The Barn
She walked slowly across the field in the direction of a distant barn.  Her long blond hair blew around her heart shaped face in the gentle breeze, the same breeze that was drying the tears that streaked down her cheeks.

In her mind she replayed the argument over and over, saw his face screwed up in anger as he spat hate filled words at her, and she could still feel the stinging in the palm of her right hand where she had slapped him.  It was over and she had to accept it.

Finally she reached the barn and slipped inside.  She lay down on a bale of hay and wept.  She did not know that she was not alone, too lost in her grief she missed the sound of footsteps approaching her.

The man was on the run from the police and had been hiding out in the barn for the last week, living on rabbits and wild berries and washing in a nearby stream.  He was skinning a rabbit when she entered, just out of her line of vision.  He watched as she lay down in the hay and listened to her sobs.  She was his idea of the perfect woman, slim and pretty with large innocent blue eyes, small firm breasts and hair that glowed with a golden light around her face.
She became aware of a shadow passing over her, and startled, she sat up.  She looked fearfully up at the tall dark figure looming over her and she gasped in surprise and Shock.  He still held the knife that he had been using on the rabbit, and it gleamed menacingly in the dim light, dripping dark red blood onto the straw.  She shuffled back until her way was blocked by a wooden support, she met his eyes and he saw her terror… he could taste it, and it excited him.

Coiled over a rusty nail on the support was a rope.  Keeping the knife trained at her throat, he leaned over and grabbed it.  Cutting a length of rope, he then tied her arms around the support behind her back, she whimpered… too petrified to form coherent words.

He looked down at her tied helplessly to the support, vulnerable, defenceless, and his to do with as he chose.  His cock stiffened in the tight confines of his jeans and he smiled.  He put the knife down (he didn’t need it now) and undid his zip, he took out his cock and waved it in her face.  He laughed at the look of horror in her eyes as she stared at his large prick.

Pulling her legs apart forcefully, he knelt between them and ripped open her blouse, revealing her bra.  He reached for the knife once more and cut the restricting garment; allowing her firm breasts the freedom they deserved.  Although her breasts were small, her nipples were large and they quickly became erect in the breeze from the open door.  He touched one gently, flicking it with a finger.  Then taking it between finger and thumb he simultaneously squeezed and twisted it hard.  She let out a sound that was part scream, part moan.
The man took off his shirt and pushed as much of it as he could into her mouth to prevent her from making any further noise.  He was fairly sure that there was no one around, but better to be safe than sorry.
She stared wide eyed at the man’s cruel face as he yanked up her skirt and applied the knife to her panties; he soon had those off too.  He looked at her exposed pussy, it was shaved just the way he liked them, and she had a large clit that stood out proudly from her puffy labia… very nice.  He touched her then, and was surprised when his fingers came away wet.  He lifted his hand and showed her his fingers glistening with her juices.

She looked at his wet fingers and wondered at her self… why was her body betraying her in this way?  And yet, even in this predicament she could feel a raw excitement building inside her, like nothing she had ever experienced before.  At last he spoke.

“Look at this bitch” he said, “You’re enjoying this aren’t you?”

She shook her head in denial.  He slapped her face leaving a red imprint of his hand on her cheek.  Fresh tears welled up in her eyes.  She knew he was right; some part of her really was enjoying being treated like this.
He saw the confusion in her eyes and knew that there was a battle going on inside her head.  He placed a finger under her chin and tilted her head so that her eyes met his.

“You belong to me now.” he said quietly “You will be my slave, my whore, and I will do whatever I want to you and you will like it.”

His words woke something in her that had been dormant all her life, and she knew that she wanted this.  She wanted to submit to this man, to surrender her soul to him.

“I’ll ask you again slave” he said “you’re enjoying this aren’t you?”

She looked him strait the eye as she nodded.  He removed his shirt from her mouth safe in the knowledge that she would not scream again.  He replaced the shirt with his cock, forcing it deep, making her gag as he fucked her throat.  

After a while he pulled out of her mouth and set about untying her hands from the support.  Then he made her stand with her back against the support as he retied her wrists.  He ripped off her skirt and she was naked from the waist down, her bra and blouse hanging in tatters from her shoulders, a willing victim.  He kicked her legs apart and entered her pussy with force, as he fucked her he placed his hands around her throat and choked her.

As she fought to breathe she felt his rough finger on her clit and she came hard.  She moaned her ecstasy aloud.  He felt her cunt pulsating with her orgasm around his cock, and he came too, filling her with his seed.
She visited him regularly after that, taking him food and clean clothes that she stole from her father’s wardrobe.  He was her master and she worshiped him.

