you, and I would not see you die. Leave me." 

"And abandon you to be tortured to death?  Nay." Ignoring his frustrated growl, I turned to watch Nimue, hoping she'd still be engrossed in Jack. Indeed, she looked on the verge of coming.  knew I'd have no better chance and slunk toward the door. 

"Lady Brianne!" It was the witch's voice, sharp and hard. 

I stopped and bit back a curse. "Milady?" 

"Where do you go?" She gazed at me suspiciously, frozen on top of Jack. 

Could she read my mind?  No, else I'd be dead.  Still, I told part of the truth. "The library, milady.  There are ... belongings of mine there I wish to retrieve." 

Beneath her, Jack stared at me, then flicked a look at Milord.  His eyes widened in comprehension and I realized he knew about Beast's enchanted potion. 

One of his hands moved up to Nimue's buttocks and pinched her viciously. "Ride, women! I want to come!" 

Instantly, the witch forgot me and snapped a glare down at Jack. He whitened. "You forget yourself, peasant," she purred, and rose from him. "Evidently, you need a lesson in keeping your place." 

I slipped up the stairs while she chained him to the wall.   

As I climbed, I heard his first scream.  Cringing, I began to run. 

*** 

The glass vial was exactly where milord had said it would be, and I was soon on my way back down the dungeon steps with it clutched in my hand. 

I found Jack writhing in chains, a horrible, strangled sound bubbling between his lips. Nimue was lashing a riding crop across his loins, paying especial attention to the cock she must have been keeping erect by magic. 

Licking my dry lips, I wondered how I was going to cut her.  How deep did the wound have to be? Could I scratch her with my nails? Was there something at the table I could use? 

Cautiously I edged toward it, fighting to ignore the footman's cries. The table was a massive affair built of scared oak, and its surface was littered with various whips, clamps, gags, dildos, and other things I had no name for.   

My attention was caught by a phallus in a leather harness that was apparently intended to hold it around the wearer's hips.  The dildo was made of wood and leather, like others I'd had used on me, but unlike them, it was studded with short spikes.  I imagined the lethal agony the device would inflict, and shuddered in horror. 

"Well now – that's an idea," purred the witch in my ear. 

I jumped and stared at her wildly.  She still held the crop in one hand. Behind her, Jack was limp, unconscious. 

Nimue picked up the harness and its demon phallus.  My flesh went icy as I wondered if she intended to use it on me. 

"He fucked you up the arse, didn't he?" the witch asked suddenly. 

I blinked at her numbly as a roaring sound filled my ears. 

She smiled a terrible smile.  "How would you like to return the favor?" And she held up the spiked dildo. 

"No!" I backed away, shaking my head. 

"Oh, come now, Lady Brianne," Nimue said, following me with the demonic phallus held by the harness.  "Surely you haven't lost your taste for vengeance." 

"My lord may have tormented me, but he was never vicious.  And he saw to it that I found pleasure in what he did."  I stopped, surprised I'd said it.  But it was true. I had enjoyed it on some dark level.  Even the pain. For a moment I felt a spurt of shame, then pushed the thought away. I had to save my Beast. 

 Nimue's lush mouth tightened and she made a sweeping gesture. 

And the phallus was harnessed around my hips.  I stared down at its lethal jut in horror, then automatically reached to unbuckle the straps. 

"You realize, don't you," the witch said coldly, "that if I so wish it, you will fuck him like a rabbit.  It would be much better for you if you do it of your own will." 

I stared at her, feeling sick. "No," I said, fighting to keep my voice level. 

"I'd never have guessed you such a coward, Nimue," said the Beast, his voice clear and cold. 

She forgot me, whirling to stalk up to him with narrowed, snapping eyes. "You dare call me a coward? You, who were too afraid of Jovas to marry me?" 

The Beast's lips moved in a sneering smile.  "I didn't fear Jovas. I just didn't like the ugliness in you." 

Her eyes widened. Then she whirled toward me and threw her arms out, and I knew, with gut-knotting horror, that she was about to bewitch me into sodomizing milord with the dildo. 

But Nimue miscalculated.  One long hand flew out past the Beast's face as she gestured. Quick as a blink, he sank his fangs into her wrist. 

The witch howled in agony, grabbing her forearm and staring down at the wound in shock. I flew toward her, seeing my chance.  "Here, let me help!"  She allowed me to take her forearm. 

And I broke the vial over it, spilling the scarlet potion over it like blood. 

"Bitch!" Nimue screamed and threw me away.  "I'll see you burn for that, you highborn trollop!" And she drew a complex sign in the air. 

Nothing happened. 

The Beast laughed. Suddenly the air was full of smoke and light, and I heard a high, hopeless scream that could only be Nimue.   

When the smoke cleared, a tall blond man stood beside my master. He was handsome and broad-chested, and there was such an aura of power about him that I longed to drop to one knee. 

"Well met, Ardolf Greycastle!" the man said, grinning wolfishly at my master. 

"And you, Jovas," milord said, smiling back with all his teeth.  "I gather you've come for your new property." 

The blond turned his lupine smile toward Nimue, who cringed from him in horror.  "Indeed I have." He moved toward her, stalking, and she backed away. "So, witch ... I hear you've been very, very bad. You know what happens to naughty little girls, don't you?" 

"Bastard!" screeched Nimue, which was exactly the wrong thing to say. 

Jovas laughed and grabbed her hair in one big hand, then snatched her nose to nose with him. She screeched again as she rose on her toes. "Now, that's no way to talk to your master, little slave." 

"No!" She flailed at him.  "I'll be no slave!" 

"Oh, yes, you will. You've no powers to protect you now; your shield is gone. You're mine."  Those last words were delivered in a purr to rival milord's.  Jovas' big hand tightened, forcing the witch inexorably to her knees. Then he looked up toward my master.  "This is a grand day, Ardolf Greycastle.  One I've hungered for.  Would you care to savor it with me?" 

The Beast's smile made my blood chill.  "Oh, aye. I would, at that." 

Jovas gestured, and for a moment I was blinded as light burst in the room. When my sight cleared, Jack and milord were free, and thankfully, uninjured, their wounds healed. 

That done, the sorcerer turned and dragged Nimue toward milord's great chair. He fell into it and dragged her across his lap. 

Over the sound of tearing fabric as Jovas did away with Nimue's gown, I asked my master, "Who is he?" 

"A very great wizard," said milord, sounding darkly pleased.  He moved up behind me and took my breasts in both hands.  "He's had a yen for Nimue for years, but she would never yield to him. And he is hardly the sort to submit to a woman's whim.  She managed to keep him from her with a magical shield, but when you doused her with the potion, the spell collapsed. Now she's at his mercy." 

And it was rapidly evident he had none.  As we watched, the wizard began to pound her bottom with his broad, hard palm.  She kicked and screamed, cheeks reddening under each hard smack, the firm, rounded flesh shuddering. Jovas watched her naked rump with hot, lustful eyes, a wide grin on his face. Jack moved up beside us to watch, his eyes burning with cruel enjoyment of his tormentor's punishment.   

My master squeezed my nipples and I gasped, feeling my own arousal grow. I began to understand why the Beast took such delight in spanking me as I watched her kick and squirm.   

I wasn't the only one who appreciated the view. Milord's cock grew thick and hot against my back with every smack. 

The air rang with Nimue's howls of protest, the sound competing with the loud slaps of Jovas' hand. Her naked breasts quivered against his legs. 

They would, I knew, be merciless with her.  My own hot anticipation of her punishment astonished me almost as much as the quiver of envy I felt. 

My master rolled and squeezed my nipples and I groaned, watching as Jovas pounded Nimue's bottom.  I could see her sex, red furred and pouting, flashing as her long legs kicked. 

Suddenly, Jovas stopped and jerked Nimue to her feet.  I felt a twinge of disappointment that the display was over. 

Then I forgot it as Jovas pushed her to the stone floor and pounced on her, sucking and nibbling her nipples. She pounded at his shoulders, but he ignored her struggles, squeezing her breasts, reaching down between her legs with the other hand to find her sex. Nimue cursed and bit at him, and I saw him lift his head to murmur something.  A spell, apparently; light flared, and when it faded, the witch was still, as if wrapped in invisible chains.  Milord slipped a hand down and began to caress my dampening flesh. 

Jovas' tongue looked very long and red as he licked the witch's nipples until they grew into blushing points.  His hand, stroking steadily, slid along her petals with increasing ease and speed, as if she grew wet under his demanding attentions.  He murmured again and his robes disappeared in a flash of light, revealing a body as long, muscular and hard as any knight's.   

I stared in fascination at his muscular rump as he lifted himself and pressed his body between Nimue's slender legs.  His hips lifted, slid downward, and for a moment I could see his thick staff as he sheathed it in Nimue. 

Jovas went to work over her, his muscular body rising and falling on her white, helpless one. Sweat rolled between his shoulder blades. I grew very hot. 

Suddenly he rolled, bringing Nimue on top of him without missing a stroke. He craned his head around to look at us, then grabbed the witch's bottom and pulled her cheeks apart in lewd invitation. 

Instead of answering Jovas' inviting gesture, milord grabbed my shoulders and turned me to face him. Applying gentle pressure, he forced me to my knees.  Knowing what he intended, I grinned and took his staff into my mouth, rolling my tongue over it to coat it thoroughly in salvia. He thrust his hips against my face and I moaned, knowing what he intended to do to Nimue once I had his organ well-lubricated. 

It occurred to me as I sucked him that I shouldn't be participating with such enthusiasm in the witch's humiliation.  Then again, I also knew what she would have done to me if we had not defeated her, and I could not escape the feeling that she was getting no more than she deserved. I sucked my master even harder. 

At last milord pulled free of my mouth and strode toward Nimue and Jovas. Between her legs, I could see the wizard's organ moving in and out of her in long strokes. I swallowed. 

Then milord covered her, and I could see only a tangle of legs and the Beast's black furred rump, rising over them.  I heard a long, feminine groan and knew he'd entered Nimue's anus. 

I licked my lips and cut my eyes toward Jack, feeling such desperate hunger that I wanted to beg the footman to take me. Instead, he left my side and crossed to the tangle of bodies.  I saw him kneel facing them, then lift Nimue's head by the hair and aim his phallus for her mouth.  His fist tightened, dragging her onto his cock. 

Rolling his head on his shoulders in pleasure, he used his grip on her head guide her back and forth as he fucked her throat. 

My nipples burned, and I could feel a steady trickle of wetness filling my core.  It was too easy to imagine what she felt, filled by the three cocks of her captors, the smooth burning strength of each of them thrusting in and out of her.  I wanted one of them to take me. Now. 

But they were too busy revenging themselves on the witch, so at last, in frustration, I went to milord's throne and threw myself into it. Hooking one leg over the arm, I began to caress my own wet flesh. 

From where I sat on the throne, I could see how they held her helpless between them.  Jovas arched under her, forcing her to ride his grinding hips, even as my master covered her, thrusting against the taut curve of her rump.  Nimue shuddered as they pounded into her, but she couldn't protest even if she wanted to with her mouth stuffed with Jack's shaft. 

Holding her head immobile with both hands now, he hunched against her face, fucking her throat ruthlessly.  I wondered if she could breathe, but judging from the flare of her nostrils, she was evidently managing it somehow. 

I shivered and stroked my own breast with one hand, slipping the other down between my legs.  It was incredibly arousing, watching them take her.  My cream slid hot and thick between my lips. 

For a moment it occurred to me that I had fallen far under milord's ownership. He'd made me forget my high birth and ancient name, until I cared for nothing but the heat he made me feel. 

But in truth, it was not as if my blue blood had ever done a damn thing for me but get me married to a doddering old man with a greedy son. This was pleasure. It was, in fact, more than most women ever found. 

As I watched, swirling a forefinger through my soaking heat, I imagined milord's huge shaft sliding out of Nimue's helplessly open bottom, then plunging in again.  I remembered the way it had felt when he'd taken me that way and gasped, pinching my nipple hard in a spasm of desire. 

For a moment it seemed she was trying to fight them – white flesh surged against strong hands – but they quelled her rebellion with no particular effort and went back to impaling her again.  Their bodies slapped against hers harder now, faster, and I could almost feel three thick shafts ramming in and out of me.  I plunged three fingers into myself as deeply as I could, strumming my pearl with my thumb. 

As I watched, I heard her begin to moan around Jack's cock.  The sound was more delight than suffering.   

It seemed the witch had embraced her punishment. 

Suddenly the Beast roared out that distinctive sound he makes when he climaxes, and he stiffened, driving deep.  At almost the same moment, Jovas' spine arched, lifting both Nimue and my master clear of the ground. Nimue made a muffled sound around Jack's organ, and the footman gasped. 

The tangle of sweaty sex that was Nimue, Jack, Jovas and milord collapsed. Bare strokes away from my own climax, I groaned in frustration. 

Milord was the first to pick himself up from the huddle, one hand going to the base of his spine as he stretched his back. Jack was next up, grinning with the satisfaction of his revenge. 

Then at last, Jovas stood, lifting Nimue and slinging her over his shoulder, naked and limp.  He gestured, and for a moment the dungeon was illuminated in a blaze of light.  When it faded, he was dressed in his robes. Nimue, however, was still naked ... except for chains and a slave collar such as I had worn on more than one occasion lately. 

The wizard held out a hand to milord, who took it, careful of his claws. "My thanks for your assistance, Lord Greycastle," Jovas said, very formally for a man who'd just helped his host rape a witch. 

The Beast grinned at him with an astonishing number of teeth. "Believe me, it was my pleasure.  I trust you'll keep your slave well-punished?" 

Jovas grinned back, showing teeth of his own.  "Count on it, Ardolf." He hesitated. "I wish I could break the bitch's curse for you, but I'm afraid she set it too well." 

The Beast shrugged. "I know. You certainly gave it your best effort those months ago.  On the other hand, the potion worked. I'll have to be satisfied with that." 

The wizard's eyes slid to me as I sat, decorously bolt upright, in milord's chair.  "Perhaps you'll be able to break your spell another way, milord." 

The Beast looked at me, then glanced away.  "I don't think so." His jaw tightened. "Punish the bitch well, Jovas." 

The wizard leered. "Oh, I will. I'm feeling ... inspired." 

Nimue lifted her head and I saw the flash of helpless acceptance on her face just before they disappeared. 

"I hope," said Jack, "he whips the ass off her." 

"I doubt it," said the Beast, sounding a little bitter.  "He was always soft where she was concerned. That's why he didn't leave her with me." 

Jack shrugged. "Too bad. Still, I'm sure he'll keep her busy..." 

"No doubt. Get some sleep, Jack.  I'm sure you need it."  The Beast waved the footman toward the door and he lost no time finding it. The thick wooden slab slammed shut, leaving me alone with my master ... and a burning deep in my core. 

I stared at the Beast hungrily, my nipples tingling, feeling a hot trickle deep within. Would he want to take me now, so soon after the witch? I thought it likely; he'd often astonished me with his stamina in the past. "Milord," I began softly, taking a step forward. 

He looked away. "We'll get your clothes.  I will provide you with a full purse for the road and summon some of the village men to provide you with an escort. You needn't worry about Cedric.  I'll take care of him.  And I'll see he gives you your inheritance." 

I blinked, feeling I'd been dunked in ice water.  "You're sending me away?" 

"I'm freeing you." 

"But ... but why?" 

He looked at me, full on.  There was pain in his eyes. "You saved my life tonight at considerable risk to your own.  I can't continue to hold you." 

I stared at him. Free. I'd be free again.  Free to go back to my own castle, to my women and my tapestries. Free. 

Free to be wedded again against my will to some old man.  The young ones, after all, look for wealthy widows or pretty young virgins, and I was neither. 

"No." 

"What?" he asked, astonished. 

"If you feel any gratitude at all for me, you won't make me leave." I looked at the high, muscular arch of his chest, the width of his arms. 

"But ... I enslaved you. I took you." 

"And I liked it." I remembered the feeling of his broad shaft sliding into me, his tongue flicking over my nipples ... even his hard hand hitting my rump.  "You've given me more pleasure than I have ever known. I'd rather live as your slave than be free without you."  

And he roared. 

I jumped back as his back arched, then twisted like a gigged fish. He began to glow and it seemed his fur ignited.   

I screamed in horror.  I had killed him.  This was the witch's revenge and I had somehow triggered it.   

Fur crisped, burned, dropped away in hunks as he clawed at the air. His horns disappeared in a curl of flame and his claws went incandescent and disappeared. I began to scream for Jack, knowing he could do nothing, screamed for Jovas, knowing the wizard couldn't hear. 

And then the flame was gone and the Beast fell to his knees. 

"Milord?" 

He moaned.  I rushed to him, but hesitated, reluctant to touch him. His skin looked so ... pink. But as I examined him, I realized there were no burns marring it. 

"Beast?" I whispered. 

He lifted his naked face and looked at me from eyes that shone with joy. "My name is Ardolf Greycastle," he said. 

The fur had blunted the sharp, clean lines of his features, blurring his male beauty.  I stared at him in wonder. 

Then Ardolf stood up in a rush of hard muscle and human flesh, and I saw him for the first time truly naked.  The sight made my mouth go dry.  He looked a little shorter without the mane that had bulked around his head, but my head still came no higher than his breastbone. He was every inch the knight, powerful with thick muscle bred by swinging a sword and riding a war-horse. 

His laugh was deep music as he snatched me against his chest.  He felt so ... hard, without that cushion of fur around him. "That's twice I owe you, girl. Once for my life, again for breaking the spell." 

The spell was broken? I brushed a cautious hand along his ribs, feeling bone and muscle and velvet skin.  It was true. He was a man again. "Are you going to set me free?" 

His eyes were just as green as I remembered, though they no longer glowed. "Not likely, slave. In fact, you have some atoning to do." His attempt at a growl was spoiled by his grin. 

"Atoning?" I squeaked as he picked me up and carried me toward his throne. 

"Aye. You dared put a leash, by God, on your master."  He dropped into his chair. "And you wanted to see that witch take a crop to me.  If anyone gets punished around here, girl, it's going to be you." 

I sighed in pleasure, then lost my contentment in a screech as his broad, furless hand descended on my rump in a stinging slap.  Minutes later, I was bucking and cursing, heartily regretting my submission, as he continued to spank me with wicked, lustful enjoyment. 

At last, when my bottom was blazing, he stayed his hand, rose from his place, and went down on his back on the stone, lifting me up over him.  With barely a pause, he brought me down on his eager cock and sheathed it with a twist of his hips.  I braced my hands on his chest and glared at him as he began to thrust with smooth strength. 

But he felt so good in me.  Each long dig of his organ in my wet cunt ignited my lust, until soon I was meeting his thrusts, forgetting my fiery rump in the pleasure of it. 

In seconds, my pique was replaced by desire, and I twisted and shivered around his burrowing shaft as he pinched my nipples mercilessly.  I climaxed with a scream.  His own cry echoed it, 

sounding almost as loud as his old roar. 

We collapsed together in the afterglow, damp and contented. 

"You realize, don't you," he said at last, "that you're going to marry me." 

"As milord wishes," I sighed. 

And we lived happily ever after – with frequent visits to the dungeon. 
A Question of Pleasure 
Rose Carson slipped back around the corner of the high stone wall as Major Alan McReynolds opened the wooden gate.  Heart in her throat, she waited. A moment later, McReynolds strode past, tall and handsome in his Union uniform, dark head held high.  With a lover's keen awareness, she knew he felt troubled.  Something in the line of his broad, muscled shoulders spoke of disquiet.   

He'd be even more disturbed if he knew the woman he loved was a Rebel spy sent to play on his well-known taste for beautiful women. That she'd inadvertently fallen in love with him would be no comfort at all. 

Well, Rose thought, setting her mouth in a tight line, this was the last time.  Once she got her hands on that list, she'd be free of her obligation to the Confederacy, content in the knowledge that she'd done her duty. Alan would never have to know what she'd done.  But if he ever found out... 

Well. That didn't bear thinking about.   

Enough time had passed to allow Alan to turn the corner on his way to Army headquarters a few blocks away in the heart of Washington. Quickly, Rose moved out from around the corner of the garden wall and along the walk toward the gate. Without hesitating, she pushed it open. 

For a moment, she allowed herself to scan her lover's property. There was the apple tree they'd exchanged fevered kisses beneath, and there, the thorny, blood-red beauty of the rose bushes whose scent had perfumed so many passionate encounters.   

And the house. The elegant two-story brick townhouse had been the backdrop of some of the happiest moments of her life.  How many times had she lain in the canopied bed upstairs, writhing under Alan's skillful touch as his mouth sipped and nibbled?  How many nights had she curled against his big body as he slept, her eyes burning with love and guilt? 

But no matter what they'd done, no matter how Rose felt about it, she had duties she couldn't ignore.  Steeling herself against the bite of her conscience, she walked up the stairs to knock on the finely carved door. Taking a deep breath, Rose folded her hands against her dove​gray skirts and waited for one of Alan's servants to admit her.   

There was no answer. 

Rose frowned. She'd concocted an explanation for needing to visit Alan's library, something about a forgotten book he'd told her to recover for him, but it looked as though the trip was for nothing. Impatiently, she tried the door.  To her surprise, it swung open. 

Well. She rocked back on her slippered feet and considered the house's dim interior.  This was a stroke of luck. 

Quickly she slipped inside, heading for the narrow stairway at the head of the hall. Gathering her skirts in one slim hand, she ascended.   

Alan's library lay off to the right of the stairs, a dark, masculine room lined with heavy mahogany bookcases and row after row of books. Rose, however, only had eyes for the massive desk.  Just last night, she'd caught a glimpse of a list of names on the desktop – and several of those names belonged to men she knew to be Confederate spies. If she could just get a look at that list, find out who was in danger of detection and arrest...  She rustled behind the desk and began opening drawers. 

Ah, there it was. In the top drawer, of all places.  She frowned. Bad hiding place for such an obviously important piece of intelligence. 

"I'm disappointed in you, Rose.  I thought you'd be harder to trap."  

Rose's heart leaped into her throat and she jerked her head up.   

Alan stood in the doorway, his handsome face hard, a fine muscle ticking in his rigid jaw. He held a pistol pointed right at her head. She froze as he slowly advanced into the room, the weapon unwavering. Rose knew that if she so much as blinked, he'd shoot her. 

"I've suspected you for some time," he said, his tone almost casual. "You were just a little bit too fascinated by things you should have no interest in. But still, I couldn't quite bring myself to believe you could hide a viper's treachery behind such a sweet face." 

Her knees threatened to buckle under her. She caught herself against the desktop. "Alan, you don't understand..." 

"Oh, I understand too well." His dark eyes were bitter.  "I understand you're a spy and a traitor.  I understand you used my passion for you to turn me into a weapon against the Union." 

Instinctively, she held up a terrified hand to ward him off.  He grabbed her wrist and snatched her against him, close enough to see the cold intention on his face. "And I understand," he purred, "that you're going to tell me the name of every spy in Washington, the name of the spy master you report to, and every bit of intelligence you've ever collected."  

Rose's spine stiffened in outrage.  "I'm not going to tell you any such thing!" "Sweet, by the time I'm through with you, you'll be begging to reveal every secret you ever knew." She lifted her chin, outraged that he thought her so lacking in spirit as to believe such a ridiculous threat. "You're bluffing."  "I assure you, I am totally serious.  There are any number of techniques I can use..." Enraged, she barked out a laugh. "What sort of fool do you take me for? The Union Army doesn't torture female prisoners!"  His smile was ugly.  "No. The army doesn't."  His grip tightened on her wrist until she gasped. "But I'm not the army."  *** 

Ruthlessly, Alan dragged Rose to the bedroom, the gun in his free hand. With a powerful wrench of his shoulder, he propelled her into the room.  She whirled around and stared at him wildly, her skirts swinging around her like a bell. 

Deliberately, Alan walked to the armchair he'd brought in and sat down in it, keeping the gun trained on her the whole time.  Fear and defiance blazed in her wide brown eyes and he felt a twinge of pity for her. Just a twinge, though, easily fought down. She'd betrayed him. Besides, this wouldn't take long.   

"Strip," he growled. 

She pulled herself to her full height. "I will not!" 

"You were eager enough last night." 

"You were acting like a gentleman last night."  

"While you were busy taking me for a fool.  Strip." Damn her.  But he knew that the prospect of being naked in front of him would make her surrender. She'd start talking soon enough then, there would be no need for the other preparations he'd made.   

"I won't." 

He cocked the gun. "Strip or talk." 

"Shoot me, then.  I'm not doing either."  

His mouth pulled into a grim smile as he took the pistol off cock. "Well. You seemed to have called my bluff."  Alan put the gun aside. 

And pounced. 

She kicked and fought, but her struggles did her no good against his hard, determined hands.  Eventually, despite her bitter resistance, he dragged her to the bed and roped her hands to the overhead supports of the canopy with the cords he'd tied there earlier.  Then he drew a penknife from his pocket and went to work, cutting the buttons off her gown, slicing through the laces of her corset, dragging relentlessly at the fabric until it gave, until she wore nothing but her stockings and tiny black slippers. 

By the time he was done, they were both panting, she glaring at him in rage, he frustrated and furious. 

Now, dammit. Now she would talk. 

"All right," he said. 

"It's nothing you haven't seen before," she spat.   

True. But on the other hand, he thought, as awareness of the situation burst upon him, she hadn't been tied before.  Her white, pretty breasts hadn't trembled with every breath, her brown eyes brilliant with wrath, her slim torso twisting as she fought the cords that held her. She hadn't looked so ... tempting.   

"Don't you realize the position you're in?" Alan growled, fighting his own heady reaction to her.  "Nobody knows you're here.  I've dismissed the servants.  I can do any damn thing I want to you.  The only thing that can stop me is you.  Telling me everything.  The name of your spymaster, what you told him, everything.  Now." 

Her lovely dark eyes narrowed and she bit off every word.  "Do … your … worst." 

Looking at her naked vulnerability, Alan wondered if she'd be so quick to dare him if she knew how much he wanted to do his worst – or just how bad his worst could be. 

Rose tugged on the cords that bound her wrists to the canopy supports and stared in uneasy fascination at Alan.  He glared back, his features sharp with a strange combination of predatory hunger and baffled rage. She could feel his eyes on her bare breasts, almost like a physical touch. Despite the situation, despite the anger between them, a slow coil of hunger curled in her belly. 

He took a step closer to her and his lids lowered. "Are you sure you want to issue rash challenges to me?  Particularly considering your present ... situation." 

She lifted her chin. "You won't hurt me, Alan.  No matter how much you might want to."  

Anger flared in his eyes before he concealed it.  "A dangerous delusion. I assure you, I will hurt you. And enjoy it, particularly after the way you betrayed me."  He paused, then said almost casually, "I think you deserve anything I care to do to you." 

He was not going to terrorize her, damn him. "What will you do, then?" 

Alan's jaw tightened, and she saw that her challenge angered him. "That's a very good question, actually.  I've given it a lot of thought." He walked over to the nightstand beside the bed, opened a drawer, and pulled out a long white candle. "I'm hesitant to damage that pretty white skin permanently, particularly since I intend to make use of it. But I think I've hit on a compromise."   

Reaching into a pocket, he drew out a wax packet of sulfur matches.  As she watched nervously, he lifted his boot and struck the match on the sole in a swift, violent gesture.  A flame flared to life, and he applied it to the candle. 

Eyeing the burning taper, Rose felt a twinge of fear.  It was daylight and quite bright in the room.  What did he mean to do with that?  

He turned to her, a demon's smile curving his sensuous mouth, and moved closer until the candle shed a yellow radiance over her pale skin. "Such lovely breasts, so round and smooth and tempting."  He reached out with his free hand and caught one of them, a rough thumb brushing over the nipple until it tightened, grew plump and hard as heat flooded her. Leaning closer, he bent and flicked his tongue over the pert tip. She jumped at the sharp stab of pleasure. 

Delicately, he took her beaded flesh completely into his mouth, suckling until her breathing roughened and her strength and anger drained into a dangerous sensuality. 

Rose had never felt more naked in her life, more vulnerable and hungry than she felt now, bound and helpless for him.  And he'd never looked so big, so deliciously male.  An erotic barbarian determined to make a conquest of her tight and creamy flesh.   

Releasing her breast, he slid his arm around her back and forced her to arch over it, pressing hard against his mouth.   

"Alannnnn," she moaned.   

He raised his head and smiled at her – just as he tilted the candle over her other breast. A molten drop fell, splashed onto her nipple. She arched with a gasp at the fiery pain.  Instinctively she tried to jerk back, but the powerful arm around her waist wouldn't let her escape.   

"Stop!" 

He merely smiled and began to nibble and lick her left nipple again 

– even as the hand that held the candle dripped wax on her right. 

Alan listened to her gasps and whimpers, felt the way she arched and struggled in the tight grip of his arm. His cock was hard as a sword against his belly and he badly wanted to plunge it into her.   

Swallowing, he took a deep breath and tried to master himself.  He hadn't expected that it would go this far, hadn't expected to actually have to drip the wax on her hard little nipples. 

And he certainly hadn't expected to enjoy it.  In fact, when he'd come up with this particular interrogation method, he'd almost discarded it for fear that he wouldn't be able to do such a thing to her. He'd had no idea of the temptation he'd find in her pretty breast brushing his face, her lithe body surging against his, her moaning whimpers.  He couldn't have anticipated the look on her face, the desire, the flashes of pain, the secret, appalled pleasure. 

Against all expectation, she found his torment of her as arousing as he did. 

He was losing control of this. He was supposed to be interrogating her, gathering information vital to the safety of the Union.  But God, she tempted him... 

Alan gasped, feeling his heart thundering in his chest.  He wanted to plunge into her, feel her wet heat closing over him...  And she was wet, he realized. He could actually smell the musk of her arousal.   

With a groan, he jerked away, gripping the candle hard in his fist. "What's the name of your spy master, Rose?"  

She hung there, blinking at him as if stunned by the past heated minutes.  Slowly, she licked her lips, her small pink tongue flicking out to trace the rosy fullness of her mouth.  He almost attacked her again. "Alan, I..." 

He crouched, tensing against the urgency of his lust.  "Tell me and I can take you. Let me end this."  

Rose whimpered.  "No, please, don't make me..."  

"Yes!" he roared. 

Her eyes were brown and deep. "I can't." 

He snarled. 

As Rose watched with a combination of fear and desire, Alan lifted the candle and blew it out in a single violent gesture, then threw it to the floor. The slim length of wax thunked against the carpet and rolled. 

He began to unbutton his uniform shirt, his fingers so impatient that one of the buttons popped off to sail across the room.  He didn't seem to notice. In a moment, his shirt fell open to reveal the tight, hard musculature of his chest.   

His hand dropped to the fly of his trousers and worked the buttons with a series of rough jerks. Freed, his organ immediately sprang out to jut at her. Deliciously thick and hard, angled slightly upward with the violence of his lust, it was a silent testament to his intentions. 

Remembering how it felt thrusting into her, Rose closed her eyes and 

moaned. 

"Rose." 

She opened her eyes and looked at him.  He'd stepped closer, so close his cock almost touched her.  She felt a violent need to caress it, and clenched her bound hands. "Alan, let me go.  I want to..." 

"Tell me what I want to know." 

Rose gritted her teeth in frustration.  "I can't, damn you!  I've got a duty to..." 

"So have I," he growled. He caught his big phallus in one hand. "Do you have any idea what I could do to you?  What I want to do?" Almost unconsciously, his hand began to move, stroking the thick shaft. "You look so lusciously helpless, hanging there like that.  want to throw you down and fuck you." 

She started; he'd never used that word to her before.  Mesmerized, she stared at his slowly moving fist.  His own eyes were fixed on her breasts, on the nipple that still wore a coat of wax.  "I didn't expect to like this," he growled. "I didn't think I'd love listening to you gasp and whimper when that wax hit your pretty little nipple."  His hand began to move faster and his face tightened. 

Rose swallowed, taking in the way he looked standing there with his shirt hanging open, his pants unbuttoned to reveal the big cock he fisted in long strokes, his polished boots set wide. 

"I think I'll go out and get a strap for that tempting ass of yours. Tie you spread eagle ... and watch your bottom turn pink ... as I give it lick after lick with that strap – and my tongue."  He grimaced through set teeth. His back arched, and she could see his thighs begin to tremble.  "I wonder if ... I'll love that as much as using that candle... And then... And then I'll fuck ... ARRRRRRGHH!" 

As she watched in dizzy hunger, a jet of sperm shot from his cock to splash on her belly. *** Aftershocks of climax still sparked along Alan's nerves as he walked to the drawer and took out a long rope.  Going back to her, he 

pulled his penknife. Two quick passes of the blade freed her wrists, 

but before she could get away, he forced her back on the bed. 

"Alan, what are you...?" 

"I've got business to attend to, and I'm not going to leave you running loose." 

As he looped the rope around her chest to bind her arms to her side, he noticed how the cord caught under her nipples.  Alan licked his lips and wound the rope around her again so that the rosy little crests were pinched between the lengths of hemp.  She squirmed in discomfort as the fibers tormented the delicate flesh. 

He made a few fast passes around her wrists to tie them off, still eyeing the saucy tilt of her nipples imprisoned in the rope.  Looking up, Alan found her dark eyes locked on his face, wide with a combination of desire and fear. 

Unable to resist investigating the depth of her passion, he reached between her smooth thighs, smiling at her gasp.  She was very wet. 

Nostrils flaring, he thought about leaving her tied in a way that would maintain that sexual excitement.  Maybe with something buried deep in that creamy little pussy...  

He remembered the candle.  It lay on the floor next to his boots. Alan bent to pick the candle up and gave it a frowning look.  It was too long for the task he had in mind for it.  With an easy twist of his big hands, he broke the taper in two and leaned over her again.  His fingers parted her, and the tip slid into her wet flesh easily.  He smiled and drove it in and out. 

"Alaann," she moaned.  "Don't.  That's humiliating." 

His mouth pulled tight, and he removed the candle.  "So is the way you used me." 

Come to think of it, he owed her a little humiliation. 

In the nightstand was a bottle of oil he'd used the day before to massage her slender back.  Now he used it on the second half of the candle, intent on giving Rose a lesson in shame she wouldn't soon forget. 

She yelped in alarm when he rolled her over and spread her cheeks to gain access to the tight little hole between them.  Ignoring her protests, Alan presented the blunt end of the candle to her anus and bore down. He had to use force to drive the candle into her exquisitely tight ass, particularly when she began to groan and struggle against her bonds. "Damn you, Alan!" she gasped.  "Stop that!" 

Involuntarily, he imagined what it would be like to shove something even larger into her tight rear opening.  His spent phallus stirred and lengthened. Perhaps after he got back... 

Inserting the pointed taper into her creamy vagina, Alan passed the end of the cord up between her cheeks and lips, making sure that the cord pressed her clitoris while trapping the candles within her.  He looped it once around her hips to keep it there, then dragged her ankles up and roped them together. 

Finished binding his prisoner, he straightened and looked down at her. She looked delicious, her nipples pouting around the tight bite of the rope, her sex wonderfully spread and stuffed. 

"You," she told him, glaring up at him with snapping dark eyes, "are a bastard." He grinned at her. "Yes, I am.  Maybe you'd better keep that in mind." Whistling in satisfaction, he turned his back on his pretty captive and sauntered out. *** 

Rose writhed as the twin candles rubbed together inside her vagina and anus. What a clever, vicious bastard Alan was, knowing just how to tie her to drive her mad. 

And to stand there and caress himself while she watched, dying for him...  She gritted her teeth and tried to ignore the hemp gnawing at her tender breasts. Just think about something else, Rose, she told herself. Don't remember the way that hard phallus feels when he pushes it into you, don't think about his mouth and his tongue and his hands. 

An escape plan. That's what she needed, a way to escape.  Maybe the ropes around her wrists... Rose pulled and twisted her arms, hoping Alan hadn't been as careful as he should be. 

All she got for her trouble was the rasp of the harsh rope over her aching clit. Growling, Rose subsided.  Her sex felt so swollen, so engorged with blood, so hot and aching that just squirming made it worse. If only she could free herself.  She wouldn't run.  She'd lie in wait for that bastard, Alan, and then she'd... 

...Tie him spread eagle on the bed and impale herself on his massive organ until they both screamed in pleasure. Dropping her head back against the mattress, Rose moaned. *** 

Alan strolled down the street, ignoring the curious stares of passerby no doubt wondering why he wore his uniform overcoat in such warm weather. 

It concealed his huge erection. 

He kept picturing the tiny dark opening of her anus spreading around that candle. He'd ordinarily never consider sodomy, but now it seemed ideal, a sweet punishment to torment Rose while sating his need to drive his cock hard and deep into her.  Over and over. 

He knew Rose's erotic hunger was one of the best weapons in his arsenal. If he could keep her trembling on the edge of orgasm, sheer frustration might loosen her tongue where no amount of torture ever would. 

On the other hand, a little torture couldn't hurt either.  He had several things in mind that should prove very effective in bringing Rose to heel. All he needed was a few tools.  And he knew just where to get them. 

Robinson's was a tack shop that catered to wealthy gentlemen, but it sold a lot more than saddles to those savvy enough to know about the store's back room.  Alan had never felt a need for its stock, but he'd heard rumors about it from various dissipated sorts with adventurous mistresses.  Now he was glad for that knowledge. 

Walking into the shop's expensive interior, Alan took a deep breath of air, scented with leather, and walked over to the proprietor.  "I'd like to see the stock in the back, please." 

Robinson, a rotund little man, shot him a single sharp look and came around the counter to escort him through a heavy oak door in the rear of the room. 

To Alan's surprise, he found Captain Michael Grey looking over a selection of light riding crops. The captain, a tall, muscular blond, quirked a brow at him in surprise.  "McReynolds. Somehow I never expected to meet you here." 

Alan's smile was dry as he moved over beside the other man.  "I've recently acquired a mount who needs a firm hand." 

Grey grinned, his handsome face taking on a deeply masculine expression of anticipation. "Yes, I have one of those myself.  It can be very rewarding." He paused delicately.  "Is this the first occasion you've had to discipline a ... filly?" 

"As a matter of fact, yes." He eyed the crops and frowned.  "These seem a little heavy.  I don't want to cut her." 

Grey nodded at Robinson who stepped behind a counter that was a replica of the one in the front. Bending, the shopkeeper pulled out a long narrow box and flipped it open. 

"This should be more what you want," Grey said, gesturing at the box. Alan, moving closer, saw that it held a series of light whips with lashes made of woven silk.  "They won't inflict any real damage, but the reaction from your mount should be highly satisfactory." 

Alan nodded and selected one. Turning, he propped a foot on the lower rung of a chair standing to one side, brought his arm up, and slashed the whip hard across his thigh.  It stung, but he thought Grey right about its relative harmlessness. 

"This should do nicely," he said, and he handed the whip to Robinson. "At least for a start." He cocked a brow at Grey. "This particular filly is a bit difficult." 

"If you find that further discipline is called for," Grey suggested delicately, "I can suggest several devices that may accomplish your ends." 

"Oh?" 

Grey nodded at Robinson and the man reached behind the counter again. 

*** 

Rose moaned, feeling the candles torment her as she shifted.  God, she wanted Alan so badly, longed to feel that thick hard organ digging into her eager flesh. Unfortunately, she knew that he would never give her what she wanted unless she told him everything he wanted. And she couldn't do that.  People would die if she gave in; Alan would see to it. 

Frowning, Rose clenched her fists.  She had to maintain her silence, no matter how her lust tormented her.  She wouldn't be responsible for those deaths. 

The bedroom door creaked open and Rose twisted her head around as Alan strolled in with a long brown paper package tucked under one arm.  He dumped it carelessly on the leather armchair and walked toward her, hands busy on the buttons of his coat.  "Miss me?" he asked, grinning down at her. 

She was tempted to say something unladylike, but bit her lip. 

"Nothing to say? That's not very wise of you."  He settled a hip on the bed beside her and reached for the thatch of soft curls between her bound legs. She gasped in outrage, but there was no way to keep him from worming a finger between her thighs and probing at her candle-stuffed sex. "MMmm."  His smile was slow and wicked. "Poor Rose. So hungry. So wet. Would you like to come?" 

Her eyes flared wide, then narrowed in suspicion.  "I thought the idea was to keep me hungry." 

He reached into a pocket and pulled out that penknife again.  "Well, yes." Taking her bound ankles in one big hand, he sawed carefully at the rope until it began to drop away from her in loops.  "But I think maybe you could use a little relief.  Not much, though."  The curve of his smile deepened. "Just a taste." 

Her feet sprang apart as he released them, tingling, though he hadn't tied her so tightly as to block circulation. 

Before she could move, he took her ankles in his hands and dragged them over his shoulders.  With a hungry growl, Alan buried his face against her sex, pushed aside the coil of rope that still trapped the candles, and began to lick. 

She gasped. The sensation of his long, hot tongue rolling skillfully over her wet flesh seared her right to the bone.  Her thighs jerked, the muscles beginning to spasm almost at once.  She'd been so hot for so long. Helplessly, Rose began to pump her hips against his face, twisting at each talented tongue stroke, each lingering suck. She was going over... 

He stopped. 

Her hips strained upward against his powerful grip, but Alan had withdrawn, lifting his head to watch her with eyes that burned. 

"What's the name of your spymaster, Rose?" 

"BASTARD!" 

"I'm sure he is, but I doubt he answers to that.  What's his name?" 

Fighting a wave of rage and desire, Rose spat, "I'm not telling you anything, you Yankee son of a bitch." 

Even in her present mood, she found his smile chilling. "Interesting choice of words, Rose. I think it's time you found out just what we Yankees do to pretty little Rebel captives." 

*** 

So hard he thought he'd burst, Alan stripped out of his shirt as he stared at his prisoner's lifted ass.  She'd given him a hell of a fight when he'd cut her free of the ropes and bent her over the rail at the foot of the bed, but she might as well have saved herself the effort. There was no way she could stop him from tying her ankles to the frame, lashing her wrists together and tying them to the head of the bed with a three-foot length of rope until she was stretched hard across the bed. Then he stuffed three pillows between her stomach and the rail. It was a deliciously arousing pose, one which spread her sex and displayed the rosy little hole he was dying to stuff.  He took a half step towards her... 

Clenching his fists, Alan managed to stop.  Later. Right now, he had to do his job. He veered toward the paper package he'd left on the chair and ripped it open with shaking hands.  Several objects fell out, but it was the whip that interested him. He picked it up and turned to her. 

She was watching him, brown eyes wide in alarm. "What are you going to do with that?" 

"What do you think?" His voice sounded more husky than menacing. 

Rose jerked, lifting her head and shoulders off the bed, but she couldn't free herself.  "No! Alan, you can't!" 

"And I won't."  He smiled.  "All you have to do is tell me what I want to know." 

Her eyes flickered in search of an escape that was nowhere to be seen. "Alan, please. Don't you understand?  It's not just me; people will die if I give you that information." 

"People will die if you don't."  Jaw tightening, he moved up behind her. "Union soldiers, betrayed into ambush by the spies you shield.  I can't afford to ignore this, Rose.  If I could, you wouldn't be here. You'd be free, or you'd be in jail." He lifted the cat. "Now. Who is your spymaster, Rose?" 

"Go to hell." 

"Not without company."  And he slashed the whip down hard across the curve of her rump.  As the lashes of the cat bit into her smooth skin, she yelped, twisting. 

For a moment he hesitated, eyeing her bottom anxiously.  It had been a hard slash, but to Alan's relief, he saw no mark except a slight blush. His mouth curved into a grim smile.   

He brought the whip down again, laying a diagonal slash across her pretty bottom.  His next strokes were rapid and hard, one after the other until she writhed, the sweet uplifted bowls of her ass clenching and jiggling. 

His breathing roughened as her struggles alternately displayed and hid her sex and puckered rose.  He'd probed that tiny hole earlier when he'd freed her, and he knew it was still oiled from the candle.  Ready for his use. 

For a moment he pictured her lying voluptuously vanquished in the aftermath of a long, slow buggering, her anus swollen from his hard thrusts, dewed in his sperm. 

He grinned and snapped the whip down across her tempting cheeks again. 

Rose yelped as the next cut fell on her bottom, slashing a line of fire across her skin. She couldn't believe he was doing this to her. Yes, she'd known he would be dangerous if he ever found out.  She'd even wondered a time or two if he would kill her.  But this... She hadn't expected to be subjected to this kind of erotic torment, this sensuous humiliation.   

Anxiously she twisted around until she could see Alan in the mirror across from the bed.  His muscle-knit chest shone sweat burnished and rippling as his arm rose and fell with each merciless stroke.  His face looked tight and feral with hunger, hot eyes locked on her bottom. She tried to suppress the bucking and twitching that seemed to incite him to flog her even harder, but each flaming stroke of the whip defeated her determination. 

Alan flung the cat down and reached for her rump, only to arrest the movement in mid-gesture.  Jaw tight, he strode around to sit on the bed in front of her. Slipping a hand under her chin, he lifted it and forced her to meet his eyes. 

"This has to stop," he growled. "Now. Your spymaster, Rose." 

"I can't!" she wailed. 

"Damn you, you'd better!"  He set his jaw, his eyes burning.  "Don't you see what's happening to me?" 

"Forgive me, but I'm more interested in what you're doing to me." 

"So am I." His nostrils flared. "I'm utterly fascinated by every twitch of your ass, every gasp and moan and whimper.  It makes me hard, Rose. It makes me want to fuck you." 

Starting up at him, she found she couldn't speak, couldn't move, half-hypnotized by the dark lust she could see blazing in his eyes. 

"It's almost beyond my control, my sweet," he said, his voice low and growling. "If you keep resisting me, if you refuse to submit, I can't guarantee my actions."  He stood up in a rush of male power and reached for the buttons of his breeches.  A second later, she was confronted by the hard thrust of his rod. "It's up to you." 

She looked up at him and licked her dry lips.  "Oh, no. You can't escape responsibility by saying it's all my fault, that I drove you to it. If you're excited by torturing me, the fault's in you." 

His head jerked up and a startled flicker of self-awareness pierced his lust. "You ... have a point. No gentleman would do to you what I've done." 

Alan got up from the bed and moved around behind her.  Rose took a deep breath, relieved that he'd come to his senses at last.  She'd known the man she'd loved couldn't do such things to her.  As for the flicker of disappointment she felt ... well, she'd ignore that. 

Suddenly his hard hands gripped her bottom, parting her cheeks.  "I suppose," Alan grated, "this means I'm no gentleman."  To Rose's shock, the broad head of his shaft pressed against her anus. 

"ALAAAAAAAANNNNNNN!!!" 

A tight, feral smile cut Alan's face as he leaned into her.  Slowly the big head of his cock penetrated the muscular ring of her anus, sliding relentlessly inward despite her desperately clamping muscles.  Her asshole was well-greased, and the power of his hips insured she couldn't keep him out.   

Fighting every inch of the way, he drove the width of his organ deeper, then deeper still, breathing in harsh gasps.  She babbled threats and pleas in a voice high with anxiety, but he ignored her protests and burrowed deeper. 

Finally he was in to the balls. He stopped, eyes narrowed as he fought not to come on the spot, her conquered rectum massaging his massive cock with its oiled, silky walls.  He'd known reaming her would be delicious. Why else had he been imagining this moment since he'd impaled her ass on the candle? 

"You're hurting me," she said breathlessly. 

He grinned. "I know." Slowly he began to withdraw, savoring the feeling of his cock sliding along the tight channel that felt so slick and hot. Rose sucked in a gasp. 

Alan set his feet to gain purchase and pushed, biting his lip in delight. "If you submit to me, it will get better." 

She whimpered. "It ... can't. You're too ... big." 

He suspected his answering smile must have a demonic cast.  "All the more reason to submit, then." But the going was getting a little easier now, as if she had begun to adjust to the invasion despite herself. Sweating, he began to pick up the pace. 

"What if..." She hesitated and sobbed out a breath.  "What if I agree to tell you what you want to know? Will you spare me?" 

"No." The word was out before he could even consider it, but it was just as well. He was not going to abandon his conquest now.  He wasn't going to stop until he'd come in the depths of her ass. 

With a growl, he began to ride her faster. 

Rose twisted at the fiery shaft bisecting her bottom. She knew she deserved it for her disloyal impulse to betray her country. 

Each long, merciless thrust bounced her against the bed rail as his pelvis ground against her sex. Yet the pain no longer felt like a knife in her ass. He was right that surrendering to his phallus made the penetration easier. 

Turning her head, she saw him in the mirror, hunched over her in his breeches and boots, reaming her, his face twisted in predatory hunger. She felt a curl of arousal as she watched him, a spurt of pleasure rising through the pain and shame of his invasion.  A strange delight rose at each withdrawal as his big shaft slid from her, only to torment her again on its return. 

Alan looked up and his eyes met her in the mirror.  He smiled slowly. Reaching between her thighs, he found the hard bud of her clitoris. Slowly he stroked it as he buggered her. She caught her breath as the pleasure strengthened, swirling up from her pearl like a kindling fire. She whimpered. 

"Why, darling," he gritted, driving the next stroke with such power that her breath left her lungs, "is that desire rising in your eyes?  Can it be that you enjoy having your ass reamed by a Yankee bastard?" 

She twisted and gasped. 

"Well, I don't mind telling you, I love ramming your Rebel asshole. What a sweet, tight little butt you've got." 

Rose pressed her eyes closed. The fire aroused by his skillful fingers met the painful blaze of his buggering cock, and the two seared her with lust. 

"Get used to it, darling," he purred, leaning over her until his breath stirred her hair. His fingers swirled over her clitoris.  "I'm going to be fucking you this way frequently. You're just too tight and tempting to resist." 

She squirmed. The desire she'd felt all day now leaped hot again, and the smooth, even strokes of his shaft drove it higher.  "Thick," she whimpered.  "You're so cruelly thick." 

He growled. The pace of his hips had picked up, grown erratic and urgent as he buggered her. Her thighs quivered with each stroke of his fingers. She began to shiver in waves. 

"That's it.  Come on my Yankee cock.  Let me feel that little asshole squeezing me." His voice was a deep, velvet drawl.  She shuddered helplessly. 

Without warning, he shoved so brutally deep, she jumped.  She could feel his phallus jerking deep in her bottom as he groaned in pleasure. "Take it," he rumbled. "Take it all!" 

Her orgasm crashed over her like a wave, washing away pain and shame and duty, leaving nothing but the raw delight of Alan's cock pulsing out his cream in the depths of her ass. 

*** 

Rose sat on the velvet seat of the closed carriage wrapped in the folds of her cloak. She wore nothing more, and she squirmed at the feeling of the red silk lining rubbing over her breasts and thighs. Flexing her bound hands, she wondered what she'd do if the cloak slipped. 

A silly concern, really. Considering the hard expression on Alan's face as he sat across from her, she might do better to worry about where he was taking her and what erotic torment he'd prepared for her tonight. 

She'd been his captive for a week now.  Seven endless days of exploring aspects of herself she'd never imagined – and would have rather remained ignorant about.  The leap of her passions as his hard palm slammed down on her bottom, the way she grew shamelessly wet when he screwed tiny clamps onto her nipples, the excitement of wondering when he'd break, when he'd throw her down and ride her in a frenzy of hunger. 

It was no wonder she'd been able to resist his torture, she thought, twisting her bound hands in her cloak.  She loved what he was doing too much. 

But tonight ... tonight he'd stripped her and wrapped her in her cloak, slipped a feathered mask over her face and hustled her out to his coach. And she had no idea where they were headed. 

Had he decided to turn her over to the authorities?  No, surely he'd have dressed her first... 

The carriage lurched and stopped, rocking on its springs. Alan opened the door and stepped out, nodding the coachman away.  As he reached in and helped her out, he wrapped one arm around her to make sure she stayed modestly concealed by the cloak.  Rose felt perversely grateful for his consideration. 

Stepping down, she found she stood in front of a huge, very stylish house with peaked gables and gingerbread fretwork.  Alan put his hand to the small of her back, urging her forward.  She approached the staircase on dragging slippered feet. 

As they climbed the steps, one of the house's double doors swung wide, revealing a tall, handsome blond in a Union uniform.  The blond smiled and waved them inside. 

"Alan, what...?" Rose murmured as their host closed the door behind them, leaving them in a wide foyer. 

"You're in no position to ask questions." 

"Up the stairs, Major," the blond said, nodding toward the winding staircase off to the left. Alan tightened his grip on her waist and urged her toward it. She couldn't fight without giving the blond a tempting view, so she set her teeth and went where he directed. 

On the third floor, they found a carpeted hallway lined with doors, all firmly closed.  The blond moved around them and led the way to the third door on the left. Producing a key, he opened it and stepped inside. 

Rose followed him in, her chin tilted to hide her fear. 

It was only when the blond moved to re-lock the door from the inside that she realized Alan hadn't followed. 

Rose took a step back as the big blond turned to her with an unholy smile. "What ... what's going on? Where's Alan going?" 

"He's left you to my care, sweet."  He began to move toward her slowly. "He believes he has taken too gentle a hand with you, and he's entrusted me with the task of bringing you to heel." 

Rose backed away, eyes widening. "Who are you?" "You," said the blond, reaching for her cloak, "may call me Master Grey." *** 

Alan watched through the hidden spy hole as Grey bound Rose's hands and flipped the end of the rope through a hook in the ceiling. She was half-bent over a padded bar, but the way her wrists were tied arched her so that her breasts and ass thrust out as if begging for attention. Attention Alan was quite sure they'd get, if he knew Grey.   

And he did, which was precisely why he'd insisted on watching. He wasn't sure he trusted the captain not to hurt Rose for the sheer pleasure of doing so. 

And what a pleasure it was. That, Alan knew from his own experience. 

A slight, cruel smile curving his mouth, Grey walked over to a small Japanned casket that sat on the mirrored vanity.  He drew out a ceramic jar and Alan tensed in anticipation.  Grey had told him of the cream that jar held, described the effect it would have on Rose.  And the idea filled Alan with a combination of lust and jealousy. 

Slowly Grey pulled on a pair of leather gloves and carried the jar back to Rose's stretched and helpless body.   

"I imagine you must be pretty curious by now," the captain said, dipping two fingers into the cream. "Perhaps you even feel a bit betrayed that the Major would turn you over to me." 

Rose tossed her head and eyed him haughtily from behind the feathered mask.  "I'm sure I'm no longer surprised by anything the major does.  He takes a positive delight in cruelty." 

"Of course he does." Grey walked around behind her and paused, contemplating the white, delicately rounded curves of her bottom. "Nothing stiffens a man's cock quite like having a lovely, helpless woman at his mercy. His to torment. His to fuck." 

Leaning forward, he pressed his cream-covered fingers deeply into Rose's sweet sex.  She jumped in her bonds and gritted out, "I imagine such things would be arousing – to a sadist." 

"To any man, Rose."  He dipped his leather-sheathed fingers into the jar again. "Men have a need, an instinct, to dominate.  And the conquest is all the sweeter when it's a beautiful woman who is forced to submit."  

Grey paused and contemplated her pouting sex, then began to work the cream inside.  His smile was slow and hot.  "Her cries of pain and surrender heat his blood until his rod is as hard as a sword." 

He dug his fingers into the jar again, scooped out a generous portion, and, before she could move, thrust them deeply into her anus. 

Alan growled in rage, the sound drowned out by Rose's startled yelp. 

"Oh, come now, Rose," Grey said, grinning as he screwed his fingers more deeply into her.  "I'm quite sure Alan has made use of this little hole already. How could he resist?"  Your pain was his pleasure, your submission, his victory."   

Briskly he drew his fingers out of her and turned to the rack of whips hanging on the wall. Alan tensed, but Grey abided by their agreement by choosing the lightest silk cat-o'-nine-tails for the next phase of the punishment. 

Rose watched him saunter toward her, flicking the cat.  Her brown eyes were bitter. "I've been whipped before.  That toy will do you no good." 

Grey's smile stretched, slow and deadly.  "It will," he purred, "where I'll use it."  Drawing his arm back, he laid the silken lash hard, right across her rosy little nipples. 

She cried out in rage and pained surprise, bouncing on her toes. Grey's second strike caught her before she had time to recover from the first, making her generous breasts jiggle.  She writhed, throwing back her head until the long tendons of her throat slid and worked. 

Grey stopped and deliberately began to unbutton his breeches. Alan noted with surprise that he wasn't totally hard yet; apparently such scenes were common enough to him to lose some of their erotic impact. 

Alan himself was hard as a rifle barrel. 

"I want you to watch what flogging your big, pretty breasts does to me," Grey said softly.  "Watch, and know how little mercy you can expect." 

WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! 

Rose's shoulders worked, her torso twisting as she fought to get away from the burning sting of the little whip, her nipples swelling and flushing. The captain's cock lengthened, slowly going a deep red as it hardened to impressive proportions. 

WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! 

She was crying out now, in high, gasping yelps of pain. 

"That's right, sweet.  Sing for me," Grey crooned, his massive organ swinging with every stroke. 

Suddenly he arrested his hand in midair and looked closely at Rose's face, her eyes screwed shut, her teeth clamped in her lip.  "It's taking effect, isn't it?" 

"What?" she gasped without opening her eyes. "The drug in the cream," he said, running a hand over his big shaft. "The drug that makes you crave cock." *** 

Rose gasped. Her breasts burned, her nipples swollen from Grey's relentless whip, but that pain was negligible next to the fire blazing in her sex and rectum.  An image floated through her mind: Alan, looming over her, shafting her in long, skillful strokes.  She whimpered, wishing desperately that he was here now.  He'd take her, he'd put the fire out... 

"How," said Grey seductively, leaning closer, "would you like to feel my cock sliding into your tender little quim?" 

Her eyes flared wide and flew to the big phallus that thrust from his unbuttoned britches. She licked her lips.  It looked so hard... 

He smiled slightly, sliding a hand over the object of her fascination. "Just imagine, Rose. It would be so hot..." 

She couldn't.  She didn't even know him. It would be wrong. It would make a whore of her.  It wasn't like with Alan, the man she loved and once dreamed of marrying... 

But she was burning, itching for a long shaft driven deep, and Alan wasn't here. 

"You need this, Rose," Grey told her, his voice seductive, tempting as Satan's. 

"Yes," she whimpered, deeply ashamed.  But the hunger in her didn't care about shame.  It cared only for his cock. 

"I wonder," Grey said with a smile she found chilling even in her present mood, "just how much you do need it.  Would you like to find out?" 

She struggled to concentrate past the flames licking her core.  It was so hard to think. "What do you mean?" 

"You'll see."  Moving closer, Grey pulled a folding knife from his pocket. A few passes of its sharp blade and Rose could straighten from her bent pose over the rail.  Her back ached savagely, but not as much as her sex. She braced herself against the rail and tried to catch her breath. 

"Well," Grey said abruptly. "You're free now.  What are you going to do?" 

"I don't..." she began, and stopped, rubbing her abraded wrists.  She couldn't think.  Her sex felt twice its normal size; her every breath tormented her clitoris. 

Then, as she watched in bewilderment, Grey walked to the door, inserted the key, and twisted it. With a flourish, he swung the wooden portal wide. 

"There, Rose. You're free. You can go." 

She blinked at him suspiciously.  "Go?" 

"Yes. You're not a captive anymore.  I'm releasing you." 

Rose took a step toward the door – and groaned as the fires leapt. Her hand flew to her sex before she could stop herself.  Involuntarily her eyes slid to Grey's big phallus, jutting so temptingly as he stood by the doorway. 

He smiled and moved closer.  "I wonder which you would rather do: leave – or kneel at my feet and suck my cock." 

Outrageous suggestion. She wished her head would clear enough to let her tell him so.  The very idea that she would go to her knees and take that big, plum-shaped head between her lips, caress the thick shaft, swirl her tongue around it until he grew so hard with lust that he would fling her to her back and drive to her depths in a deep, pounding fuck. Of course she wouldn't do any such thing. 

Rose directed her feet to take another step toward the door. She was quite surprised when her knees gave out and dumped her in front of Grey's massive prick.   

She was even more astonished when she felt its great plum head slide seductively between her lips. *** 

Alan watched in angry jealousy as Rose's sweet mouth engulfed Grey's cock.  He knew it served him right; he'd brought her here to be punished, and now he'd been hoisted on his own petard. 

But that self-aware thought vanished like smoke as Grey's prick began to slide deeper between Rose's full, moist lips.  Her lashes fanning her cheeks, she closed her eyes and suckled him with desperate force. Grey leaned back a bit to watch her, smiling a purely male smile of triumph that made Alan want to punch in his teeth.  If she was to kneel submissively at anyone's feet, it should be his. 

"That's it, girl," Grey purred, wrapping a big fist in her long, dark hair. Slowly he flexed his hips to shove his cock deeper down her throat. "Come on, sweet, I know you can take more of it than that." 

Rose widened her mouth obediently and forced her head closer to his belly, making a little choking sound of distress at his width.  After moments of fruitlessly attempting to engulf him, she drew back and eyed the big shaft a moment as if trying to come up with a strategy of attack. Then, delicately, she put out her tongue and began to swirl it over the sensitive head. Her tongue looked long and pink, describing an erotic curl as it went to work. 

One small hand came up and reached into Grey's breeches to fondle his heavy balls. Her fingers appeared very white against the dark, wrinkled skin with its thick pelt of wiry blond hair. 

Grey shuddered, his eyes sliding shut as his head rolled back on his shoulders. With slow, even thrusts, he worked his dick against Rose's eagerly laboring tongue. 

She looked up at him, her dark eyes shining with a feverish kind of hunger. "Do you want me?" she breathed, and licked at his organ again. 

"Ohhhhh. Oh, yes. Suck me, you little bitch." 

Rose darted her head forward and took him in again, sucking so vigorously that her cheeks hollowed. Grey's knees buckled, then straightened again. 

She pulled back again and looked up at him, one long hand holding his cock in a possessive grip. "I'm so wet, Grey, so hot.  Wouldn't you like to..." 

Damn her! With a snarl, Alan whirled away from the spy hole and strode for the door. His booted foot hit the wood and it bounced open, making Grey and Rose jump. 

"Any fucking you get, you slut," Alan snarled, "will be done by me." *** Rose squealed, kicking, as Alan's hard, callused hand descended again and again on her bare bottom. 

"She's pinkening nicely," observed Grey in a tone of polite interest in direct contrast to the size of the bulge she could see in his uniform trousers. 

"I know. It's such a lovely shade." 

"Bastard!" Rose spat, struggling desperately.  But her legs were clamped between Alan's and he gripped her hands in one of his. There wasn't a damn thing she could do to save herself from his violently stinging blows. Worse, the spanking made the heat in her belly flame even higher. 

"You know," Grey said, "technically speaking, it's not her fault. We did drug her with that cream.  Otherwise she would never have been so willing to wrap that sweet mouth around my cock." 

"I know that." But the burning impacts of his hand didn't slow. "I'm beating her ass for the sheer satisfaction of it." 

"I know ... OOOW! ALAN! ... something you'd like ... OW! ... even more, you Yankee son of a ... AH!" 

"If it's punishment you've got in mind, it occurs to me that a bit of fucking might do the job nicely," Grey said. 

"Didn't you hear her?"  Alan continued to pound. "She wants it." 

Rose glanced up and froze at the slow, sadistic smile spreading over Grey's face. "Perhaps she should be more careful about what she wishes for. I think the sensation of two cocks sliding into her tight little holes might be..." he hesitated, and the smile widened, "an embarrassment of riches." 

*** 

Alan rocked back on his booted heels and watched Rose squirm in the harness that held her suspended from the ceiling.  The leather straps circled her waist and shoulders, and her knees were drawn up to her chest and clipped to the straps. Her hands were lashed together and bound over her head to the same ceiling hook that held the harness. 

The position left her pink sex spread wide and ready below her kicking calves as she writhed in the harness – a tight, delectably helpless package, ready for male pleasure.  "Inventive rig," he commented. 

Grey eyed their struggling captive with satisfaction.  "Yes, it does solve a multitude of problems.  She can be penetrated any way that suits with a minimum of awkwardness. And, of course, she can be flogged just as easily." 

Rose's dark eyes glittered at them over her gag; Alan could almost feel the burn of her rage. She'd been so bitter and vocal in her objections that Grey had buckled a length of leather over her mouth to silence her. 

Frowning, Alan moved closer and reached to probe between her thighs. Despite her earlier complaints, the delicate lips felt slick and dewed with desire. He felt his cock pulse in lust.  Slipping a finger deeply into her channel, Alan lifted his head to meet her dark eyes. They looked vague and hot with hunger.  Suddenly she jumped, a muffled sound escaping from the gag. 

"I've always loved a tight female ass," Grey said from behind her. "I don't know about you, McReynolds, but I am more than ready to begin." 

Alan swallowed. "Yeah. So am I."  He reached for his fly. 

Breathing hard through her nose, Rose watched Alan free his beautifully erect cock. The harness put brutal pressure on her armpits, and her doubled pose made it difficult to breathe, but her drug​induced desire was so great, she didn't care.  The need to feel Alan thrust into her devoured her. 

Eyes glittering, her lover stepped between her wide-spread thighs. Staring into her face, he touched her sex with the broad, smooth head of his organ, then dragged it back and forth through her desperate slit. Her core seemed to open and clench as if reaching for him.  Unable to help herself, Rose made a muffled, pleading sound behind her gag. 

Alan smiled slowly.  Then, with a skillful twist, he drove into her. She caught her breath at the feeling of her needy tissues spreading hungrily around his hard satin organ. He drew in a hissing breath and his eyes slid closed. Big hands closed over her hips, holding her still as he began a forceful hunching. She wanted to reach for him, but her bound hands could only clench at one another. 

With a greedy growl, Alan buried his face in the curve of her throat and nibbled and sucked at the taut flesh as he gored her in long strokes. She quivered helplessly as his big shaft sated the hunger that had tormented her since Grey had anointed her with that demonic cream. 

A pair of broad hands closed over her hard nipples to pluck and twist them.  "MMmmm. Nice, eh?" Grey purred in her ear.  "All that cock in your hungry little cunt. But what about your ass?  As I remember, I greased your tiny bung pretty thoroughly too..."   

His hands tightened painfully on her breasts, immobilizing her. Something blunt and smooth probed at her anus.  "Luckily, I've got just what you need." 

Rose whined behind her gag as his massive length began to penetrate her. Alan paused, buried deep, to allow Grey to complete her impalement.   

Slowly the Union captain drove his organ deeper into Rose's asshole until, at last, she was completely stuffed with hard male flesh. She gasped helplessly, unable to breathe, trapped and gored. 

With a single violent gesture, Alan reached up and dragged at the buckle of her gag until it fell free and she was able to suck in a grateful breath. 

"God, she's tiny," the captain grunted.  "I don't think I've ever had such a tight asshole." Slowly he began to withdraw, his organ sliding along her well-greased channel. Rose squirmed, finding something almost satisfying about the feeling. The deep, relentless burn of the cream he'd used was soothed by his hard, ruthless cock. 

He stroked inside again as Alan withdrew.  Rose felt the two thick shafts pass each other in her helplessly spread body.  She could only writhe. "Nooo," she moaned, though she'd die if they stopped. 

"Yes." Alan dipped his head and found her swollen lips, kissing her with hungry intensity. Grey's thick fingers caressed her nipples again, plucking and rolling even as he fucked her ass with lingering strokes. At the same time, Alan's pelvis ground into her clit, his rod shuttling back and forth in her wet sex. 

Rose tossed her head, feeling surrounded by male muscle and bone. There seemed to be far more than four hands on her, and she felt plugged to the throat with cock. It should have hurt.  Instead, she felt only a voluptuous pleasure that grew with every stroke. 

"I envy you, McReynolds," Grey growled suddenly.  "Having a tight, luscious little captive like this to bugger and fuck.  No wonder you haven't told headquarters." 

Alan's hands tightened on her rump.  "They'd just put her in some dark little hole of a jail. Much better to..." he drove in a hard, deep thrust, "take care of her privately." 

"And so piquant to have a Reb spy at your mercy."  He circled his hips and she whimpered as his organ tormented her rectum. 

"Yes." Alan's eyes blazed down into her.  "Bound and helpless." His voice roughened, his face darkening.  "Ready for ... whatever I want..." He groaned. 

They were driving into her quickly now, merciless in hunger.  Each stroke stretched and tormented her, stuffed her, jolted her with a blend of delight and pain. 

Grey came first, freezing with his organ buried to the balls in her ass, growling like a wolf. The feeling of his big cock impaling her provided a painful counterpoint to Alan's last pounding lunges, his hips digging into her clit. 

Rose convulsed with a scream as the pleasure exploded through her in a long, pulsing eruption. Even as her orgasm crested, she heard Alan's triumphant bellow. 

*** 

Alan's hot mouth closed over Rose's clit.  Gently, relentlessly, he began to suck as her thighs twitched with the first pulsing waves of orgasm.  Catching his dark head close, she came, keening and twisting as though with a seizure. And still he drew on her button, driving her higher, harder, until she fell back, limp and sated, her thighs spread on the cool sheets. 

Dimly, Rose felt him draw away, heard the creak and shift of the bed as he moved up to lie beside her.  And, even through her satisfaction, she found herself wishing that he'd entered her, ridden her hard instead of simply bringing her to ecstasy with his mouth. 

A niggle of dissatisfaction pierced her pleasure.  Two weeks had gone by since Alan and Grey had taken her together, and nothing had been the same. 

As if realizing that he'd gone too far that night, Alan hadn't touched her for three days afterward. Rose hadn't minded at the time; she was so sore from the violent fucking she'd gotten that she was hardly up to anything more. 

But as time went on, she realized things had changed.  True, sometimes he still took her almost ruthlessly, but for the most part, he'd treated her like spun glass.  He hadn't tied her, hadn't spanked her, hadn't buggered her.  Hadn't even questioned her. 

It came as a nasty shock to Rose when she realized she wished he would. 

There'd been something so violently arousing about those times, about her helplessness, about watching his control slip until at last he had no choice but to take her.  She might have been his prisoner, but he'd been a captive too. 

Now all that seemed to be over. Had he gotten bored with her? Was he keeping her out of some sense of duty or guilt or some combination of the two? 

"Rose," Alan said, "there's something I've got to tell you." 

Frowning, she looked at him.  He met her eyes, then looked away. Rolling off the bed, he paced to the window as if he couldn't meet her eyes. 

Was he about to send her to prison?  Was he going to let her go? And why did she suddenly feel this sinking fear – not of incarceration, but of never seeing him again? 

"What is it, Alan?" Rose heard the steadiness in her own voice and was relieved. At least her desolation didn't show. 

He braced a muscled forearm against the window frame and leaned against it, back rippling. "There's something I've been keeping from you. Something important." 

The last of her sensual languor disappeared.  "What? What's happening?" 

"Lee surrendered two weeks ago." 

Stunned, Rose could only stare. 

Alan laughed, a short, harsh bark of sound.  "The day after Grey and I tortured you, as a matter of fact." 

She licked her lips and found her voice.  "Why didn't you tell me?" 

His broad shoulders rounded a moment, then straightened with a jerk. "Because I knew you'd demand I let you go.  And I didn't want to be your last memory of me to be my brutalizing you with that bastard Grey." 

She should be angry. She knew that.  So why did she feel this perverse leap of joy? 

No, she knew why. It meant Alan still loved her, even knowing she was a spy. He hadn't wanted to let her go. 

"I've made arrangements to get you a proper gown," he continued, sounding almost matter-of-fact.  "I had to do some fancy lying to your landlady to explain why you disappeared for so long, but I think I've pulled it off. You'll want to bathe and dress first, but I'll take you home as soon as you're finished." 

"What if I don't want to go home?" 

Alan's head jerked around toward her as his eyes widened.  "Not go home?  Why?" 

Rose stared at him searchingly.  "Why did it matter so much that the night with Grey was not our last together?" 

He pivoted to face her, both hands going behind his back, feet bracing until he stood at parade rest.  "Because it was wrong. I had no business taking you to him like that, letting him..."  He stopped and swallowed, looking away. "The other things I did were bad enough, but allowing Grey to sodomize you...  I don't know what I was thinking. When I saw you sucking him, I..."  He drew in a hard breath. "You don't do things like that to the woman you love." 

"Love." The bloom of joy she felt burst wide into wonder.  "But I'm a Rebel spy, Alan.  I lied to you. I..." 

"You were serving your country." 

"So were you. You had to get me to talk." 

His mouth twisted into a bitter line.  "That wasn't patriotism. That was lust. That was something dark and..." 

"Exciting." 

Alan looked at her, caught between shame and defiance.  "Yes, it was. It was wrong. You said yourself, I'm no gentlemen to do such things and enjoy them." 

"Then I'm no lady. Because there were times..."  Rose broke off and took a deep breath. "There were times I enjoyed them too.  It was exciting, being at your mercy, feeling your hunger.  Even the punishments...  I don't know why I felt that way, but I did.  I do." She clenched her fists. "And I don't want to leave." 

His eyes flared with something hot and dark.  Then he looked away. "You can't stay." 

"Why not?" 

"It wouldn't be wise." 

"When have we ever been wise? 

"Rose," he exploded, wheeling toward her, "there are times I want to take you like that again. I dream about you tied up and helpless, squirming under that damn silk whip.  I dream about buggering you, about making you get down on your knees, making you suck me the way you did Grey. You've got to get away from me." 

"What if," Rose said carefully, heart pounding, "I have the same dreams?" 

"How can you?" Disbelief and despair vibrated in his voice. 

"How can I go back to being a proper Southern belle, all cool and distant and painfully proper?" She took a deep breath. "How can I do that when I remember what it felt like to be at your mercy – and love every minute of it?  I can't, Alan.  And I don't want to." 

Deliberately she moved between the canopy supports of the bed, turned her back to him and lifted her hands, grabbing the overhead rails. 

Slowly, disbelieving, he took a step toward her, then two.  Then he turned away and strode toward the bureau.  He reached into the top drawer and brought out a length of rope and a bottle of mineral oil. 

Five minutes later, Rose was roped securely to the bed frame, whimpering as Major Alan McReynolds drove his cock into her ass in long, violent digs. But even as her rectum burned under his assault, she sighed in pleasure and relief. She was still his captive. 

And he was still hers. 

The Bloodslave 
June 4, 2459 A.D. 
When Captain Julian Bender started climbing the cliff, he fully intended to cut the sniper's throat.  Assuming it had one, of course. 

Firing from concealment behind several boulders at the top of the mountain, the alien son-of-a-bitch had picked off half a dozen of Bender's allies with well-placed blasts of a beamer rifle.  Since the Jeranth weren't exactly built for stealthy cliff scaling – what with their six legs and massive bodies – it fell to Julian and his crew to go up after the shooter and stop him. 

Once that was done, they should be able to wrap this up and get the hell off this planet fairly quickly. 

God, said Dominic telepathically, bitching as usual, I'll be glad to put this ball of rock behind us. I'm sick of synthblood. I can't wait to drink from something that squirms. 

Julian didn't answer, too busy digging his fingers into a handhold on the cliff face. Besides, they'd had this conversation before.  It had been months since any of them had even seen a woman, and they were all eager to return to human space. They hadn't had a decent meal since they'd left. 

Synthetic blood might keep a vampire alive, but it didn't wrap its legs around you while you fed. And it didn't come when you took it, pumping hot energy into your mind.   

If the ship hadn't been so badly damaged, Julian would never have agreed to take this mission so far from human space.  But they'd needed the money for repairs, and the Jeranth paid exceptionally well. Even among aliens, vampire mercenaries were renowned for their sabotage and assassination skills, and the Jeranth general had wanted their services badly. With the money he'd paid, Julian had been able to get the ship repaired in record time. 

Unfortunately, Julian and his men then had to earn that money by spending six months out here on this godforsaken rock, among aliens so alien even their emotions tasted wrong.   

In the act of reaching for another handhold, Julian stopped dead, his mind picking up a stray psychic wash from the sniper.  Despair. Grief. Rage. But not the alien versions of those feelings they'd come to know so well from the minds of their T'tcha Ker enemies. 

Automatically, Julian glanced over and met his second-in-command's wide brown eyes. Clinging to the rock face, André lifted his brows and projected his thoughts: Captain, our sniper's human. 
Hell, Julian, thought Dominic.  It's not just a human. It's a woman. 

As one, they all looked up the moonlight-washed cliff.   

And grinned. 

*** 

She was going to die today. 

Verica Sher aimed her rifle down at the detachment of Jeranth in the valley below and fired off another blast.  Her alien target staggered and fell, all six legs waving in the moonlight.   

Her weapon vibrated between her hands, a signal it was running out of charge. And when the last of its energy was gone... 

It would be over. Over for her, as it was for all the other members of T'tcha Ker who had been picked off one by one fighting this interminable war. 

Verica forced her mind away from that thought, forced herself to ignore the aching grief. It had been twelve years since her father had dragged her out here, as far from human space – and her mother – as he could get. To support them, Jonas Sher had joined the T'tcha Ker's mercenary unit, only to get himself killed five years later.  Though the big, furry tripeds hadn't been even remotely human, they'd taken her in, trained her to fight and treated her with love and respect. 

Now they were all gone. Gruff Itka and motherly Ch'fa and Garsh, her best friend, all dead, killed in this disastrous battle. 

And once her rifle's charge was drained, she'd be dead too, so far from human space the beings who'd kill her wouldn't even know what species she was. 

But in the meantime, she was going to take as many of the enemy with her as she could. Verica Sher would not die alone. 

*** Plucky little thing, isn't she? André asked, watching the girl draw a bead on the aliens below. A little too plucky, Julian thought. She's got maybe two blasts left in that rifle, and I don't want her using one of them on herself. 

And she might, if she realized she was about to be captured by vampires.  Some vamp mercenaries had such dark reputations most women would do anything to avoid falling into their hands. 

It was a different story with humans who realized they were dealing with Julian. The mercenary community was a relatively small one, and everyone knew he didn't abuse prisoners.  True, female captives expected to end up on the menu, but there were enough titillating rumors going around that they were usually less alarmed by the prospect than intrigued. 

Some of Julian's former victims had evidently done a little breathless gloating. 

It also helped that the old myth about vampires draining their victims had died a well-deserved death.  Vamps just didn't need that much blood – no more than half a liter or so, less if they could get a good psychic charge from their partner.   

Like orgasm. 

But there was no guarantee this girl would realize she was in danger of nothing worse than hot sex from her captors.  And Julian didn't want her jumping the gun. 

For one thing, it would be a waste.  He couldn't see much of her, since she was lying on her belly with her back to them – they'd come up the cliff on the opposite side and slipped up behind her.  But she filled out her blue unisuit nicely with a narrow waist and long legs and a lovely, sweetly rounded ass Julian badly wanted to explore.  And he liked the way her long blonde hair shimmered in the moonlight. 

Just then she hit the trigger pad on her rifle again ... and nothing happened. Well, gentlemen, thought Dominic, turning to smirk at them with wolfish hunger, I think I just heard the dinner bell. *** 

"Shit," Verica growled, cursing her weapon in the Terran of her childhood as her stomach sank like a stone.  It was over. She was finished. 

"Rifle gone dead?" a human voice asked in the same language. "Tough luck." 

With a gasp, Verica jerked around to face the man who'd taken her so thoroughly by surprise. He must have come up the other side of the cliff, she thought wildly, looking up at the first human she'd seen in seven years. 

Big. Much bigger than her father. And handsome, like the actors on Jonas' collection of simmies – dark, amused eyes set in a sculpted, angular face with a full, sensuous mouth and short-cropped black hair. Too bad he wore the enemy's colors on his black unisuit.  And it was a safe bet the rifle he held so casually was fully charged. 

"Don't you think it's time you surrendered?" he asked, his tone polite and interested. 

Verica threw herself forward into a roll that carried her away from the edge of the cliff and gave her room to bounce to her feet.  As soon as she got her legs under her, she swung the dead rifle like a club, right at her enemy's dark head.  "The T'tcha Ker do not surrender!" 

The weapon slapped into a casually lifted palm.  His jerk ripped it from her hands so hard her arm muscles screeched in protest.  Moving deliberately as she gaped at his strength, the human swung his own rifle by its strap across his back, out of the way. "You're not T'tcha Ker, girl. Or hadn't you noticed?"  He tossed her beamer over the cliff edge. 

She leaped forward into a hand-to-hand attack, throwing punches and kicks with every ounce of her strength.  He blocked each blow with insulting ease, his big hands blurring to knock her fists and feet away. 

"You know, she's pretty good," another male voice said. 

"If he was mortal, he'd probably have his hands full," another agreed. 

Jesus, there were more of them.  Verica darted a look in toward the source of the voices. Two men watched her hopeless struggle, both almost as big and handsome as her opponent, one blond, the other with the darkest skin she'd ever seen in her life.  The dark one crouched casually on top of an enormous boulder higher than his head, while his companion leaned against it. 

With a defiant snarl, she snapped to face her foe and swung her booted foot in a high, hard kick at his head. 

He caught her ankle. Shocked at his speed, she just stood there for an instant, balanced on one foot as he gripped the other.  Then another pair of powerful hands clamped around her shoulders and it dawned on her she was well and truly caught. 

"I'm Captain Julian Bender," her enemy said.  "And I really think it's time you gave up, don't you?" 

But Verica had been taught to fight as long as she was conscious and she drove a head butt back at the man who held her arms, simultaneously ramming her free foot toward Bender's groin. 

Her head smacked back into a big hand just as Bender caught her by the ankle. 

"Thanks, André," the blond man who held her arms told the third one, who wrapped his dark fist in her hair.  "She might actually have caught me with that head butt." 

Bender, both her ankles in his hands, pushed them apart and up, then stepped between. Verica squirmed and cursed, but the three men held her effortlessly. 

Slowly, the mercenary captain moved closer, lifting and spreading her thighs until her shoulders were forced into the solid, muscular body of the man behind her, her head held in an arch over his shoulder. 

"You know," the blond said in her ear, "this is starting to give me a hard-on." 

"Everything gives you a hard-on, Dominic," André told him. 

Bender moved his grip to the bend of her knees and stepped fully against her crotch. Looking between her trapped legs, she saw something cylindrical bulking under his unisuit, stretching in a long thick ridge the length of his belly. The feeling of that alien rod pressing against her cunt sent a trickle of heat through her. 

So that's what a cock feels like… 
Bender's eyes widened.  "What do you mean, 'That's what a cock feels like?'" 

"Good God," André said, astonished. "She's a virgin!" 

Verica felt her face heat at the horrifying realization they had somehow read her thoughts. 

But the only humans who could do that were... 

Dominic purred out a laugh in her ear.  "That's right, darling.  We're vampires.  Very, very hungry vampires who've been living off synthblood since we were hired to fight this wretched war.  And you, my love, are an answer to some very dark prayers." 

"And maybe we can answer some of yours."  André reached out to cup her breast through her unisuit.  His thumb brushed one nipple, which instantly hardened, sending juicy curls of heat up her spine. Watching her face with calculating eyes, he caught the little bump and began to roll it. She caught her breath in astonishment at the pure, liquid pleasure he conjured with such a simple gesture.   

Opening her mouth to protest, Verica discovered she couldn't bear to say anything to stop that delicious sensation. 

"Not so fast," Julian snapped at André.  "How old are you, girl?" Reading the answer out of her thoughts, he looked relieved, then puzzled. "How the hell does a twenty-five year-old woman stay a virgin?" 

"Shit," said André, on a tone of revelation, his hand going still on her breast. "She's been living with these fucking aliens since she was thirteen!" 

Stung, Verica snarled, "Would you do me the courtesy of letting me answer your questions instead of just reading my mind?" 

"Did it ever occur to you that a captive who's a hungry vampire's wet dream should keep a civil tongue?" Dominic growled back, tightening his grip on her arms in warning. 

She started to tell him what he could do with his hunger, but before she could open her mouth, a waterfall of alien clicking filled the air. Her translator brain implant turned the voice into words: "I see you've captured the sniper. Good work, captain." 

Turning her head, Verica saw one of the Jeranth holding a beam weapon in two of its six limbs as it clawed its way up the cliff, accompanied by a shower of rocks. "You're worth every cred the High Command paid you," it told the captain. 

"Thank you," Julian said in English.  Evidently the Jeranth had a translator of its own. "Luckily the charge ran out on her rifle just as we came up." 

"Lucky indeed. But why haven't you killed it?" the Jeranth demanded. 

Julian's hands tightened on her knees.  "She's one of our species. We're taking her captive."  

"Squeamish, eh?  Would you like me to kill it for you?"  The Jeranth scrambled over and put the muzzle of his weapon against her head. Verica's heart skipped. 

With a growl, André grabbed the barrel and shoved it away from her skull. 

"No!" Speaking rapidly, Julian said, "We have a use for her.  She's valuable to us." 

The Jeranth jerked and moved all its limbs in agitation.  "It has killed a dozen of my soldiers!  I want it dead!" 

Julian lifted an arrogant brow. "Oh, she'll be punished, sir, far more thoroughly than any quick death." 

"Yesss," Dominic whispered, his neat blond beard brushing her ear. "We'll punish her for hours and hours.  In every single virgin orifice." 

Verica's reckless temper snapped.  "Shoot me, alien," she spat, glaring at Bender. "I'd rather die like a soldier than be tortured by the likes of these bastards!" She tried to kick at the vampire, but he controlled her effortlessly. 

"Idiot!" Julian growled, tightening his grip on her thighs until she winced. 

"It seems to find a beam in the head preferable to your company." The Jeranth produced a hissing sound the translator rendered as a laugh. "Keep it, then, if it dreads you so.  In the meantime, Captain, my general wants to see you." 

Verica swore and began to struggle, her body lashing between the vampires' unhuman hands. 

"Cut it out," Dominic said, clamping down hard on her arms. Stubbornly, she kept fighting. He increased the pressure until she gritted her teeth. "You've pissed the captain off as it is.  Calm down and be a good girl, or you'll regret it." 

"Fuck you!" 

"Oh, you will," Julian told her, then jerked his chin at the vampire who still had her by the hair. "Take her legs, André.  I've got business with our employers. Get her back to the ship..."  He flashed them a warning glare. "But keep your greedy hands, fangs and cocks off until I get back." 

*** 

Simmering with fear and anger, Verica twisted her hands, trying to get at the knot that bound her wrists together. 

The vampire bastards had tied her to a chair. 

"You're going to get rope burns doing that," André observed, not looking up from his poker hand. 

She didn't answer, though she ached to curse him.  She couldn't; they'd gagged her with a length of silk. 

It had been an hour since the two vampires had summoned their star runner to land on the mountaintop and pick them up while Bender completed his business with his employers.  Since then, she'd been subjected to another losing battle with her captors they'd thoroughly enjoyed, then left to stew in her despair. 

From their conversation, Verica gathered that the war was indeed over; the engagement with her unit had been the last of the mopping up. The Jeranth had won possession of the planet.  And the Lochta, who'd hired her mercenary company, were already pulling out of the star system, leaving Verica at the dubious mercy of three vampires. 

Once they'd bound her, Dominic had stepped back to look down at her as she glared up at him. He was just too damned handsome with those angular features, a neat blond beard framing sensual lips.  In contrast to his elegant good looks, his eyes blazed with earthy lechery. 

"God," he said to André, "I'd forgotten how luscious it is to tie up a pretty victim." 

"Yeah," André agreed, fangs flashing against his dark, hawkish face. "I can't wait to get her naked. She's incredibly responsive. You saw the way she damn near hit orbit just from a touch on one nipple." 

"Makes you wonder how she'll react having a hard cock shoved somewhere tight.  Which reminds me; we need to decide who fucks her where first." 

André lifted an eyebrow. "Well, the captain's going to want her ass." 

Verica's eyes widened and her mouth went dry as she remembered the size of that thick ridge pressing against her crotch. 

"Which leaves her mouth and cunt for us," Dominic said.  "But who gets to pop her cherry?" He sounded so matter-of-fact, Verica blinked in shock. 

"Good point," André said. "We'll let a poker hand decide it.  Best two out of three. It'll give us something to do while we wait for the captain." 

After Dominic went back to his quarters for a deck of cards, the two vampires sat down on the bed to deal out the hand. 

Ha, Verica thought, watching sullenly. The laugh's on them. don't even have a hymen anymore. She'd disposed of that one evening during an experimental fuck with a hairbrush handle while watching her father's ancient cache of pornography.  But it had hurt, and she hadn't tried it since. 

What would it feel like when Julian... 

"A hairbrush?" Dominic hooted, looking up.  "You are a naughty girl, aren't you?  Not that it matters.  You still haven't had a cock." 

"You know, if she had that much trouble with her hairbrush, she's going to have a hell of a time with us," André told him, concentrating on his cards. "None of us are exactly small men..." 

"Mmmmmm," Dominic agreed, smirking at her, an evil glint in his green eyes. "I'm starting to look forward to watching you get it, whether or not I'm the one who gives it to you.  You'll be begging behind your gag." 

"Hell, wait 'til the captain does her."  André re-arranged his hand. "That always gets a reaction, even from captives a hell of a lot more experienced than she is." 

"Oh, baby." Dominic flipped a card down on the bed.  "When you feel that big prick start forcing its way up your little backside, you'll really beg for mercy.  Not that it'll do you any good.  Julian just loves a virgin asshole." 

André glanced up. "Have you ever noticed how he's got this sadistic little twist he gives his hips when his victims start pleading?" 

Verica chewed nervously on her gag, acutely aware of the rope biting into her wrists. It hit her suddenly that she was completely at the mercy of these men. They could fuck her however they wanted, and there was nothing she could do to save herself.  If their captain wanted to sodomize her, very soon she'd be bent and helpless waiting for him to slide that monster cock up her virgin anus. 

Dominic looked up and shot her a smile that showed every inch of his long, sharp fangs. "Now you're getting the idea.  You're defenseless, darlin'.  And you're ours." 

Verica stared at him, her cheeks hot.  They were really going to fuck her. All of them. 

Everywhere. 

Twenty minutes later, when Dominic hooted in triumph and André groaned, she was so preoccupied with dark images she barely noticed that the blond had won her cunt. 

*** 

Dominic and André simultaneously threw down the cards they'd been idly playing after deciding her fate.  She looked up, startled, as they advanced on her. 

"Captain's coming in the airlock," Dominic explained with a malicious grin, "and he's pissed." 

André moved behind her and snapped the cords holding her wrists to the back of the chair while Dominic freed her legs.  She aimed a kick at him, just on general principles, but he ducked away and stood just as André snatched her onto her feet. 

The blond stepped aside as Julian strode in, his face grim.  Without hesitation, the captain reached out, grabbed the front of her unisuit, and ripped the tough fabric down the front.  Cool air flooded over her breasts. Verica yelped in outrage. 

Ignoring her curses, Julian snatched her away from André and flung himself down in the chair, then dragged her face down across his lap. Locking a big fist in what was left of her unisuit, he stripped it away. Instinctively, she tried to rear out of his lap, but he just wrapped a big hand around the back of her head and held her down. 

"It's one thing to attempt escape," Julian told her in a low, controlled voice. "It's another to attempt suicide.  It's a good thing that Jeranth is so fuckin' perverse, or you'd be dead now." 

His broad hand descended on her bare butt in a hard, stinging smack that startled a muffled yelp out of her.  "You will not do that again," he told her sternly. 

"Oh, yeah! Beat that little ass!" Dominic said as he and André grabbed a couple of chairs from a nearby table, then dragged them over. Grinning, they sat down to watch. 

Verica set her teeth against the next smack and barely managed to hold back another yelp. But the following blow was even harder, and the next, and the next. Though she managed not to scream, she couldn't seem to keep from squirming under the rain of blistering smacks. 

Yet, as a fire ignited in her ass cheeks, she felt her pussy heat as well. God, she thought, appalled at herself. How could I find this arousing? 
But she did. Being butt-up across a handsome man's thighs as he paddled her under the lecherous gaze of his crew, knowing they'd all soon... She gasped. 

And she wasn't the only one turned on.  As Verica squirmed across Julian's muscular thighs, she felt his erection lengthening against her side. Turning her head, she saw that both Dominic and André were just as hard. 

Seeing the direction of her gaze, Dominic ran the long fingers of one hand up and down the outline of his own broad shaft through his unisuit. Cupping his balls with the other, he leaned closer and met her eyes. "Nothing's quite as hot as watching a naked blonde's ass go red under a good, hard spanking." 

"Unless it's watching her asshole stretch around a hard cock," Julian growled, suddenly breaking off his ruthless smacks.  "My hard cock." 

He reached between her thighs and sought the opening of her cunt. "Why, gentleman," the captain purred, "our little captive's wet!" 

"She's been wet," André said. "I could smell it."  

Her back arched as Julian's thick finger slipped deeper, then slowly withdrew only to dip inside again.  The sensation was hot, dark, breath-stealing. 

"I think she's got a submissive streak."  Eyeing her, Dominic stroked his hard-on again. "I wonder if we've captured ourselves a potential bloodslave." 

"If she is, we'll find out."  The finger withdrew from her cunt and lifted, then pressed against her anus.  Verica sucked in a breath behind her gag as the long male digit began to enter a place that had never before been penetrated. The insertion felt both painful and strangely erotic. 

"Oh, yeah," Julian said. "Hard-ass on the outside, sweet submissive underneath. Get the rope and the lube, gentlemen.  It's time little Verica lost every last virginity." 

*** Tying up Verica for her first fuck was the hottest thing Julian had done in decades. 

They could have subdued her so completely she'd have been unable to bat an eyelash, but they ended up letting her writhe just so they could watch her do it. She looked so tasty squirming and fighting that the process of hog-tying her took about three times as long as it should have. By the time they were done, Julian's fangs were aching in his jaw and his dick was hard as a beamer rifle. 

Had she truly been terrified and unwilling, of course, he'd have taken a different approach. Their objective, after all, was to get her as aroused as possible so she'd generate the greatest psychic charge when she came.  They'd all been at this so long they knew when a captive would respond best to gentle seduction or a rough mock-rape.  And Verica, virgin or not, wanted to be subdued. 

She had to know she didn't have a prayer against three vampires. Hell, if they'd just been human, she still wouldn't have had a prayer. They were too big, and Verica was too small.  Too female.   

Too delicious. 

Her pink-tipped breasts jiggled as she squirmed, trying to kick with those long, muscled legs or land a small fist in a punch.  Her silky blonde hair whipped around her delicate face, and her full, pink lips drew back from her teeth in a snarl as she fought to bite anything she could reach. All the while, she glared around at them with what she probably considered a ferocious expression. 

It wouldn't have occurred to her that those big, blue eyes were better suited to pleading. 

And Julian badly wanted to watch her plead.  It was almost a shame to blindfold her, but he knew it would increase her feelings of delicious vulnerability. He promised himself he'd take off the strip of silk once she started whimpering. 

Panting, he and Dominic stood back, trying to regain a little self​control while André forced a spreader gag between her jaws.  A wise precaution, since they all knew without the synthrubber guard holding her teeth open, she'd try to bite his cock off the minute he attempted to use her mouth. 

She still hadn't stopped struggling, even though she was blindfolded and wrapped so tightly in one of André's bondage specials she could barely move. Her arms were lashed behind her, tied together from elbows to wrists so her back was pulled into an arch that forced her full breasts out. A couple of loops of rope circled her tits, making them bulge and drawing attention to their stiff nipples.   

Together the vampires had spread her ankles wide and tied them to a couple of magnetic clamps attached to the ceiling.  A third clamp held the ropes that supported the rest of her immobilized body. 

André had passed another loop around her forehead, then lashed that to her wrists, so that as she hung in her cradle of cords, her neck was forced into a tempting arch.  They'd suspended her at hip height so she could be entered easily, but it would be equally convenient to pull up a chair and feed. 

"You know, we've done some kinky things over the centuries," André observed after he'd secured the spreader gag, "but this is a record." 

"It's the virginity," Julian decided.  "That, and she's so damn stubborn. You can smell how wet she is, and she's still fighting." 

Dominic grinned.  "I wonder how long that will last." 

Julian grinned back. "Let's get started and see." 

*** 

Breathing hard through the spreader gag, Verica hung in her bonds. They'd tied her in a demonically uncomfortable position, and though she was blindfolded, she knew the arch of her spine and the wide splay of her thighs offered her breasts and cunt up to whoever wanted to torment them. 

This situation should not be arousing her, damn it.  Yet she could feel the cream trickling in her core, a humiliating testimony to the lust this ridiculous scenario had tapped.  No matter what her pride insisted, some dark, animal part of her ached for the cocks of her captors, for their mouths and hands.   

And fangs. 

They'd feast on her, the bastards, sink those long, sharp teeth into her tender skin even as they sank their long, hard cocks into her cunt, mouth and ass.  They'd fuck her ruthlessly, ride her without mercy, pump her full of come as they drank her blood in greedy swallows. 

What the hell was taking them so long? 

"All that sounds really good," Julian purred in her ear, "but I hope you don't mind if we indulge in a little foreplay first.  I know you've been waiting twenty-five years, but some things should not be rushed." 

Strong fingers caught one hard nipple and began to delicately twist. Pleasure radiated from the tormented point, and she writhed in the rope harness, gasping at the intensity of the sensation. 

Then it began. Slowly, even gently. At first. 

Fingers touched, stroked, squeezed.  Here a hand swept down the delicate hollow of her belly, there another traced the angle of a hipbone, while yet another fondled her ass cheeks.  Fingers circled her rock-hard clit, eased into her cunt, brushed the line of her throat, stroked her thigh. Six hands, Verica knew there couldn't be more than six hands, but it felt like more, all doing things to her she'd never experienced. 

She'd caressed herself before, played with her own breasts, masturbated to orgasm, but it had never felt like this, so hot and ferocious and utterly overwhelming. 

Somebody was taking his time with one nipple.  He'd brush it with the pad of his thumb, then pull it out just enough to make her gasp. Twist it back and forth a few times while pleasure jolted her in repeated hot stabs. Then he'd start the whole sequence all over again until she began drooling helplessly behind her gag. 

Simultaneously, somebody else was lazily exploring her pussy, slipping his fingers through slick cream and lust-engorged flesh, teasing and penetrating, then setting off little blasts of pleasure in her swollen clit as he circled and strummed it slowly. 

Another hand busied itself with her ass, tracing the tense muscle of her cheeks, slipping a finger into the crease and stroking the tight flesh, spread so helplessly wide by her position.  Finally discovering her anus, circling it lazily. Tickling it with an impudent fingertip. Sliding slowly inside. Slipping in and out at a rhythm that matched the finger that stroked her cunt. 

Deep inside her tormented body, the hard, deep clenching of orgasm began.  Sensing her response, her captors grew deliciously brutal, twisting her nipples ruthlessly while driving up her cunt, her ass, two fingers, three, stuffing her until her spine arched in pleasure/pain. 

That callused thumb flicked her clit once, twice, and Verica exploded, screaming, her voice strangled by the spreader gag, her pussy and rectum speared on long male fingers. 

Never, she thought, dazed, shaken, as she began to slide slowly down from the crest. I've never felt like that. The orgasms she'd given herself were pale, feeble things by comparison, completely 

unlike this merciless rapture.   

"There's more," Julian whispered.   

She whimpered an involuntary protest, but it did no good.  Mouths now, on her nipples. Biting, licking, sucking both hard little points, spinning sensations along her spine she'd never experienced at all. Delicate, feathery sensations so darkly intense they drove helpless moans from her mouth.  Too much, far too much, she couldn't stand it... 

Silken hair brushed the inside of her thighs. Someone began feasting on her sex. His tongue danced liquidly over her clit, laving, circling, then moving to lap at her labia.  Suck and nibble. Fingers spread her cunt lips so that rapacious mouth could devour her wet, sensitive flesh until she keened in ravished pleasure.   

Verica could feel her climax gathering like a storm, so intense it terrified her. Instinctively she began to struggle, squirming to get away from those greedy, demanding mouths.  Strong hands closed on her, holding her still for wet, silken tongues.  She thought she heard a low, masculine laugh... 

And her second orgasm went off in her cunt like a bomb. 

The spasms were still shivering through her system when someone snatched her blindfold off and a hard hand closed on her hair.  The first cock she'd ever seen was right in her face, looking huge and dark. 

"Four hundred years ago, when I was a slave in Jamaica," André said, his voice rasping, "my mistress had hair the exact color of yours." 

Taking the big rod in hand, he aimed it for the opening in the spreader gag and drove it deep into her mouth.  Verica gasped and choked as the big rod hit the back of her throat. 

"One night she ordered me whipped until the blood ran, then thrown into the fields and left for dead."  Slowly, he withdrew, then thrust deep again. She struggled to accommodate him, knowing she had no choice. "Julian found me as I lay with my blood soaking the ground, and realized I could become a vampire.  He changed me, saved me and went with me three nights later when I took my revenge. We punished her thoroughly.  And made her come again and again. How I enjoyed the sight of her, writhing in shame and pleasure as I fed." 

Breathing hard through her nose, Verica fought her gag reflex while he used her mouth in long strokes. She felt his slick satin shaft pressing past her lips, moving over her tongue, the head sliding against the roof of her mouth.  As she sucked in a desperate breath, his strong, musky scent filled her head. Upside down, her head tied back, she watched his dark balls swing over the working muscles of his thighs as he fucked her. 

"Mouthful, hmmm?" Dominic whispered in her ear, catching one of her nipples in his hand and twisting it slowly.  "You know, you look incredibly hot having your mouth raped.  Julian..." He raised his voice. "Mind if I take your place between those pretty thighs?" 

"Not in the least. I think I'd like to have a word with her anyway," the captain's deep voice rumbled.  Long fingers released her spread pussy lips. 

Julian had been the one licking her cunt, Verica realized, and was startled at the heat that thought sent through her.  Helplessly she watched the swing of André's balls, swallowing hard as her mouth watered from the thick shaft stuffing it. 

Dominic's hand brushed the length of her thighs, reached underneath to catch her butt and hold her still.  Something big and blunt brushed across her wet, needy cunt, then worked its way between her lips. She felt it touch her opening – and slowly, slowly, force its way inside. His cock felt huge, a massive, tunneling invader forcing her delicate pussy walls wide. 

"Ummm," Dominic said. "Tight as a nun's ass." 

Even without her hymen, even with the slick cream that filled her, she thought for a minute he'd split her open.  She whined around André's cock, the pain distracting her from his use of her mouth.  He paused his stroking, holding his prick just inside her lips while Dominic completed his invasion. 

"Too much?" Julian asked softly in her ear.  Gently he reached up to toy with her nipples until delight shot through her discomfort. 

"Poor little virgin. Try to relax." He tugged the pink tip and rolled it with delicate, ruthless skill. "We're nowhere near done."  

He rose from the chair someone had put beside her head and bent over her, directing an idle order down the length of her body.  "Play with her clit, Dominic.  I want her to come again." 

The blond obeyed; she felt a light stroke against her button, then a gentle circling that sent pleasure swirling up her spine to compete with the pain of his penetration. An instant later, a hot male mouth sealed around one nipple, and she jerked in her bonds. 

Verica felt utterly overwhelmed, her senses battered by too much feral eroticism.  The long cock stroking inside her mouth, the big cock shuttling back and forth in her pussy, the stroking fingers and Julian's clever tongue... Assaulted from all sides, it seemed she'd been transformed into a creature of raw sex and sensation. 

Unable to do anything else, she surrendered, relaxing her muscles, allowing them to use her as they would. 

Julian smiled around her nipple, feeling the erotic submission flooding Verica's mind.  They had her now. 

Her responsiveness sharpened his hunger.  He could almost taste the blood rushing through the sensitive breast under his mouth, and the urge to bite nearly broke his control.  He fought it back. The pleasure would be sweeter, hotter, when she came, when the raw psychic energy of her climax rolled from her mind, a delicious meal for her vampire lovers. 

Blood was never enough. 

The hemosynther could produce enough blood to bathe in, but they also needed this – the sensual response of a woman in the throes of climax.  And the more overwhelmed she felt, the more intense her orgasm, the more psychic energy she'd feed them. 

Which made little virgin Verica utterly perfect.  He doubted he'd ever had such a sweet feast. 

And he hadn't even entered her ass yet. 

He sucked and lapped and nibbled at each breast in turn as the energy grew, a field of delicious heat surrounding her, flooding his mind with her pleasure.  He could feel how erotically vanquished she felt with André fucking her mouth and Dominic shafting her cunt. This orgasm would be the most intense yet.  And he was going to make it even hotter.   

He released her wet, pebble-hard nipple and straightened, then pulled the chair closer to her head. He'd sensed her response to him, and he knew he could use it. 

A big vein thumped wildly in the taut, white arch of her throat. Looking down at it, he smiled slowly in anticipation. 

"You do realize they're about to come?" Julian rumbled in her ear. "Then it'll be my turn."  He reached a big hand over her body to stroke and squeeze one breast. André's cock surging in and out of her mouth, she could only listen.  "We could have all done you at once, but I don't want you distracted when I give you your first buggering." 

His lips closed over the lobe of her ear and gave it a gentle nibble just as Dominic drove in a particularly hard thrust.  The first flutters of her climax teased her, and she strained, trying to force herself against the blond's hips for that last bit of stimulation.  But the ropes held her immobile, and she could only whimper. 

"It will hurt at first when I enter, and you'll want to fight it, but don't," Julian said softly over André's gasps and Dominic's harsh growls. "You won't be able to keep me out anyway.  Just concentrate on relaxing that sensitive little asshole.  It won't be easy for you, as tight as you are, but really, you don't have very much choice."  He gave one of the taut cords of her neck a tender lick.  "I'm going to ream your little rectum, darling.  But first..."  Another lick. His lips moved against her banging pulse as he spoke.  "But first I'm going to feed." 

With a roar, Dominic rammed all the way in, a hard, violent stroke that tipped her over. Verica keened around André's cock as her climax hit her like a meteor, twisting her in her bonds.  It went on and on, long, racking convulsions of pleasure deep in her womb as the vampires fucked her so hard, she swung between them in her harness. 

The last spasms had barely begun to die when something hot and bitter flooded her mouth.  Swallowing automatically, she realized it was André's come. 

Then Julian's fangs punched into her throat, and she whimpered at the hot, stabbing pain. Quivering helplessly, she felt his lips moving against her skin as he drank. 

Julian only allowed himself a few burning, intoxicating swallows before he let her go. He knew the others would need to feed, and he didn't want to take enough to weaken her. 

Besides, his balls were heavy and swollen, tight against his shaft, and he wanted to take that final, ultimate possession.  The one that would set the seal on her soul. 

It was obvious she was the one they'd been looking for – the perfect combination of responsive submissive and fiery soldier.  And he was determined that tonight her body would learn who her master was. 

He knew quite well it would take a little longer for the message to reach her mind. 

As André and Dominic reeled away from her to collapse bonelessly on the bed, Julian started ripping down the harness with a few ruthless jerks. Dazed from their sensual assault, Verica barely stirred as he tore the cords from around her body and carried her to the bed to drape her across it. Reaching down, he plucked the spreader gag from her mouth.  She licked her lips and worked her jaw, but didn't try to speak. 

"What did you do with the lube?" Julian growled at Dominic, who smirked at the heat in his eyes, scooped up the tube off the bedside table and flipped it to him. 

Ready to spread those pretty white cheeks, boss? 
He snatched it out of the air and dropped it on the mattress.  More than ready. Catching Verica's limp legs behind the calves, he lifted them and nodded to the blond.  Grab her ankles. 
Dominic stepped to the side of the bed, directly over Verica's head, and took each of her delicate heels in his hands. Slowly, he spread them wide and pulled them toward him until she was bent almost double as she lay on her back, her cunt helplessly open in offering. Verica opened vague blue eyes and blinked, still dazed from shattering orgasms and the hard use her virgin body had been put to. 

Julian licked his lips at the helpless expression on her face and the wet, swollen flesh of her cunt, still smeared with Dominic's come and Verica's own feminine juices. 

Dominic pulled her feet a little further toward him so that the cleft of her ass spread like a peach, revealing the tiny puckered opening between them.  The head of Julian's rock-hard cock jutted above it, thick and dark and much, much bigger. He felt it twitch in anticipation. 

Picking up the tube, Julian looked at his second in command who sprawled on the bed next to her.  "Grab her hands, André." 

Reminded that she should fight them, Verica threw up her fists, but André gathered them both in one of his before she had time to launch an assault. Not that she'd had a prayer in hell anyway.  Julian just wanted her to feel her helplessness. 

With a thumb, he flicked the top off the tube, his eyes locked on her face. Verica stared up at him, her eyes wide with an arousing combination of fear and lust. 

"That's a really tiny asshole, Julian," Dominic observed in a sadistic purr. "You sure you can get your cock in there?" 

"I guess we'll find out, won't we?"  He inserted the nozzle of the tube into the starfish opening and squeezed.  Then, slowly, he began to force the tube deeper. 

Verica's spine arched as she felt her anus strain to resist the tube before reluctantly spreading around it. She gasped as a fiery pain radiated from the abused hole, but Julian kept pushing until both the tube and his fingers were deeply embedded.   

Finally he began to squeeze. The thick, chilly lube flooded her agonized channel as he withdrew the tube again, inch by inch.  At last it was out of her and he tossed it aside.  But she didn't dare take a breath because she knew that monster shaft of his was next. 

She stared up at the trio of hard, hungry faces above her, the strong, muscled bodies and rigid cocks.  The eyes of all three men were locked unblinking on her virgin ass. Verica looked between her legs at Julian's sculpted torso and jutting prick, and swallowed hard as her own excitement rose.  She knew being sodomized by that menacing organ would hurt like hell. What she didn't understand was why she hungered for it. 

Julian met her eyes and smiled slowly.  Verica scanned his handsome warrior's features and felt another jolt of excitement.  There was a smear of her blood on the corner of his mouth.  He licked it away with a flick of his tongue. "Ready to have your ass stuffed?" 

She made herself sneer, hoping he couldn't read her desire and feminine terror.  "Get it over with, you son of a bitch." 

Dominic laughed.  "You have no sense of self-preservation, girl. Most women are more deferential to Julian – particularly when he's in the mood for a slow, sadistic butt-fuck." 

Julian leaned over her to brace one hand on the bed as he used the other to aim his cock.  "I just wonder how long she can maintain all that magnificent defiance." 

The thick rounded crown touched her opening.  Licking her lips, Verica hoped she didn't look as nervous as she felt.   

The captain smiled mockingly into her eyes.  "They usually start begging, right about now." 

She snarled. "I wouldn't give you the satisfaction, you ... AH!" Verica managed to bite off the rest of the cry as the massive shaft began to slowly enter. Pain seared up her spine as her anus struggled to stretch around his thick, smooth width. 

As she fought her whimpers, the three men observed her anal impalement with glittering eyes. 

"You know, as many times as I've watched you do that, I never get tired of seeing it," André said to Julian.  "It's hotter than hell, seeing you force a woman's ass like that." 

But he wasn't done yet.  Still he came, working more and more of his cock into her rectum. Verica writhed helplessly, but she couldn't get away from the deep, brutal sensation. 

"Give her your mouth, André," Julian growled, watching her expression. "She needs to relax." 

Dominic pulled her feet further back to give the dark vampire room, and he moved over her until he stretched head down along her body. 

Then André began to lick. The luscious pleasure of his long tongue dancing over her clit provided a sweet counterpoint to the massive pain of Julian's invasion.   

At last the captain stopped. Buried inside her to the balls, he waited as André stroked and nibbled and sucked at her sex.  Despite the pain radiating from her violated ass, the dark vampire's mouth spun such pleasure over her cunt Verica couldn't help squirming.   

Helplessly, she looked up into Julian's black eyes.  They glittered with masculine satisfaction at possessing her so utterly.   

As André's tongue flicked her clit, she realized Julian's cock in her ass made the pleasure even more exciting.  The combination of pain and delight burned her senses. She sucked in a deep breath. 

Slowly, Julian began to withdraw. The feeling of his shaft sliding out of her carried a dark, wicked enticement.  She whimpered. He smiled into her eyes and pushed in again.  "That's right, relax.  Open. It's starting to feel good, isn't it?  I knew you'd like it once you got past the worst." 

Julian eased out again, then in, riding her slowly in long, careful strokes that twisted and teased her most delicate inner flesh as André's clever mouth drew hot runes of delight around her clit. 

Later she was never able to pinpoint the moment when Julian's use of her anus became searing pleasure instead of searing pain.  All she knew was that suddenly she was thrusting up against him, taking the big rod deeper, fucking it with her ass.  Focused on the sensation of his cock, on the way it teased and pleasured her, she barely noticed that André had left her pussy or that Dominic had released her ankles so that her thighs now lay over Julian's massive shoulders. 

André's dark hand slipped under her chin, tilting her head back. His lips touched one side of her throat as Dominic licked the skin on the other. 

Julian drove his cock in hard in a single, brutal stroke. She convulsed, screaming, kicked over the edge of climax. Simultaneously, she felt a double-pronged stab of pain on either side of her throat as André and Dominic bit deep. 

Verica's wide eyes met Julian's as he came down fully on top of her, ramming her ass as his shipmates drank her blood.  The conqueror's enjoyment in his eyes sent her orgasm cresting even higher, a white-hot wall of sensation that slammed over her mind in a wave. 

"You're mine now, Verica," he growled at her, fucking hard, his sweat splattering her face. "I own you, whether you know it or not." 

The pleasure spiraled higher, blinding, until she keened, André and Dominic still feeding, Julian possessing her.  Light flared in her skull and it seemed she touched him, touched his mind, felt his immortality and his power and his predatory intentions. And a surprising yearning, as if she was something he'd been looking for and had finally found. Somehow he drew her mind to him, closer and closer, until she felt she knew him as she'd never known another human. Wonder worked its way through the pleasure... 

Just as everything went black. 

*** 

Julian studied Verica as she lay sleeping under the regenerator in the Nosferatu's small sickbay.  Her color was better, improved since the unit had forced her depleted blood cells to regenerate over the past half hour. He let his eyes roam over her tender nudity, admiring the long, strong legs, the sweet creamy mounds of her breasts, the tumble of dark gold curls around her head. In sleep, her face lost its hard, stubborn lines, taking on a tempting sweetness that made his protective instincts rear. 

When André and Dominic wandered in from tending the ship, he curled his lip in a snarl at them.  "Her blood volume is back to normal 

– not that either of you will be getting any of it any time soon." André ducked one shoulder guiltily. "Sorry, Captain. It had just been a little too long." Dominic glowered.  "I don't see what the problem is.  Ten minutes in regen, and she's fine." 

Julian let the blond feel the full weight of his disapproval.  "The problem is that I told you how much I wanted you to take, and you did not muster the self-control to obey my orders." 

He kept his voice soft, controlled, but Dominic flinched and bowed. "You are, of course, correct.  Forgive my greed, milord." 

That last "milord" was not mockery.  A thousand years ago, Dominic had been his vassal – until a beautiful vampire had made Julian something more than mortal.  And he, in turn, had changed his second in command. 

Dominic straightened his shoulders. "So. When will she be out of regen?" 

"She already is." 

André blinked. "But I thought you were going to put her through the procedure." 

"Not yet." 

"Aren't we going to keep her?" Dominic frowned.  " From what you said to her..." 

Julian made a dismissive gesture.  "Regardless of my comments in the heat of the moment, the final choice is hers."  

"But you fully intend to help her make up her mind," André guessed shrewdly. 

Julian looked down at their sleeping captive. "Oh, yes." 

"Good. I like her." André studied Verica, his gaze lingering on her breasts. "She's got guts and heart.  Not to mention a truly outstanding mouth." 

"And her ass isn't bad either, huh, Julian?"  Dominic grinned wickedly. "I can't wait to try it myself."   

Julian frowned, surprised at his sudden urge to flip a sheet over that sweetly naked body; he had never felt possessive about a woman before. "If she does agree, I don't want you getting rough with her." 

The blond's eyebrows flew up.  It was obvious what he was thinking; Julian himself had gotten pretty rough.  But Dominic said nothing; they'd been together so many centuries, he knew when his commander was in no mood for an argument. 

"Which reminds me," Julian said to André, "if I didn't know better, I'd think you were beginning to believe that sadistic Jamaican mistress scam yourself." 

André's grin was unrepentant.  "Well, it's such a good story – and the ladies love it so. Even the ones who have no idea what I'm talking about." He'd been a 20th century American college professor when Julian met him and realized he was one of the few that could survive the process of becoming a vampire. 

Dominic braced his hands on the foot of the regen bed as he looked at Verica. "You know, Julian, despite that delicious submissive streak, she's going to object to this just on general principles." 

"Oh, yes." Julian's eyes flicked to the soft blonde bush between her thighs. "But I've got a couple of ideas about that." *** 

Verica woke with that familiar sense of energy and well being that meant she'd just spent time in a regenerator.  She suspected she'd otherwise be rather sore. Not to mention weak from blood loss. 

She stretched lazily and almost purred at the sensation of neosilk sheets against her skin. Opening her eyes, she found herself back in the quarters the vampires had first taken her to.  She'd decided earlier it was the captain's stateroom, judging from its size and the huge bed she sprawled across. Rank, she knew, had its privileges. 

Realizing she was naked, Verica wondered if she was one of them. 

She really wished she could be more outraged at the thought.  Yet there was something about Julian Bender that got to her in a way the others hadn't.  Remembering the look in his eyes when he'd entered her, she shivered. "You're mine now, Verica. I own you, whether you know it or not." 
Had he meant that? 

Not that it mattered, she told herself staunchly.  She belonged to nobody but herself, and she'd tell him so the next chance she got. 

The question was, what was she going to do after they released her? With her T'tcha Ker family dead, she had no home and no money. She supposed she could try to get on with a merc unit, but the fact that everyone in her old unit was dead hardly constituted a sterling reference. 

That, of course, assumed the vampires didn't kill her now that they were through with her. If they were through with her. 

Verica examined the thought and realized she wasn't really worried about it. Somehow she didn't think Julian would hurt her.  There'd been a moment when she'd come that he'd ... touched her mind somehow.  She had a sense of him now, of what and who he was. Immensely old, yes, so old and so powerful she'd known a moment's raw fear. 

But he was also vulnerable. Lonely, despite the shipmates whose friendship he'd shared for all these centuries.  And most astonishing of all, he actually needed what she could give.  Sex, yes, but something more than that, something she had that he'd been seeking for a very long time.   

She'd been a responsibility to her father and a member of the T'tcha Ker's immense family, but none of them had ever needed her with that kind of raw intensity. 

Verica frowned. Such need was seductive, but that didn't mean she should let it make a difference to her.  True, the pleasure the vampires had given her was so intense she doubted she'd ever find the like again. But they also hadn't given her a choice – they'd simply taken her, though she hadn't been willing.  Not completely unwilling, either, but still, it had been damned high-handed of them. 

"I can be a lot more high-handed than that."  

Verica jumped, startled.  Julian stood leaning against the doorway; he'd entered so quietly she hadn't heard him. He was dressed in black trousers and boots, but his broad chest was magnificently bare. Internal female sensors began jangling in her brain at the sight of him as he strolled toward the foot of the bed.  She instantly suspected the effect was intentional. Forcing herself to assume a dry, amused tone, she said, "Yeah, I noticed that when you shoved your dick up my ass." 

He grinned, his teeth flashing white.  "And a very nice ass it is, too." The smile faded.  "We don't plan to release you, Verica." 

She went still. "You can't keep me." 

"Can't we?" 

Her mouth went cotton-dry.  "You're pretty formidable, but I'm not bad myself.  I'll find a way to escape." 

He lifted a dark eyebrow. "I don't doubt it.  But it won't be easy, and by the time you do, are you sure you'll want to leave?" 

She lifted her chin. "As you may have noticed, I'm stubborn." 

"So am I." He braced both arms against the bed's footboard and leaned his weight on them.  The pose made the muscle ripple and flex. She knew good and damn well that was intentional too.  "Have you noticed that your options at the moment aren't exactly overwhelming, even if we do let you leave? You have no money and no place to go." 

She wanted to pace, but somehow she didn't want to do it naked. "A mercenary can always get work." 

"An experienced one, yes. Trouble is, all your experience has been with an alien unit that has been rather thoroughly wiped out.  Any merc captain is going to wonder just what role you did – or didn't – play in your comrades' demise."  She wondered whether he'd read her mind yet again.  "I, on the other hand, am willing to make you a member of the crew and pay you accordingly.  How about..." He named a figure that made her eyes widen.  "I doubt you'll get a better offer." 

"But would I be shipping out as crew or provisions?" 

He laughed, but heat sparked in his eyes. "Both." 

Verica lifted her chin at him. "That's very kind, but my career aspirations don't include becoming a human buffet for a trio of vampires." 

"You're more than blood to me, Verica."  His voice made her heart skip – low, intimate, sensual.  She cursed herself, knowing her utter lack of adult experience with men was working against her. 

She shook off his spell. "I'm not the first woman you've captured and fucked. Did you make this offer to them, and if so, where the hell are they now?" 

He straightened, the muscle in his chest shifting temptingly.  She wished he'd stop doing that.  "No, you're not our first captive, but I've never made this offer before.  We always drop them off at a spaceport with enough money to get wherever they're going." 

"So what's so different about me?"  Remembering something Dominic said, her eyes narrowed.  "Or is it just that you've been six months without pussy, and you decided you want to keep one on hand?" 

He looked at her and his eyes heated.  Verica realized the sheet she held around her had drooped, revealing the tops of her nipples.  She drew it tight again. "That's part of it," he admitted.  "But not all. There's a fire and sensuality in you that would make you a perfect..." He broke off. 

"Bloodslave. Is that what you were going to say?"  She'd heard of them.  "If you think I'll willingly become an oversexed, genetically engineered half-vampire sex toy, think again." 

Julian gave her a mocking smile. "Why, Verica – your father did have interesting tastes in smut, didn't he?" 

She shrugged. "There's also a couple million dirty jokes.  'How many bloodslaves does it take to change a lighting unit?  None. They like it better in the dark.'" 

"The dark has a great deal to recommend it." 

"You would think so, wouldn't you?" 

"Did the jokes mention that your strength would be five times what it is now, that your reflexes would be faster, your hearing more acute? Useful, for a mercenary." 

"We use guns now, Julian. Or hadn't you heard?" 

He laughed. "That wicked tongue is one of the reasons I find you so attractive." 

"You have no idea what I can do with my tongue.  You had me tied up, remember?"  She snapped her teeth closed, appalled at herself. 

Those dark eyes glittered. "Are you flirting with me, Verica?"  He moved around the bed until he loomed over her.  "Would you like to demonstrate your skills?" 

"Sure." She bared her teeth at him.  "If you don't mind being thrown into a bulkhead." 

"Those were not the skills I was referring to."  He sank gracefully down beside her. Senses clamoring at the proximity of all that male brawn, she had to suppress the urge to edge away.  "Since you bring it up, let's talk about sex." 

"Let's not." 

He ignored that, instead reaching out to trace a fingertip across the fist she held clenched in her lap. "After the procedure, your nipples would be far more sensitive than they are now.  The number of pleasure receptors in your clit, cunt and anus would increase geometrically, making sex even more pleasurable."  He looked into her eyes, immersing her in a dark, sensual stare.  "Considering how responsive you are now, that idea takes my breath away." 

She lifted a brow at him, fighting the raw seduction of that starkly handsome face.  "Given your collective appetites, we wouldn't have the chance to do anything, since I'd be in regen all the damn time." 

He shook his head. "Verica, that's the whole point of the procedure. Infecting you with a modified form of the vampire virus means you'd gain our ability to regenerate cells.  You wouldn't need regen for anything but catastrophic injuries.  And you'd be practically immortal." 

Verica blinked at that, caught by the idea of having most of a vampire's powers without the drawbacks of a liquid diet.  But ... she remembered the other things she'd heard.  Bloodslaves were designed for sex – that's why the procedure's creators had modified the virus to force an increase in the growth of pleasure receptors.  Those who underwent it were intended to give their vampire lovers the most intense response possible. The procedure even altered brain chemistry; rumor said they were perpetually horny.  "I don't want immortality enough to become a slave of any kind." 

He shook his head. "You won't actually become a slave."  His lips twitched. "Or no more of a slave than you want to be.  And not 'perpetually horny' either. At least..."  The faint smile widened into a wicked grin. "Not after the first month or so.  Once your body adjusts, you'll learn to control it." 

Looking at him, remembering what they'd done to her, she had to admit there was a certain fascination in the idea.   

Then Julian met her eyes full on, and suddenly all the breath left her lungs at the sheer, sensual power of his stare.  Her nipples hardened as she remembered what his cock had felt like, buried to the balls in her ass, André's tongue flicking across her clit.  André and Dominic, shafting her in searing unison as Julian fed from her throat. Taken, ravished, overwhelmed. 

God, she wanted to feel that way again.  And she could. Again and again. 

Madness. 

She lifted her head and forced herself to meet his eyes defiantly. "I'd be placing myself at your mercy.  What's to stop you from abusing me?" 

His eyes were so dark and deep she felt dizzy looking into them. "My vow. I will not betray your trust, and I won't allow my men to betray it either." 

She fought the hypnotic pull of his will. "And I'm supposed to just trust you?" 

"Yes. Because you can." 

And she wanted to. That irritated her, made her wonder if she was being suckered. She stared at him, resenting the fact that she wanted him enough to take that kind of risk, while he took no risk at all.   

Unless... 

Julian lifted a dark brow. "You want me to prove myself to you?" 

Verica squared her shoulders. "Yeah.  You want me to put myself at your mercy?  Put yourself at mine." 

Reading the image in her mind, he grinned.  "You want to tie me up?" 

She thought about it, then remembered the way he'd snapped her cat's cradle of cords. "No, you could get free too easy.  Forcecuffs." She met his eyes, her own narrowing in challenge.  "I want you in forcecuffs." 

Julian straightened. "You are serious, aren't you?"  Looking at her, he tilted his head, his gaze calculating. Then he nodded shortly. "You want proof; you'll get your proof." He straightened to his full imposing height.  "Command me then.  I'll obey you." 

Hot excitement flooded Verica at the thought of having such a dominant man at her mercy.  She fought to control the thrill, decide what to do next. 

"Strip for me," she ordered, and licked her dry lips. "And tell one of your crew to bring those 'cuffs.  I want them to see you at somebody else's feet for once." 

His eyes flashed, and for a moment, she wondered if he'd obey after all. But then his big hands went to the fly of his breeches and opened it with a stroke of long fingers. Eyes fixed on hers, hot and heavy​lidded, he pushed his pants down over his narrow hips.  His erection sprang free, long, thick and hard.  She shuddered, remembering the feel of it. 

Julian smiled slowly and sat down on the edge of the bed.  He kicked off his boots, then wormed the tight breeches the rest of the way off his muscled legs.  Deliberately he stretched out on the mattress, extending his powerful arms over his head and arching his spine, rolling his hips upward. The head of his cock brushed his ridged abdomen.  He reached a big hand between his thighs and cupped his full balls, then stroked his long, eager shaft, displaying himself for her. 

The door slid open and Dominic ducked in carrying a handful of wide gold rings several inches across.  "Forcecuffs, boss?" he asked, grinning. "Don't you think that's overkill when you could wrap her up in a ball of yarn..." 

Julian rolled off the bed, naked.  "It's not for her, Dominic." 

The blond vampire froze in his tracks. His green eyes widened. "You're not actually going to let her cuff you?" 

"Trust has to go both ways." 

Are you insane?  Dominic stepped in close to Julian, projecting his thoughts, his fingers white around the cuffs with the force of his grip. She's a killer, Julian! What's to stop her from slitting your throat? 
She won't, and you know it, Julian told him, mind to mind.  She's a mercenary, not a murderer. I want her.  And I'm willing to prove how much. 
Dominic's green eyes snapped. Look, I want a source of available pussy as much as the next vampire, but I'm not willing to risk you to get it. 
You touched her mind, Dominic.  You know she's more than just pussy. 
The blond turned and looked at Verica who still sat on the bed. Coolly, she met his eyes and allowed the sheet to fall, revealing the lovely globes of her breasts with their pale pink nipples.  Blonde hair tumbled around her shoulders.  Her full lips were parted under blue eyes that snapped with excitement. 

Dominic tossed the cuffs on the bed and said in a fierce, low tone, "If you hurt milord, we'll fucking drain you.  And it won't be quick." With a snarl, he stalked out of the room. 

Verica looked at Julian, lifting a brow. "Milord?" 

"We have a very long history together."  He shrugged. "And if he really thought you couldn't be trusted, he wouldn't have left.  Not without a fight, anyway." And since André would have joined in, Julian would have had his hands full. His crew was loyal, but at times, their idea of loyalty could stretch to outright rebellion if they thought he was being stupidly suicidal. 

Looking at Verica, Julian grinned.  With any luck, he'd soon have three of them to worry about.   

"Where do you want me?" he asked in a velvet purr. 

Feeling her nipples harden, Verica shifted on the bed.  Damn, how did he do that – make her cream just with the tone of his voice and the look in his eyes? 

It was some comfort to see his erection lengthening again; it had subsided during the conversation with Dominic.  At least she wasn't the only one caught in this ridiculous lust. 

"Verica?" Amusement lit his dark eyes. 

She blinked, having forgotten the question.  Oh, he wanted to know where she wanted to put him. "The bed... No, the chair." 

Julian nodded obediently and walked over to the padded black swoop of synthleather. Verica snatched up the forcecuffs and went to join him as he dropped onto it. 

His eyes roamed over her as she crossed the room, and she was abruptly aware of her nudity. Rocking back on her heels, she gave him the same sort of slow appraisal.   

And swallowed. Even sitting down, he looked big, his chest broader than the back of the chair, pelted in silken black hair that trailed down over his muscled belly to that massive erection.   

Lifting a brow at her, he held up one powerful wrist, biceps bunching. Verica licked her lips and moved to kneel beside the chair, slipping one of the forcecuffs over his hand.  When she held the ring around his wrist, the metal band instantly drew itself tight to his skin. His arm went limp as the 'cuff cut off the neural control of his muscles.  Moving carefully so she wouldn't wrench it painfully, Verica drew his wrist back until it pressed against the back of the chair. She released him and the cuff locked his muscles in place, holding his arm in the position she'd arranged it in.   

Forcecuffs couldn't be broken because the captive's own strength held him. 

She repeated the process with the other arm, then both ankles, positioning them beside the chair so his thighs were spread, giving her easy access to that magnificent cock. 

But she wasn't through yet; there was a fifth ring.  Julian had evidently instructed Dominic to bring a forcecollar as well.  She looked up from the circle of metal, surprised he was willing to take it that far. Julian lifted a dark brow at her and she wondered if she was being dared. 

"I thought maybe you'd want to make sure I don't ... bite," he said. 

Verica narrowed her eyes at him.  "Now that you mention it..." 

She half-expected him to object when he realized she'd really do it, but he didn't protest as she opened the collar and slid it around the strong column of his throat.  Leaning over his lap, she took his dark head in both hands and positioned it to her satisfaction.  When she let him go, his head remained rigidly in place.  The back of the chair wasn't quite tall enough; his head and shoulders extended about it.   

Leaning back, she saw that his eyes were focused on her hard pink nipples, heat and hunger in his eyes. Bound or not, he didn't exactly look submissive. 

"Julian," Verica said, trying out her own velvety purr, "where do you keep your toys?" 

He grinned, not in the least intimidated.  "There's a panel in the wall beside the bed. I'd get 'em for you, but I seem to be rather ... busy." 

"Oh, I think I can find it." 

She straightened and turned toward the bed.  For the first time in her life, she deliberately put a sway in her ass as she walked across the room.   

Following his directions, she found the control for the panel and watched it slide open, revealing a deep recess in the bulkhead.  Her eyes widened. 

Inside were a whole collection of light little whips, nipple clamps, butt plugs and dildos, all neatly arranged, along with several old​fashioned cuffs and chains. "You're a bad boy, Julian," Verica breathed, staring at them in shock. 

He laughed, a deep rumble.  "Oh, yeah.  The question is, how bad a girl are you?" 

She grabbed a flogger and a couple of clamps, and turned around. "Bad enough." 

Most men would probably have felt a little apprehension, watching Verica stride toward them carrying the light leather flogger.  Julian merely smiled.  She wondered whether he knew she wouldn't hurt him, or whether he hoped she would. 

"What do you think?" he asked, reading her mind. 

She looked into his strong, handsome face and shrugged.  "You're not a masochist." 

"And you're not a sadist."  His eyes dropped to the flogger with its soft suede lashes. "But you are inventive." 

Verica eyed his face as she moved to stand over him.  "You're going to be practically impossible to surprise, aren't you?" 

"Well, that's the problem of playing with a telepath."  He rolled his broad, muscled shoulders, but his immobilized arms remained pinned behind him.  "On the other hand, there doesn't seem to be much I can do about it." His lids lowered.  "Though there's always revenge." 

"In that case, I'd better make the best of my opportunities."   

And dropping the clamps on the floor, she flicked the flogger across his rock hard cock. 

It scarcely qualified as a blow, but she looked into his face anxiously to make sure it hadn't actually hurt. 

"Usually," he rumbled, "I use that on my captives' tits." 

"I'll keep that in mind."  She flicked her wrist again. 

Julian caught his breath and tried to jerk his head back, but the collar held him still.  The flogger's light lashes didn't hurt, as gently as she struck him. But the soft leather wrapped teasingly around his cock, caressing the long shaft as the lashes hit and pulled away. He'd used it just that way on assorted pretty nipples, but he'd never realized how effective it could be on a man. 

Pretty damn inventive for a woman who'd been a virgin a few hours before. But then, her innate sensuality was one of the reasons he wanted her. 

Verica grinned wickedly at him and struck him again, her lovely breasts jiggling delightfully as she moved around him on those muscled dancer's legs of hers. 

Slowly she increased the force she used, her eyes locked on his, her breath coming hard as she flicked and teased his cock with the whip until he found himself arching his hips as the sting built in his engorged shaft, his balls aching fiercely.  He wanted to writhe, toss his head, but the cuffs held him motionless, unable to move anything but his torso. 

Half-mad with lust, he snarled, "When I get lose, I'm going to fuck you raw. Then I'm going to sink my teeth into that long white throat while I ream your little asshole." 

"Not yet." Verica threw the flogger across the room, then reached down and hit a button on the side of the chair.  Obediently, it reclined, pulling him back until he was stretched out flat, his feet still on the floor, his head extending beyond the back of the chair.  "I've got another use for your mouth first." 

She bent to pick up the clamps she'd dropped on the floor, then rose and swung a long leg across him. Setting her feet apart, she straddled his face and bent so she was head-down along his body.  Surprised, he stared up at the wet, creamy pussy inches from his lips.  Her scent flooded his head, musk and sex and heat.   

Reaching down his length, she wrapped one slender hand around his balls and slowly squeezed. She stopped well short of pain, but the threat was there. "Lick me, Julian.  I want to come riding your tongue." 

He smiled slowly and stabbed his pointed tongue up into her cunt. 

Verica twisted over him as that hot, wicked mouth went to work. Her memories had not done his skill justice; he knew just how to lick and nibble and suck to wring searing pleasure out of her pussy. It wouldn't take him long to have her begging. 

But she wasn't ready to release control just yet.  Surreptitiously, slipped one of the clamps she still held onto her little finger.  It pinched, but not cruelly. 

The jaws aren't that stiff, Julian said into her mind.  I never use anything I haven't tested on myself. He burrowed his tongue up her slick core. Within anatomical reason, of course. 
She gasped as he began gently trusting.  "Does that include the butt plugs?" 

I have to know what effect I'm getting. He gave her a long, sampling lick that caught her clit.  I scale it down, of course. I'm a big man, and being a vampire, I can take a lot more abuse than a woman. 

Verica licked her lips, quivering in pleasure.  Some fragment of her mind still capable of rational thought was reassured.  Any man who was that careful wouldn't take her further than she wanted to go. 

"Let's find out just how much you can take."  She gently thumbed one of his tiny male nipples and caught the little bead between the black jaws of the clamp. 

Julian gasped against her cunt in a warm puff of air.  His cock jerked. Pleased, she toyed with the clamp, opening it and releasing it. With her free hand, she reached down to cup his tight, hot balls. "Don't stop licking, Julian.  I haven't come yet." 

With a growl, he obeyed, catching her clit between his teeth for a gentle nibble that made her back arch.  She swallowed as her thigh muscles quivered, then forced herself to continue working the clamp, pinching and releasing the tiny tip.  Simultaneously she slowly stroked his cock, enjoying the feeling of slick, hot satin skin under her fingertips. 

There's a Twentieth century saying that leaps to mind, he thought, Payback's hell. The next time I get you tied... 
She grinned. "Don't threaten Mistress Verica, Julian.  She doesn't like it." Giving his cock another taunting squeeze, she released the clamp to attach the second one to his other nipple.   

As the tiny jaws grabbed hold, Verica felt something sharp scrape her most tender flesh and shivered.  "Uh, uh, Julian. No fangs." She stretched down the length of his muscled torso until she could lick the thick, flushed head of his cock. "Or I'll use my teeth too." 

He jerked in his bonds and she felt his wicked tongue go still on her damp flesh. 

That's not necessarily a deterrent. 
Verica laughed softly and licked him again.  She had never given head before – André's forced fucking of her mouth didn't count since she hadn't actually done anything.  Not sure how to go about it, she began to gently tongue him, figuring she couldn't go wrong there. Encouraged by a muffled groan, Verica slipped the head of his cock into her mouth and took him as deeply as she could. 

Julian fought not to come as her soft, untutored mouth worked his cock. Oddly, the ache from the clamps seemed to intensify the raw pleasure she inflicted with that sweet tongue.  He knew of the effect from using it on his captives, but he'd never experienced it himself. And that, combined with the scent of her wet cunt, was just about to drive him out of his mind. 

He'd agreed to this thinking it would prove to Verica he could be trusted. He'd expected she'd be a little clumsy with no real idea what to do with him once she got him.  But he'd underestimated her badly. She knew exactly what do to with him, and untutored or not, she knew exactly how to drive him crazy. 

It had to be instinct. God, what would she be like after a few decades of experience? 

Slowly she eased her way deeper onto his cock, taking it further into her mouth, her tongue sliding along the veined shaft. 

He started wondering whether he'd survive her first century. 

Verica filled her mouth with him again, loving the way his powerful body writhed under her hands. God, she was hot. Her cunt felt swollen, engorged with blood, so that every lick and nibble set it burning. 

But this, hot as it was, wasn't enough.  She wanted him in her, fucking her, filling her. 

"Yes!" he growled, and gave her flesh a sharp, stinging nip. 

Unable to take any more, Verica jerked upright and swung off his head, then moved around until she could crawl across his lap.  Hands shaking with lust, she planted her knees on the seat beside his hips, grabbed his magnificent cock, and aimed it for her juicy opening. Meeting his blazing dark eyes, she began to sink onto the thick shaft. 

She instantly realized she was still too new at this; the big head entered, but then lodged fast as her tight walls clamped around it.  But she was also too hungry to care, so she forced herself lower, driving his cock more deeply inside her body, impaling herself until it was all the way in, thick and maddening. 

Julian swore breathlessly. She writhed, desperate for her climax. "Fuck me!" he growled and she braced her knees on the seat and lifted herself, groaning as his length slid from her, tormenting her sex deliciously. He rolled his hips upward, meeting her as she slid down again. 

Hot, desperate, they strove together, cock and cunt greedy, ramming one another hungrily.  Each slick, silken thrust maddened her until she jogged against him mindlessly.  The pleasure built and built, his shaft creating a delicious friction in her tight, wet sex, and she felt herself trembling on the edge of a searing orgasm. 

"Verica," Julian gasped, begging. "Release the collar!" 

Knowing what he needed, she reached up and dragged her fingers over the control on the gold ring around his neck.  It snapped open. She draped herself over his chest, presenting her throat to his hungry mouth. 

Raising his head, he sank his fangs into the soft skin of her throat and began to drink in long, greedy swallows, rolling his hips hard, grinding against her spread, starving sex. 

Fire burst behind her eyes in a shower of sparks as her orgasm rolled over her. She twisted, convulsing with a cry.  He growled against her neck and surged upward against her as he jetted into the depths of her cunt. 

He was still feeding, Verica draped over him in exhausted pleasure, when the door slid open and André and Dominic stuck their heads in. 

"Uh, Verica, we were wondering" André began, sounding surprisingly diffident for a man who'd raped her mouth a few hours before. 

"Would you mind doing us next?" Dominic finished, grinning at the sight of his captain, bound to the chair with their captive lying limp on top of him. 

Julian lifted his head from Verica's throat and snarled.  Both vampires prudently withdrew. 

Out in the corridor, André lifted a brow and grinned at his friend. "Maybe later." 

Finis 
