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Chapter 1


John grabbed Melissa and roughly escorted her to his car.

     “What do you think you’re doing?” cried Melissa. 


It was a Saturday night, during their senior year in high school, they had gone to a dance at a classmate’s house; Melissa had a little too much to drink, allowing a boy to put his hand up under her dress. John got upset with her.
     “I’m about to teach you a lesson. If you’re going to be my girl and things are going to change.”


Melissa is the daughter of a very successful business man. She is used to getting exactly what she wanted, when she wanted it. John on the other hand was from a working family. His father owned a small hardware store and although he did quite well, he was by no means rich.



John and Melissa had become friends in the second grade. They grew close as the years went by. When they started their high school years they dated often and became very close. Everyone expected that one day they would marry.  



“What are you talking about?”

     “You let Tom put his hand up under your dress, which is not allowed.” John finally got to his car. He roughly pushed Melissa onto the trunk lid with her feet on the ground forcing her to bend over. He wrapped his right arm around her waist and with his left pulled her dress up over her back exposing her panties.
     “Let me go. What the hell do you think you are doing?” yelled Melissa.

     “I’m going to start doing something I should have done a couple of years ago. You are a spoiled, selfish brat.” He slapped her panty covered bottom several times. “This is something that you have needed for a long time.” He again started slapping her, going from one side to the other in rapid succession. Her cheeks and thighs soon were bright red and because she was wearing lace panties, her ass cheeks were clearly visible. He slapped her ass over and over; spanking her with authority.
     “Stop it or I’ll have you arrested. Stop this right now,” she continued yelling.



Several of their classmates hearing the noise came to investigate. John did not stop the spanking; he was being encouraged by both male and female classmates who knew Melissa. 

     “Stop you son of bitch or I’ll have my father sue you.”



John continued spanking Melissa until she was crying hard her words were unintelligible. When he finally stopped, Melissa stood up and was horrified to see about ten of her friends had witnessed her spanking. Some patted John on the back; congratulating him on a good job. Mellissa was totally humiliated and embarrassed. 
     “I never want to speak to you again.”

     “You deserved that spanking and you know it,” countered John.



Melissa didn’t say another word and walked away from John. Several of her female friends surrounded her to give her comfort and sympathy. One of her friends gave her a ride home. When she arrived, she told her father what John had done, but refused to tell him why John had become so upset with her. Unfortunately for Melissa, her father agreed that she probably needed a good spanking. Melissa was angry at her father for not taking her side immediately.  



Melissa was so upset that she didn’t talk to John for weeks. In May during graduation ceremony, she looked for him to try to talk to him. Not finding John she looked for one of his sisters. John’s younger sister informed Melissa that John had left the day before, he joined the Marines.



Melissa waited for a letter, but it never arrived. In August after many nights of crying herself to sleep; she left for college. She studied interior design, which she loved, but she was not happy. She really missed John. She was in college for two years and although she dated; she never really wanted anyone except John. He never wrote her and she was too full of pride to ask his family for his mailing address.


When September 11th happened, that changed everything. He was one of the first teams in Afghanistan. He was in the country long before the actual invasion. He was with one of the teams that were getting information for the attacking forces.


Melissa had finished college in May of 2000 and with help from her father started her own interior designing business. Following September 11th she sought out John’s sister. Melissa found out what John had been doing these last three years and begged for his address. She desperately wanted to write to him to apologize for the turn of events in their lives, partly because she felt it was her patriotic duty to write to him, but mostly she realized it had been her fault that they split up and were not talking. She missed him and realized how much she loved him.


John was surprised when he received the letter. Melissa had put perfume on it, but no return address. John could not figure out who had sent it to him. He was about to open it when his unit came under attack. The fire fight was short but a mortar round had landed near John and he was severely wounded. He was flown out of country to a hospital ship for emergency surgery. His personal effects were locked in a locker while he recovered. The ship with all it’s wounded was heading for Japan to an American base there. When he arrived in Japan; he asked for the letter. When he opened the letter he was surprised she had written him. Her letter could not have been read to him at a better time; it immediately lifted his spirits although he was in constant pain. John received a medical discharge because of the injuries. He never answered Melissa’s letter because he was going home. 



Melissa, never hearing from John believed he did not want to be bothered with her until she saw his sister in the mall. John’s sister explained what had happened; explaining that John was wounded and although he home he was still having trouble getting around. She invited Melissa over for dinner that night.



Melissa was excited that night. She acted like a young girl going out on her first date. She showered carefully; wore his favorite perfume and make-up. She arrived at John’s house only to find he was in bed; having had a bad day of recuperating. She ate dinner with the rest of the family; but soon was in his room watching him sleep. He awoke to find her staring at him with tears in her eyes.



Melissa started going to see John often while he was recuperating; at first it once or twice a week, then almost every day. They started going out together as soon as he was able to get around. They often had little spats because Melissa was still spoiled and used to getting her own way. She made a very good living with her home design business.


Finally in June, John and Melissa were at a restaurant for dinner and a serious talk, “Melissa we have been dating for a few months now and we’ve known each other for years. I love you, and always have. We should have not stopped talking to each other in high school. I would like to marry you, and although I love you as I have said I have reservations.”

     “What reservations could you possible have?’

     “Well for one thing; your spending habits. I’m not rich like your dad. I can’t afford to treat you like he does. You’re twenty three now, same age as me and you still spend money like water.”

     “I guess you’re right, but I can learn to live with less; but remember I own my own business and am doing quite well.”

     “I realize that but I’m not so sure that will go on forever; but I do have a proposal.”

     “What would that be, John?” Melissa was smiling.

     “If I ask you to marry me, you have to understand certain things.”

     “Such as?”

     “Well for one thing I am the man of the house not you. I will rule the house. Of course we will discuss any and all subjects from sex to shopping, but I have the final word.”

Melissa smiled, “is this because I don’t like sucking your cock?”

     “That was not on my mind but since you mentioned it, yes that too.” 

     “What else?”

     “I plan to control your other habits too.”

     “Like what?”

     “Well we already mentioned spending, then there is flirting, gabbing on the phone, temper tantrums, and sulking when you don’t get your way.”

     “And how in the devil do you plan on controlling me? Keep me horny all the time?” She laughed.
     “I want you to agree to live a DS lifestyle with me.”

     “A what?”

     “A DS lifestyle, I want to train you to be my submissive.” 

     “Sounds weird to me, does that mean you will beat me and tie me up and all that stuff?”

     “No, I will not beat you, but I will punish you.”

     “I would like to know exactly what you mean. I love you John but I want a normal life not a kinky one.”
     “Our life would be normal in every way, except that I will retain the right to punish you when you displease me. I will spank you, suspend certain privileges, may occasionally make you wear certain uncomfortable things that will be embarrass you.”
     “Wear certain things, like what?”

     “Like a butt plug or nipple clamps, I haven’t thought it all out yet but if we marry I plan on running a strict household.”
     “I don’t know; where did you learn all this stuff?”

     “I’ve known it for some time. I did a lot of reading when I was laid up; especially about DS marriages. Do you remember Susan and Ted?”

     “Yes, I haven’t seen Susan in a couple of years. Do they still live in town?”

     “They sure do. They also live the lifestyle that I am describing.”
     “Really, how would you know that?”

     “Ted has been writing me for the last few years. He was the only one other than my mom and sisters. I have been to his house several times since I got home”

     “I’m sorry about that; I should have tried to get your address sooner.”

     “That’s water under the bridge. Call Susan, she is expecting your call. After you talk to her, if you still say no, then we’ll part friends and will not see each other romantically any longer. I can’t and won’t live in a marriage with constant bickering.”

     “You mean you would leave me if I refused your idea of a perfect marriage?”

     “I never said it will be perfect. We will be learning together. You will go through a certain training period like I said. We’ll expand in some areas and not in others. We would be at each other’s throats if we go on the way we are going. You are the same now as when we were in high school. You have times when you are perfect, and then you have times where you are a complete bitch.”

     “Bitch huh?” Well you are not always pleasant to be with either John.”

     “Mostly right after you and I have had another argument. Here is Susan’s number, call her.” He handed her a piece of paper. “Come on I’ll take you home so you can think this through without me trying to influence you.”


John drove Melissa to her apartment in silence.
Chapter 2



Melissa was at home the following morning and called Susan. They had a long talk about their high school days and the girls and boys they had known and where they were now. Melissa was shocked to hear that the head cheerleader of four years ago was now pregnant with her second child, but still was not married. The football hero was in jail for robbery and one of her old girlfriends was now an officer in the Navy.



Then Susan asked what the real reason for Melissa’s call. Melissa beat around the subject, but Susan kept coming back to it, so she finally blurted it out.


“John wants to live a DS lifestyle if we are to be married, and I’m not sure. He told me Ted and you live the lifestyle he described. I need to know do you really?”
     “Yes, I knew that was why you called, but I wanted you to admit it. Listen come over in half an hour, Ted is going to play golf and we can have lunch. Since you know how we live, please don’t be shocked by what you see. Please promise me you will not tell anyone what you will learn here today. Do I have your word?”

     “Yes of course. I’ll see you in half an hour.”



Melissa arrived at a few minutes late, so she missed Ted. She parked in the driveway and walked to the front of the house, rang the bell. After a few seconds the door opened and she walked into Susan’s house. 


Melissa’s mouth dropped open and she just stared. Susan was standing in front of her totally naked except for a pair of slippers. Melissa stared at her friend in shock. She had a pretty oval face; large brown eyes and a bright smile. Her long brown hair reached to tops of her breasts, barely hiding her pierced nipples which were hard from the air conditioning, her belly was flat which led to the junction of her shapely thighs and her pubic hair was neatly trimmed. 


Susan then slowly turned so Melissa could see her well shaped; but striped ass. When Melissa noticed the welts from a recent spanking with the riding crop she gasped. “I was spanked this morning with the riding crop for spending too much money on a dress that I had not been given permission to buy.”

     “How can you just let him do that to you?”

     “It’s the rules we live by. I was warned not to spend over fifty dollars on a new dress, but the one I bought was on sale for fifty-nine, marked down from over a hundred. I didn’t think he would notice. I thought I could make it up with next week’s allowance, but he had seen the advertisement for the dress in the paper.”

     “But he beat you.”

     “I disobeyed and was punished. Come on let’s have some lunch and I’ll explain everything.”



Susan had lunch ready when the girls went into the kitchen. The table was all set with a small salad, a sandwich and a glass for something to drink.


“Ice tea okay, or would you prefer a soda?”

     “Ice tea is fine,” Melissa said as she continued to look at her friend’s body. 

     “I still have the same body as I did in high school, don’t I?”

     “Yes except for the pierced nipples.”

     “I got those done for him last Christmas. It was real difficult hiding them from him for over a week.”

     “So tell me how did all this come about? I mean this DS lifestyle?”

     “We had been married about a year and we were always arguing. The final straw was the night we had a fight, I went out and started drinking. I let some guy get too friendly with me. The guy wanted sex; when I refused he tried to rape me, but Ted, who had come looking for me came to the rescue. I was never so scared in all my life. Ted beat the crap out of the guy. When we got home he put me to bed and slept on the couch. The next morning Ted told me he was moving out unless I got myself under control. I started crying, I was a mess. I was drinking too much; I started using coke with one of the girls at work and I didn’t care how I looked; I just wanted to get stoned. I felt guilty as hell. We discussed the situation and came to the conclusion that the attempted rape was not my fault, but that had I not gone off half cocked in the first place I would not have been there. 

Ted told me if I were his child he would have punished me. I agreed that I deserved to be punished. I blurted out that if he really loved me he would punish me. He held me and asked me if I really thought that I was not loved. I cried like a baby and then I did something I don’t regret, I asked him to spank me. 


He didn’t know what to say. So I told him I would explain it to him when I got home from work. I stopped on the way home and picked up several adult magazines at an x rated book store and showed them to him. He took his time; over a week and read them cover to cover. Then he started searching the internet and found a website where the mistress would give him instructions on what to do to get me under control. She gave him some very intimate details on how to punish a woman with and without spankings.”
     “Did he spank you?”
     “Not right away. On the night it began he had already received several instructions from this woman. He called me into the kitchen and ordered me to sit at the table. He went into the bed room and came back with my hair brush, I asked him to do it with his hand, but he just sat at the kitchen table and started lecturing me. After about fifteen minutes of discussion, we decided together that if he spanked me, he would decide when where and with what I was to be spanked. 


He also flatly stated that if he started spanking me; he would continue spanking me anytime I upset him. We made a list of rules and a list of punishments. I mean this was a piece of work. I was not only to be spanked; but I would be tied up, given enemas and I was not allowed clothes in the house. Then he really shocked me, he went into the computer room and made out a contract. He is a lawyer you know. He made me sign it. The contract was in all legal mumbo jumbo that I really don’t understand, but basically it says he has the right to punish me anytime, anyhow and any place he sees fit. It also says I would have to go through a sixty day training period for him to experiment on me and for me to experience all punishments and know what will be expected of me. At the end of sixty days we would either tear up the contract and divorce or it would become the glue that held us together.”
     “I guess it became the glue, but exactly what did he do to you during those sixty days, John mentioned the same thing.”

     “Well for sixty days I was spanked every night before bed. Not a real hard spanking, but hard enough. I was given several toys; if you want to call them that and was told I had to get used them. I was also given an enema once a week”

     “John mentioned toys too, but not what they were specifically.”

     “Ted started using nipple clamps on me for fifteen minutes twice a week while I stood in the corner with my hands on my head. Then there was the butt plug I was required to insert in my ass every other day while in the shower. I hated it. After week one, I was not allowed to remove it until Ted saw it. The worst was the vibrating dildo. I was so embarrassed when Ted would make me lie on the bed and masturbate with it while he watched. He would instruct me what I had to do with it, but after a while I started looking forward to those sessions and we still do that twice a week or more.” Susan blushed.

     “Sounds kinky to me, I don’t like getting spanked and I’ve never done any of those other things.”

     “Neither had I, until then. He gets most of these ideas from the Mistress who writes a blog on the internet called “How to control your wife”. She tells these men secrets about women that I didn’t even know.” 

     “So do you still get spanked every night?”

     “No, but I get spanked every Saturday night after my enema.”

     “Enema, I hate those too.”

     “I did to at first, and I still don’t like them. I get one every weekend along with my weekly review. If I have not disappointed Ted, the spanking is light and I get a bag enema, but if I have been spanked during the week, like this morning I get a special punishment enema, which I hate. I have one coming this afternoon.”
     “I feel sorry for you, but why do you continue if you hate them so much?”

     “Several reasons, I feel loved and protected. The sex is always great. I have gotten used to masturbating in front of him with the dildo and look forward to it. I have been spanked in front of John and was very embarrassed, but I enjoyed it. I am learning to be quite the exhibitionist. I really like showing off my body. We were on vacation last month with his sister and I missed my masturbation sessions and being spanked.” 

     “I don’t know if I could do all that all at once. The spanking, the use of toys the pain, and especially the enemas. Why an enema? What purpose does it serve to force a bag of water up my ass just to make me use a toilet?”

      “Well first of all it’s not always a bag, secondly many times I am required to hold it for five minutes while he spanks me. That’s the punishment I expect tonight. I really am sorry I bought that dress. He will use a douche bulb; and I will be spanked quite hard. I knew what would happen if I bought the dress and did anyway, so now I have to face the hangman. I have a very happy marriage and I really like being controlled. You will too once you get past your training period. I will help you during your training period if Ted gives me permission and you want some help.”
     “Help me; how?”

     “The hardest thing I had to do during my training period was get used to having a butt plug put into me. I can help you with that. I can also help you get used to being naked in front of strangers. I can also give you an enema once in a while so you get used to getting them. But what is most embarrassing and you can help me with is getting used to masturbating in front of another person.”

     “I don’t know if I could ever do that.”
     “I have two more weeks to do it and I haven’t even started it yet. You help me and I’ll help you.”

     “I’m not sure if I am going to marry John under those terms.”

     “You will, or you wouldn’t be here.”

     “Do you really want to masturbate with a dildo while I watch?”

     “Well not today, but how about next weekend; I’ve got a big punishment coming tonight and I have to get things ready. He’ll be home in two hours and I had better be ready or else I’ll be in even more trouble.”

     “I can stay until you are ready and keep you company, but I have one more question.”

     “What’s that?”

     “How come you are naked?”

     “I am not allowed to wear clothes in the house; as I told you; unless we have vanilla company, ever.”

     “By vanilla I assume you mean people that don’t know about your marriage.”

     “Yes. There is one thing you can do for me though.”
     “What’s that?”

     “Stay and watch Ted punish me today?”

     “Oh, I don’t know.”

     “He will not go as hard on me if someone is here, besides you’ll enjoy it”

     “Susan, I’m not sure, that’s a big step for me.”

     “We’ll have another glass of ice tea and you think about it, or would you prefer some white wine?”



Two hours later, Ted came home and Melissa was still there drinking her second glass of wine. Susan had been busy getting things ready for her punishment while the girls talked. Melissa was very nervous. Susan kept reassuring Melissa that she would enjoy her new found lifestyle once she and John got used to each other. 


“Is Melissa staying for your punishment?” asked Ted.

     “I’ve been trying to convince her to stay,” Susan blushed. “She knows what we do and why. John wants the lifestyle we have but she’s not sure. She does deserve a spanking though, she was late getting here.”

     “That is a spankable offense young lady.”

     “It may be but I haven’t agreed to this lifestyle yet and sorry Ted you are not John.”

   
Ted leaned around Melissa and looked at her ass even though it was covered with her clothing, “I can wait.”

     “I don’t know, Ted. Susan seems like she loves this lifestyle, I’m not so sure.” Her face was red from embarrassment.
     “That’s fine, you have to make up your own mind, but right now you have to decide if you plan to stay or go because Susan has a punishment enema coming.”



Ted took Susan by the arm and led her to the master bedroom. Melissa hesitated until she heard Ted say he was pleased that Susan had laid out all the appropriate equipment. Melissa slowly walked to the master bedroom.



Upon seeing her; Ted gave Melissa instructions, “sit in that chair and do not get up until we are finished unless you are going to leave. Do not talk to Susan or she will get extra punishment, understand.”

     “Yes, sir,” answered Melissa. She was shocked at herself for calling him sir, but she felt compelled to do so.



Ted attached nipple clamps to Susan’s breasts. Ted then led Susan over to the bed and bent her over the edge with her arms straight down on the bed supporting her shoulders. He started slapping Susan’s ass with his large hand. The noise of the spanking echoed around the room. She was soon making small moaning noises as her ass started to redden. He reached over to the end of the bed and picked up the oval shaped paddle. He started spanking Susan’s ass. The noise sounded like a cap pistol going off over and over. Susan was soon crying out at each spank, her ass getting pink then red. When she was crying hard, he stopped.



“You know why you are in this position Susan; you are given a clothing allowance every month. You exceeded it for the second month in a row. You are not allowed to borrow money against future clothing allowances. Then you tried to hide it from me; which is deceitful and cheating.”



Ted picked up the butt plug from the tray on the bed and coated it with lubricant and in one motion pushed it up Susan’s ass. Susan let out a groan as Ted stood her up. “Now go to that corner, hands on top of your head while I prepare your enema.”



Ted went into the bathroom and was gone about five minutes. Melissa was thinking it took forever. She also thought what Susan had said, about her enjoying the scene unfolding in front of her, Susan was right. 


“Go remove the plug and get back here, Susan.



Susan soon returned to where she was spanked. Ted bent her over and put on a rubber glove, he took some lubricant and inserted two fingers up Melissa’s ass. Then removing the glove he started her enema with the douche bulb. Being sure it was filled he slowly inserted the seven inch long one inch wide nozzle into Susan. He repeated the procedure four times and then spanked her with the paddle. He gave her four more then spanked her again. The second time he spanked her much longer and harder. Susan was crying, but she never begged for release.


When the spanking was over, Susan went to the bathroom, Ted and Melissa went into the living room. Melissa was very hot. She stayed until Susan came into the living room, her eyes were red from crying, but not as red as her ass.  Susan walked to Ted and kissed him and thanked him for taking the time to punish her. She then went to Melissa and kissed her on the cheek and whispered, “I suppose you would like to go home and play with that pussy of yours.”



Melissa blushed beat red. She had enjoyed watching Susan get punished, but would she be able to allow John to punish her the same way?
Chapter 3


After two weeks Melissa made up her mind. She would rather be spanked and humiliated than live without John. She asked him come to her apartment for dinner to tell him. “All I ask is that you go slowly with me until I am used to being under your control.”

     
“No I will decide how fast we proceed. You are not going to control any of this; I am; starting right now. Take off all your clothes. You are to be naked in front of me at all times when we are alone.”

     “I thought we would wait until we are married.”

     “No that puts you in control. Now take off your clothes. I’ve seen you naked before.”

     “That was in bed. The last time you saw me naked was in the second grade.”



John got up off his chair, grabbed Melissa pulling her to her feet and slapped her ass through her clothing. “Unless you want a spanking right now, strip.”



Melissa removed her slacks and blouse, hesitated when she removed her bra which earned her another spank. When she reached for her panties she hesitated again. John took her by the arm and pulled Melissa across his lap and started spanking her through her panties. After twenty five spanks he stood her up and pulled her panties down to her ankles. “Remember, no clothes without permission. Tomorrow you and I will go to town to an adult shop I know and pick up a few things.”

     “Oh, John that will be humiliating, can’t you just go buy them without me?”

     “No, I want you there. I know it be humiliating. Get used to it. You are going to have to do as I ask, so this is the first test. We are going to buy a vibrating dildo for you, a butt plug, some nipple clamps and one or two spanking implements. The store attendant will probably be male and he will know what they are for.”

     “Oh John, do I have to?”



The following day Melissa and John went to an adult book store called Spanky’s. They went into the shop and started looking around. John picked up the first nipple clamps he saw on the pegboard display. Then he examined the butt plugs and picked out a medium sized red plug. Melissa was totally embarrassed as John had ordered her to remain at his side. Finally he walked over to the wall that had all the dildos hanging on it. Just for effect he picked up a monstrous fake cock that was about sixteen inches long and four inches around. Melissa gasped and moaned “no please.” 




John laughed and put it back. The man at the counter was watching and Melissa noticed him grinning in the mirror. She blushed from head to toe. John finally picked out an eight inch one and showed it to Melissa; who wanted to crawl under the counter.



Next John picked out a small leather strap that was split in two and a small whip. Melissa again blushed as she remembered the man at the counter was watching. John headed for the counter to pay for his purchases.



“Going to have some fun are we?” the man at the counter asked. He was a fat balding man who needed a shave. “If you want I can show you how they work. He had a big grin on his face.


“I’m going to have the fun,” answered John. “I don’t know about her. I think I can manage without a demonstration.”



Melissa was very embarrassed as the couple left the store. “Was that really necessary John?”


“I liked watching you turn beet red.”


“Well at least you didn’t buy a paddle...”

“Oh, we’re going to the sporting goods store next to get some ping pong paddles. Don’t worry; I’ve decided not to start training you until after we return from our honeymoon.”


“Great, I mean, I’m glad you decided to wait. Do I have to start practicing with those things now?

“No, I want you to wait. Anticipation will keep you on edge.”


“Yeah and keep me awake at night.”



The wedding was scheduled for late August. It was a huge wedding. Melissa was an only child and her father had many relatives as well as close friends and business associates. There were almost five hundred people at the wedding. Melissa’s father spared no expense. He had hired a very reputable wedding planner, who did an excellent job.



John’s family was allowed to invite as many guests as they liked. He also had a big family, but he had many friends who were in the Marines with who came to see the “kid” get married. Most of his old recon team showed up. 



The music was loud, the food was great and the liquor flowed. It was a grand affair.   

Chapter 4


John and Melissa were enjoying the last of the Champaign, before they went to the hotel room for the night. It had been an expensive wedding. Her father didn’t mind, he owned several beverage distributors in three states and did quite well. The guests were still partying when they left by the rear door. John and Melissa thought they got clean away, but John’s BMW was covered with balloons, streamers and several ropes with empty cans attached. John took out his pocket knife and cut the ropes. The couple got into the car and kissed. Then sat there just looking at each other and kissed again. Melissa ran her hands across John’s crotch and rested her hand on his cock. She rubbed a little and felt it being brought to life.


“You’ll just have to wait Melissa; we have to get to the motel tonight. We have a very early flight tomorrow to New York, where we have to catch a fight to France. Just think, two weeks on the French Riviera.”

    
“Yeah, just think no spankings for two weeks.”


“I never said that. You’ll get spanked when you deserve it. I hope no one hears you.”


“Me too, but I thought we could suspend me getting spanked.”


“I’ve been easy on you; now that we are married I am going to start your training when we get home.”


“Thanks, just what I wanted to hear;” she laughed.



The couple arrived at the motel. The first thing they did was shower, and then go out to supper at a very good Italian restaurant. When they returned, there was a package in the room. John called the front desk and asked who had been in their room. He was assured no one had been allowed in the room while they were out. John checked the package and found it to be completely safe. He carefully opened it. When he opened the top of the package a clown suddenly popped out. Melissa was totally startled and let out a scream. In the clown’s mouth was a card, it read “Get a fuzzy head on me.” It was signed Gabe. A friend of John’s from the Marine Corp. John began to laugh. Inside the box was a bottle Don Perrion.



“How come you are dressed? You are to be naked whenever we are alone together. So now take all your clothes off. I won’t spank you this time but you can spend fifteen minutes in the corner with your hands on top of your head.”


“I feel like I’m being treated like a child,” Melissa replied while undressing.


“Would you rather have a spanking?”

  
“No, sir.”



When the fifteen minutes was up John approached Melissa from behind quietly. He put his arms around her and cupped her breasts. Bending slightly he kissed the back of her neck and her shoulders. He kissed the back of her neck again and let his kisses trail down her back. He was also naked and pulled her back to him so his cock was resting between the cheeks of her ass. He pinched her nipples lightly.


Melissa lowered her arms and reached back and rubbed her lover’s thighs, and then ran her hands up to John’s cock.



John spun Melissa around and hugged her to his body; crushing her breasts to his chest. He kissed her mouth deeply; running his tongue into her mouth. He gently pushed her to her knees. She kissed his chest, belly and legs on the way to the floor, finally taking his cock into her mouth. She licked the head and then took the full length into her mouth gently sucking and licking. She removed John’s cock from her mouth and held it in her hand and licked the underside like a lollypop. With her other hand she cupped his balls. Melissa took the head back in her mouth and gently sucked on it as she let it slip past her lips. She repeated this maneuver several times. John began breathing harder.


John pulled her top her feet with little effort. He scooped her up and carried her to the bed. He laid her down on her back and crawled between her legs spreading them wide. He kissed her neck and started working his way down her chest. He kissed each of her breasts several times, nibbled on her nipples lightly and kissed the space in between her breasts. He moved down to her belly; kissing a path to her belly button and stuck his tongue into the small opening while cupping and squeezing her breasts.  He kissing her and continued lower to her womanhood, but kissed a path to her thighs bypassing her wet pussy. He kissed her left thigh to her knee and then started up the right thigh. 



He brushed his lips across her pubic mound, teasing her. Melissa lifted her hips off the bed to meet his kisses. Finally he started licking the outer lips of her pussy. Melissa moaned in ecstasy. John inserted his tongue into Melissa’s pussy and she shook as she came.



John picked Melissa up with ease and placed her on her hands and knees with her head down. He bent over and licked her pussy from behind several times like a lollypop. He moved his tongue in and out of her pussy slowly licking the inner lips.  He moved forward and began licking and kissing the space between her buttocks. He then nibbled on each of her buttocks gently. Moving further forward he kissed her lower back moving up between her shoulder blades and finally nibbled on her neck. He held her breasts in his hands while he continued kissing her neck and shoulders. He slowly slid his cock into her wet pussy and with one thrust he pushed into her until his pubic hair was rubbing her lips. Melissa moaned at the sudden intrusion. With a piston like motion he made love to his new wife; climbing to the top and then both collapsed in exhaustion after several minutes  


They held each other until they fell asleep in each others arms. 



The following morning the couple was getting ready for their flight. Everything was packed, the bags by the door and Melissa was ready to go when John stopped her.



“Are you ready?” He asked.


“Yep, I’m ready to go sir. You know I am starting to feel strange standing here in front of you dressed.”

“Good, when we get back from this honeymoon we will start your training. Then I’ll be able to start using that equipment that we purchased.”


“That was the most humiliating thing I have ever done. Buying a butt plug and a dildo in front of the greasy looking guy, and then he wants to know if you want him to show you how they work.”


“I was tempted, but you were not in training yet. It won’t take you long to get used to the butt plug and dildo once we get started, but I warn you the butt plug is going to hurt the first few times you use it.”


“Can we get going, sir? I don’t want to miss our flight.”

“There is one thing I have to do first.”


“What’s that sir?” Melissa asked suspiciously.


“Pull up your skirt.”



Melissa slowly raised her skirt, revealing her thigh high nylons.


“Higher,” John said.



She raised her skirt past her hips exposing her sexy transparent black lace panties. The tan lines of her bikini were clearly visible, as was her pubic hair.


“That’s what I thought, take those off. No panties.” Melissa took off the panties off and handed them to John. “Now we are ready to go.”



The bellboy came for their luggage and took it to the car for them. John handed the boy a five dollar bill and Melissa’s panties. The bellboy smiled and immediately put Melissa’s panties to his nose; inhaled and looked at Melissa with a big smile on his face. Melissa turned red and wanted to crawl under a rock.
Chapter 5




The flight was uneventful; the couple landed in Paris ten hours later and caught the connecting flight to the Riviera, to the city of Toulon. They landed at the airport and waited for their luggage to arrive.



 As they sat there John noticed a man watching them. He was older than John, probably by twenty tears. He was wearing a black sport coat, white shirt with no tie and a pair of light blue pants. The coat was really too small to get around the man’s bulging waist line and was unbuttoned. He smiled at John and then he waved to him. John did not return the wave; but just kept looking in that direction.


The couple’s luggage arrived. Melissa and John left the terminal and headed for the street to catch a taxi. Unknown to them they were being followed by the man John had seen in the airport terminal. They got into a taxi and handed the driver a slip of paper with the address of the hotel. The ride to the hotel was uneventful; Melissa was very tired not having slept at all on the flight over the ocean.


They arrived at the hotel and signed in at the desk. A bellhop was called and they were led to their room. The room was on the twelfth floor; it was a beautiful room and the view was spectacular. The bellboy led them into the room and speaking in English with a strong French accent; he showed them all the amenities.


Back in the lobby, the man from the airport walked to the desk right behind John and Melissa. He picked up the card that had been directly below the one John had filled out and put it into his pocket, when the desk clerk noticed him. 



“Can I help you sir?” he asked in French.


“Yes as a matter of fact you can. That American couple that was just here are friends of mine and I’d like to send them up a bottle of Champaign from the bar, but I don’t have their room number.”


“I’m sorry sir, but I can not give out room numbers of guests.”


“I don’t want to bother them, I just want to give them a gift,” he answered handing the clerk a large bill.”



The clerk looked around then leaned toward the man, “You didn’t get it from me, but they are in room twelve thirty-one.”



The man winked at the desk clerk and walked toward the bar glancing toward the clerk as he walked away. When he saw that the clerk was busy with a new customer he changed direction. He headed for the bank of telephones. He dialed a series of numbers.



“This is Manuel; I have found exactly what you are looking for. She is American, blonde hair, green eyes and very beautiful.” A few seconds went by, “No, she’s just here with some over-rated American, probably her boy friend. They should be easy. Don’t forget my envelope.” He hung the phone up and stared at several young women who were walking past him.


John tipped the bellhop and closed the door. As soon as the door was closed, Melissa began to undress. She took off her dress, bra and nylons. Standing there naked except for her heels, she was smiling at her new husband. 



“Was that fast enough for you sir?”


“Don’t get too cute or I will spank you,” John laughed.

“Yes sir. I would really like something to eat and then take a shower. I’m really beat, sir”


“I’m also tired, but wouldn’t you rather have a bath first. I almost guarantee that the Jacuzzi bath in this room is excellent.”


“I really would like to eat first, sir.


“Okay, I’ll order something.” John reached for the phone and a woman answered with a thick French accent. John ordered some food and was told it would be at least an hour before it would be sent up.


In the lobby the head of the hotel security spotted Manuel. He signaled two guards and approached Manuel. The two guards grabbed Manuel and held him.



“DeSoto, how many times have I told you to stay out of this hotel? Take him in back, search him and throw him out in the alley. I catch you in here again and I’ll have you locked up.”


“You can’t search me, I’m a French citizen and I have rights.”


“You are lucky I don’t have you arrested now. You are a thief; a drug dealer and a pimp, now get out of my sight.


The two guards escorted Manuel De Soto out of the building. Many people noticed the men leaving by the rear door, including the desk clerk who had given Manuel the room number of John and Melissa.



When the head of security walked by the front desk the clerk stopped him, “who was that man that you had removed?”


“That was Manuel DeSoto, a real public pain in the ass. He’s a drug dealer, among other things. If you see him in here again I want to know immediately. Every time he’s around bad things happen... Did he come by the desk here?”


“He was here but I never spoke to him. He stayed a few moments then left,” he lied.


“Well you just better be aware if he comes around again.”


“I sure will.” The clerk was going to tell the security man what actually happened, but he knew it was against hotel policy to give out a guest’s room number without permission. If he were found out he’d lose his job. It would be alright now anyway since DeSoto was removed from the hotel.


Up in room twelve thirty-one, Melissa was getting sleepy from the time change as well as the long flight. She finally decided to take her bath. She filled the tub with water and turned on the jets. John was right they did have a great Jacuzzi bath. As she relaxed in the swirling water, John quietly entered the bathroom and came up behind Melissa who had her eyes closed. He reached under the water and quickly grabbed Melissa’s ample left breast. Melissa jumped and John laughed.


“You frightened me,” she explained.


“That will teach you to close your eyes around the likes of me. Dam you are beautiful when you are naked.”


“Why thank you sir, tell you what; after we eat and you shower, I want to start practicing something.”


“I didn’t bring anything, just me.”


“No not that, I want to start practicing swallowing this,” she reached for his cock and grabbed it through his clothes. 



John’s cock immediately responded. “You might as well; I’m going to expect you to learn to suck a mean cock and of course I will be more than happy to take care of you with my tongue.”


“You are a dirty old man John.”


“Dirty yes; old not yet, we will enjoy our new living arrangements when we return to the states. You won’t like the spankings, but after a while you will see how much happier we’ll be, just like Susan and Ted.”

“I hope so. I don’t look forward to being spanked every day.”


“We’ll see. Six months from now, if I don’t spank you you’ll miss it.



The door bell rang, “there’s our food. Hurry and finish up so we can eat and screw,” he laughed as he walked to the front door.



John opened the front door and there stood a bellhop that was rather fat and untidy. “Well it’s about time,” John said, “Bring it in.”



The man did not move. John stepped forward to grasp the small table when a woman stepped out from behind the door and sprayed something in John’s eyes. John swung widely as the liquid blinded him and caused his eyes to burn. 




Someone then hit John on the head with a heavy object. He fell to the floor, the room was spinning, he tried to rise but the woman kicked him in the groin. He rolled over to try to protect himself when the unknown assailant hit him again on the back of the head and John blacked out. He was bleeding from the back of his head. The assailants thought they had killed him.


Because of the noise of the Jacuzzi tub and the door being partly closed Melissa was unaware of what had happened to John. She started to rise out of the tub when a hand with a facecloth covered her mouth and nose. It took her a few seconds to realize it wasn’t John. She started to fight as the unknown assailant pulled her naked body from the tub; and then she saw John on the floor in the hall. The cloth was wet with some sort of sleeping agent and she was soon unconscious. 



A laundry cart was brought in and Melissa was loaded into the cart and then covered with towels. The unknown assailants moved John’s legs and closed the door waiting. 


After a very few minutes a cell phone rang. They were informed that a truck was now waiting for them at the loading dock. The woman opened the door and the kidnapers left the room, taking Melissa down the freight elevator. They left the room door opened thinking John was dead. 



Someone came down the hall, seeing the door open and John on the floor called the front desk. The hotel security and a doctor arrived to care for John. Minutes later two men up the same elevator the kidnappers used and loaded John on to a stretcher. He was taken to the hospital the same way Melissa had gone with her captors so that hotel guests would not see what was going on. 



The following day after spending the night in the hospital; John was released to the care of the hotel security. 



“Where’s my wife?”


“What wife; we don’t know of any woman; monsieur.”


“What do you mean you don’t know? Where are the police?”


“This is not America. We do not have a policeman on every corner. You must go to the police station and fill out a missing person report.”


“She has been taken, she was kidnapped. She’s not missing.”

“The only luggage in the room was yours monsieur, there was no sign of a woman.”


“What are you talking about; I signed in with her a few hours ago.”


“That was yesterday afternoon monsieur; you have been in the hospital for over twenty four hours.”


“Twenty-four hours, she could be anywhere by now.” 


“I will take you to the police station, where you can file a complaint.”



John’s head hurt, he couldn’t believe that no one had even started looking for his poor Melissa.  He went with the hotel employee to the police station. What a nightmare this honeymoon had become; he thought


The two men rode together in silence to the police station. John was becoming angry. 

Chapter 6


Melissa started to stir. She opened her eyes to a pitch black room. Her head ached. It took her a few moments to clear her head. Then she abruptly remembered being attacked, she remembered seeing John on the floor. She tried to sit up, hit her head on something above her; then realized she was tied hand and foot. Her mind began to clear. She was gagged too. She was rocking left to right; it took her a minute to realize she was in a vehicle being driven. She tried to focus her eyes in the dark, but could see nothing. She tried to roll to her left but hit a wall. She tried the other side with the same results. She now knew she was in a box or trunk... The drug had not worn off completely; her head started to spin. She began to cry and soon drifted off to sleep




She awoke again this time she was on a mattress in a dark room. She was still gagged and tied, but this time she was tied spread eagle. The mattress was uncomfortable, and her body ached, she was naked and cold. She struggled and pulled on the binds that held her in place. This caused the bed frame to squeak. She heard someone on the other side of the door that she just noticed; she heard the scrapping of a chair on the floor. 


The door opened and a scraggly dressed man entered the room. From the light behind him; Melissa noticed he appeared to not have shaved in some time, but his beard was not very neat. He limped toward the bed then stopped to stare at the naked woman.  He was dirty and smelled of stale liquor. She closed her eyes again to fake sleep, but the person was beside her bed.



“I know you are awake. The drug takes a while to wear off and you have been stirring for a while,” he spoke English in a thick foreign accent.

     
Melissa opened her eyes, “Why have you taken me and what did you do to my husband?”


“Ah what a sweet voice, Mistress will be pleased. I did nothing to your husband. That would be Phillip who took you. I am just a guard. You have been taken because my Mistress desired it. She is very rich and very powerful. You are to be her new toy, but I talk too much.”

“Please let me go, I am an American and my family has money. They will pay you if you release me.”



Laughing, “If I was to release you, I would not live very long, your life as you know it is over.”



Melissa began to cry, calling John’s name. 


A woman entered the room. She was dressed in a floor length red gown that revealed ample breasts beneath. She had a trim waist and long legs. She floated into the room with the grace of a princess.  She had white heels on her feet. Her hair was piled high on her head and held in place by a diamond studded head band... There were large gem stone rings on her fingers. Her face was made up with heavy black make up that made her look evil. She wore bright red lipstick that made her smile look even more sinister. In her left hand she carried a small black whip


“Quiet, I don’t want to hear you cry, not yet anyway. I am your new mistress. You will be one of my sex slaves. You will do as I ask, when I ask without question. You will be released when I grow tired of you and not before, that is if you survive.” She laughed with a sinister sound.

“Who the hell do you think you are, I am an American citizen, and my country will be looking for me; I’ll see you in prison; I’ll have my father……



The first sting of the whip across her naked breasts caught Melissa by surprise, she cried out as the second one and the third slap of the little whip hit her naked unprotected breasts. The woman whipped the naked breasts over and over causing red welts to appear.


“I told you to be quiet, but obviously you do not realize the gravity of your situation.” She looked at the two men who were now in the room. “Take her and tie her to the rack. I will demonstrate why she will obey.”



The guards released Melissa and dragged her to the giant X against the wall. Melissa didn’t have the strength to fight them, most likely due to the drug. 


They attached the cuffs she was wearing, unnoticed until now, to the top of the frame. They then did the same to her ankle cuffs. The X was not perfectly straight up and down; the top was bent in as to make Melissa’s buttocks and woman hood stick out. One of the men ran his hands across Melissa’s naked ass; giving her cheeks a squeeze.



This was not lost on the Mistress; she started to whip Melissa across naked bottom. She started whipping her ass cheeks at the junction of her thighs. At first Melissa just groaned, but then she started to cry out. Melissa lost count of the number of times the whip landed, but she was soon crying.



The woman whipped Melissa over and over and then she changed directions; whipping her between the cheeks of her ass. She stopped whipping her and put her hand on Melissa’s ass feeling the heat of the reddening flesh. 


“You must beg me to stop. I will stop when you beg me and thank me for punishing you, because you deserve it.”

“You go to hell.”


“Now you made me mad. Here I am trying to be nice to you and you are rude to me.” The woman started whipping Melissa’s pussy. Melissa screamed as the whip hit her most sensitive areas. Hanna Durrest continued to whip Melissa.


“All you have to do is beg me to stop then apologize for your rudeness.” She started whipping harder. Melissa was screaming with every strike.


“Ok, please stop. I’m sorry I was rude,” Melissa had given in.


“Please stop what?”


“Please stop Mistress; I’m sorry I was rude. I’m begging you as you asked,” Melissa cried.

“That’s better. You could have avoided all this pain just by obeying, but of course it would not have been as much fun for me.”



Looking over at the guard, “get the women to come in here and clean her up. I want her cleaned inside and out front and back. I want to start training her right away. You might as well feed her too.”


“Yes Mistress; I’ll get the old lady to care for her.”
~*~


John was in the police station trying to explain to a French speaking desk sergeant that his wife was missing and had been taken against her will. The police officer just kept nodding his head without changing his expression. He never said a word to John. 



The police officer turned to another officer when John was in the middle of a sentence and spoke to him in French. The second officer just laughed. John stopped what he was saying in the middle of a word.


The second officer came around the desk and motioned John to follow him. John was escorted to a room with a mirror on one wall; several chairs and a table. After about an hour a Frenchman entered the room. He looked John over and sat at the table. John sat opposite him. The man opened a folder and read a sheet of paper in front of him for several minutes.


“You are an American citizen?”


“Yes, look my wife is missing. I was hit on the head,” John was pointing to a lump on his head, “and she was not there when I awoke. I have been in the hospital since yesterday.

“I must see your passport before I can listen to your story. Where is your passport?”
 
“It’s at the hotel, where it’s supposed to be. Now what can I do to get you people to start looking for my wife?”


“What is the phone number of the hotel so I can check on your passport?”


“I do not know the number of the hotel, I’m new in town.”


“We must first establish that you are here legally, so where is your passport?”


“I told you the passport is at the hotel, I don’t have the phone number of the hotel. All I know is my wife is missing and you people are giving me the run around.”


“Yes, yes of course; but where is your passport. I must see your passport.”


“Listen, my wife is missing; she was taken from my room. Her clothes are gone too. She didn’t just up and leave me. Her purse is still there with all her papers, credit cards and driver’s license.”


“Yes; I understand; but I want to see your passport.”


“Fuck the passport, my wife has been kidnapped,” John screamed.

“You must calm down monsieur. We will get to that in good time, what is the phone number of the hotel so I can check the status of you passport?” I need to ascertain that you are indeed an American.”



Reaching across the desk, John picked up the clerk by the neck just below his chin lifting the man off his feet, “listen asshole, see that tattoo? It says U.S. Marines, Second Marine Division, Third Battalion, Alpha Company, First Platoon Recon. Do you think someone who wasn’t an American would have that tattoo on his arm?”


“Well, you certainly have the manners of an American,” the clerk hissed while he was dangling off the floor. “I’ll send an investigator to the hotel right away.”


“I’ll wait for him here,” John said as he put the clerk down.



Fifteen minutes later, an investigator from the U.S. Embassy arrived. He was around thirty; clean shaved and wearing a dark blue suit that was obviously tailor made. His neatly combed brown hair was fairly short and he had a toothy smile. He talked to the clerk for a few minutes and was obviously getting disturbed, “you idiot, why didn’t you call me sooner? We may have been able to get them before they got out of the city. They could be anywhere now.”



The investigator, Paul Washburn, approached John, shook his hand and introduced him self; “I’m sorry it took so long for me to get here. I just heard about the abduction twenty minutes ago. Apparently the French police have not even opened an investigation yet, claiming there is a possibility she just decided to leave you or that she never existed.”



“This is what happened; we were waiting for dinner to arrive; I heard a knock at the door, when I opened it; they sprayed something in my face that blinded me. Then someone hit me in the head with something heavy I fell to the floor and some bitch kicked me in the groin. I was then hit in the head again by a guy with a wire moustache. I won’t forget that face. I passed out.” 


“I believe you. This is not the first abduction that has happened here. The French government won’t let the stories be reported because they are afraid the abductions would hurt their tourist industry. Seven women have been taken over the last two years, all but one has been found alive; several months after the abductions. The one that was found dead had died of a drug overdose.


“Why don’t they do something?


“They don’t want the publicity.”

 
“What are you going to do, nothing?”


“Well officially, I’m here to advise you that our office will open an investigation and that you might consider going home.”


“Home!”


“We are guests in a foreign country; I have a strict protocol I must adhere to. We will of course open an investigation. We will request that a French police investigator be assigned to our embassy so we may interview the workers of the hotel. This will take about two weeks, then another two weeks before the investigator shows up. If we are lucky the investigator will speak English; if not we will have to request an interpreter to assist us. Then we have to go to a French court in front of a magistrate; who is paid by the city to look the other way and request permission to interview French citizens. That will take at least another month. Then if we are really lucky the hotel will remember who was on duty the day you had your accident; as the French are calling it.”


“It wasn’t any accident. I was knocked out and my wife was taken.” John was becoming very agitated.


Washburn held up his hand; “unofficially, we are going to the hotel LaFrance and start questioning employees. I say we, because questioning French citizens is beyond my official capacity as an American diplomatic official. You on the other hand are a private citizen. A rather large private citizen, so you could ask questions without repercussions, provided you don’t have witnesses to you breaking bones or the laws of their country, our good backstabbing friends, the French”


“Well, then let us unofficially go kick someone’s ass. I’m just in the mood.”


“I was hoping you’d say that.



The two men left the French police station and headed for the Hotel LaFrance.

Chapter 7



Two women came for Melissa, who was still strapped to the giant wooden X frame. The younger of the two was dressed in a maid’s outfit that was a bit too small for her. Her breasts were spilling out the lace top while the skirt was very short; she spoke English with a thick French accent. “Listen, mademoiselle. You fight with us, they will beat you. We do not harm you. We must clean you inside and out. Understand?”


“Yes, but why are they doing this to me?”


“Ask, questions not, answers I can not say. Please do not fight. Guard there watches.” She pointed to a couple of burly looking men. “You will suffer much pain, but they will not mark you.”


The older woman was dressed in a baggy gray dress with a white apron; her hair was pilled on top of her head in a bun. She looked like someone’s grandmother. She put a collar around Melissa’s neck, and then attached a leash to it. The collar had a long wide piece of leather attached to it that hung down Melissa’s back. Her wrists were released from the frame; one at a time; and attached to the leather piece, to the D rings. Next a short chain was connected to her ankles, which was too short for her to take long strides, therefore she could not run. Her ankles were then released for the frame and the two women helped her stand.



The older woman pulled on her leash and Melissa followed them; naked; down a hall, taking small steps to a room that looked like a doctor’s office. The large gray metal door was unlocked and the women entered. In the room were a strange looking examining table and several cabinets. There was a small lavatory without a door. There were chairs and carts lining the walls, which had D rings at various heights. Hanging from the ceiling was a rack on a pulley system, which had cables hanging down with hooks on the ends.



When Melissa looked in the room she tried to back out, but the younger girl pushed her in and closed the door behind them. The older woman roughly pulled Melissa across the floor toward the examining table and walked around it pulling Melissa across it. 


Melissa was forced to bend at the waist and her collar was attached to a chain at the other end preventing her from standing up. Her naked breasts were crushed against the cold metal. The hobble chain was undone and her ankle cuffs were attached to the bottom of the table forcing her legs to spread open and her bottom to stick out. Melissa could not resist and began to cry.



“Quiet, if you please. This will not be painfully.”



The younger woman went to one of the cabinets with glass doors and removed a large stainless steel bowl, a large douche bulb, and a jar of lubricant. She put the items on a cart and wheeled it to the lavatory. Melissa looked on with fear as the older woman placed a large plastic container under Melissa, between he legs.



The younger woman returned from the lavatory with the cart. The bowl was now full of water. The younger maid rolled the cart behind Melissa and put on a pair of rubber gloves. She filled the bulb if water and pushed the long nozzle into Melissa’s pussy. She squeezed the bulb and the water went into Melissa, the water then ran out again. Most of the water went into the large plastic container, but some ran down the insides of Melissa’s thighs. This procedure was repeated several times until the bowl was empty. Melissa was humiliated. She had never douched before and certainly never had it done by two strangers.


The young woman took the cart and returned to the lavatory. The older woman took a towel and wiped the water from Melissa’s pussy and legs. She was not very gentle and the water stung Melissa’s ass where she had been whipped.



The older woman put on a pair of gloves and then picked up the jar of lubricant and inserting two fingers into the jar coming out with a large glob of the stuff. She never said a word as she parted Melissa’s cheeks and roughly forced the two fingers into Melissa’s bottom hole, lubricating her for an enema. She moved her two fingers in and out several times while Melissa sobbed.



When the younger girl returned with the cart, she started Melissa’s enema with the same large bulb she had used on her pussy. The long nozzle went all the way in, and then the water was forced into Melissa. Melissa was openly crying.


“If you please, you must take eight of these. It may sting a little because we use soap. Do not fight. If you do not take eight we must do it again. Then we will rinse with plain water.”



The enema was administered. Melissa was forced to hold in the water, when the older woman pushed a large suppository into Melissa. After a few minutes they released her ankles, reattached the leash and allowed Melissa to rise to use the lavatory. The older woman never left Melissa alone, much to Melissa’s embarrassment. The procedure was repeated with the clear water for a rinse.

Melissa was then led back to the table, forced over it again. “Now what,” she asked out loud.



The women did not answer. The older woman again lubricated Melissa’s ass. She went back to the cabinet and retrieved a butt plug from one of the drawers.

“No, please don’t put that into me, it’s too big. I’ve never had anything like that up there. You promised this wouldn’t hurt.”



The woman said nothing. She went behind Melissa and inserted the tip of the butt plug and began to push slowly. She purposely pushed the butt plug in with steady pressure.



“The more you fight the more it hurts,” the younger woman advised.


Melissa cried at the intrusion, but the plug was in place. The pain was so great that she almost passed out. 



The leash was replaced and she was released from the table. Melissa had weak legs and was steadied by the two women. They led her to a small room where there was a stainless steel tub. They made her stand there while they filled the tub with hot water. They directed her to get into the tub and then gave her a bath; dried her; and rubbed her body with scented oil, but the butt plug remained



They led her out of the room, down a long corridor naked, to the great hall where Hanna Durrest was waiting with a riding crop in her hands. She was brought before the mistress and forced to kneel. The hall was larger than anything Melissa had ever seen. It was as long as it was wide. The hall had two rows of tall columns holding up a ceiling that was twenty-five feet off the floor. The huge arch topped windows were made of colored glass, trimmed with floor to ceiling drapes. There were several pieces of leather lounge chairs and couches. 



Hanging from the ceiling were several sets of chains. There was a table between two of the couches that had whips, paddles and other instruments of bondage lying on it. The table appeared to be made of expensive wood with gold trim around the edges. There was also a table similar to the one that Melissa had just received her enema. There was also a low to the floor table of an odd shape near the metal table.


“Well it’s about time. Doesn’t she look wonderful now that she has been cleaned up from that horrible ride that you took her on, Phillip?” the woman laughed.


She walked behind Melissa and reached down and pushed on the butt plug. Melissa reacted to the extra pain.



`“Don’t tell me she had a virgin ass. If I had known that I would have been there to shove that butt plug in myself. Stand her up.”



The women pulled Melissa to a standing position. She was frightened and was looking at the floor. With her arms attached to her collar behind her and her ankles hobbled by the short chain she was helpless.



“She’s got nice breasts, or as the Americans say; nice tits.”



The mistress took Melissa’s left nipple between her finger and thumb and squeezed. Melissa reacted as expected and pulled backwards causing her more pain when the mistress refused to let go. Instead the mistress twisted Melissa’s nipple and pulled harder. Melissa cried out.


“Don’t you ever pull back from me, no matter how much it hurts? Understand? I enjoy causing you pain.”



The mistress walked behind Melissa and began hitting her on her buttocks with the riding crop, she fore handed one side and backhanded the other. The two women who had given Melissa her bath and enema were holding Melissa in position by her arms and shoulders. The mistress continued to hit Melissa until her ass was welted.



“There did you like that?” she asked grabbing Melissa’s nipple again and twisting it. She then reached down and forced her hand between Melissa’s legs. She pushed a finger past the pubic hair and into her pussy and worked it in and out. She abruptly pulled her finger out and grabbed her pubic hair. “Her pussy is wet; she enjoyed it. I want this off, right away. Feed her and bring her back to me at seven. Now go get out of my sight.”


Melissa was taken out of the hall. She was led by the older woman to the same room where she received her enema. The old woman dragged her across the floor and pulled her across the table securing the chain to a D ring so she again couldn’t stand. The old woman then removed the butt plug. The young woman went into the lavatory with a small basin. She returned with the basin full of water. The young woman washed Melissa’s pussy and ass with warm water and soap. She then rinsed the area with water.


The older woman released Melissa forced her to stand and freed her wrists. The women then put a dress on Melissa, who soon realized the dress didn’t cover much. Her breasts, pussy and ass were all very accessible with the dress on. Her wrists were then reattached to the back of her collar and she was led to a different room where there was a table and chair upon which there was a bowl of hot soup and some bread.

 

Melissa was pushed into the chair and one wrist was attached to the table and the other was released so she could eat. She ate slowly, looking for an escape route; but there was a guard at each door and the older woman never took her eyes off Melissa.


When she finished eating, Melissa was taken back to the room where she received her enema. Her dress was removed. She was forced to lay face up on the table; her feet were placed into a set of stirrups which forced her legs open. The old woman secured her ankles to the metal stirrups and her collar to the chain on the table.


The younger woman went to the cabinet and came back with a cup and shaving brush. A thick layer of soap was applied to Melissa’s ass and pussy with a shaving brush. The older woman approached the table with a large straight razor in her hand and began shaving Melissa’s pubic hair from her body. She roughly forced Melissa’s ass cheeks apart to shave in between them. The older woman roughly forced a finger into Melissa’s pussy and pulled lips to the left to tighten the skin for shaving. She repeated the process pulling right. She removed the finger and pinched Melissa’s pussy lips together; and then finished shaving her. The shaving cream was washed from Melissa as she cried at the rough treatment. Her dress was replaced.


When finished, Melissa was returned to the great hall where her new mistress was seated at the large table finishing a very elegant meal with an older man. He was the same man that had put the rag over Melissa’s face in the hotel room. He was not too tall; but was fat. He had beady little eyes and a wire thin moustache. The man watched as Melissa was brought into the room. Melissa was forced to kneel at the foot of the table.


“Her eyes are all red my dear, have you started beating her already?”


“She has that American attitude; you know where little people believe that they are equal to the likes of us. So I whipped her breasts and back until she was well stripped. She did not take it well and was crying.”



 “You had better release me,” Melissa started, “if you know what’s good for you.”



The Mistress started to laugh, “See, what I told you, arrogant to the end. Put her on the bench and lift the dress.”



The old woman dragged Melissa across the small odd shaped table which was a spanking bench and a chain was attached to her collar so she could not stand. Next her dress was raised and pinned up. Her ass was high and an easy target.


 “Please don’t whip me. If you release me I won’t tell a soul where I was and who had me here.”



“You couldn’t tell them if you wanted to. You are no longer in France. You’ve been gone for three days and you don’t know where you are. You surely don’t know who we are. I’m not going to whip you. I’m going to spank you very hard, and then I’m going to have some fun with you. But before I start, let me tell you what your routine will be here. Everyday, you will be given an enema in the morning followed by a spanking. Then you will be fed and brought to me. I may play with you or give you to someone else to play with. I may give you to the stable hands or the cook. My butler loves to have a naked woman to beat. Then when the day is finished you will be brought here for me to play with or watch while someone else has some fun with you dear. You will be fucked, as you Americans say, every day. You’ll get it in you pussy, ass and mouth every day. And when I grow tired of you, I’ll either release you to a slave trader or kill you.”



Melissa started to cry. “You can’t do this. This is the twenty-first century. Slave trading just doesn’t happen anymore.”

“How naïve, it happens all the time. Where do you think all those women who have disappeared wind up?” The Mistress walked behind Melissa, grabbed her ass and spread her cheeks, she forced her finger into Melissa’s pussy “You are blonde, with large breasts, American and you are young. I’ll get a good price for you. You’ll be someone else’s slut. Give me that paddle,” she said to the old woman, who handed Durrest the paddle.


She started spanking Melissa’s ass with the heavy wooden paddle from the tops of her thighs to the tops of her cheeks, first one side, and then the other. Melissa was crying and trying to avoid the paddle. The Mistress was not missing at all. The paddle smacked Melissa’s ass over and over the sound echoing through the hall. Finally she stopped the spanking when Melissa’s ass was quite red.  



“Give me that thing, no not that one the big one. I’ll teach her to defy me.” The Mistress was handed a large dildo, which she dipped into a jar of lubricant. She then pushed it into Melissa’s ass with a single thrust. Melissa screamed in pain. The Mistress started running the dildo in and out very fast while Melissa cried out in pain. The Mistress was enjoying herself so much she had an orgasm. She finally stopped and removed the dildo.



She walked around to where Melissa’s head was and grabbed her hair, pulling her face up. “Now you listen to me. You are going to lick my pussy until I tell you to stop or I’ll put this thing up your ass again. Understand?”



The Mistress forced Melissa’s face up under her dress and onto her now bared pussy and Melissa started to lick and suck her Mistress’ pussy. She continued for some time while the Mistress had one orgasm after another. By the time she was ordered to stop, her neck was aching. Melissa was left tied to the hassock for some time and had dozed off.



Melissa was suddenly awakened by someone trying to force his cock into her dry pussy. She cried out and her assailant pushed harder. Once he was in he started to move like a piston engine and soon shot his load deep into Melissa.



“What are you doing? Who gave you permission to fuck her? I told you I would let you have her later.”


“Yes my dear, but she was just lying there and looked so tempting.”


“Now I’ll have to punish her for allowing you to fuck her.”


“I know; I’m sorry dear.


“It’s not like I let him,” Melissa cried.


“It doesn’t matter, now you’ll also get punished for talking without permission. Have you cleaned off your cock yet, darling?”


“No, my dear, I had just finished when you came into the room.”

“Good. Now listen to me you little slut, he always has a hard time coming a second time, so he is going to put his dirty cock in your mouth. You will suck his cock until he comes. All the while I will be spanking you with this paddle. If you bite him, or if you take too long, I will line up my stable hands to screw you in the ass one after another.”



The man, who was the same one that had been at the Mistress’ dinner table, grabbed Melissa’s hair pulled her head up and then stuck his cock in her mouth. Melissa didn’t move right away until the paddle started hitting her ass. 
The Mistress was hitting her hard. Melissa started to suck, but the paddle kept falling. Melissa used her tongue like John had taught her. She was sucking and licking. The mistress paddled Mellissa’s ass until the man came in her mouth. Melissa’s ass was quite tender and red.



The mistress approached Melissa wearing a strap-on. It was at least ten inches long and was curved upward.


“Do you know what this is?”



“Yes, I know what it is. Why don’t you stick it in yourself?”



The mistress slapped Melissa’s face several times. “I was going to use it on your pussy, but now I’m going to stick it up your ass without any lubricant.”



Hanna forced the dildo into Melissa’s ass as she screamed. The Mistress laughed and started whipping Melissa as she pumped the dildo in and out of her. This continued for some time until Hanna had her orgasm. 


“Take her to her room and give her a good hard spanking before you let her go to sleep,” she said to the older of the two women that had dressed Melissa.



Melissa’s wrists were hooked to the back of the collar. She was forced to stand and was then led down the corridor. Once she was in her room her wrists were attached to a chain hanging from the ceiling. The older woman removed the dress. Then the younger maid came into the room with a chair and placed it in the center of the room.


The older women released Melissa from the chain, grabbed her by the hair, sat in the chair and pulled Melissa over her lap. She locked her left leg over Melissa’s legs when the she started to struggle. She started spanking Melissa with her hand, up one side and down the other. She smacked Melissa’s ass over and over, covering all of her buttocks and thighs. Melissa was cry loudly now. Her ass was very red from all the spanking it had received in the last two hours.


Finally stopping she said something in French to the younger woman who handed her a brush. The older woman now started on Melissa with the bath brush. Melissa screamed as the beating continued. Her ass soon turned from red to purple with blisters popping up everywhere.


When the spanking ended, Melissa was led to the bed and without any resistance she was pushed over onto her stomach and a lubricated butt plug was inserted. Her wrists were then attached to a chain that was attached to the headboard of the bed and she was left to cry herself to sleep.

Chapter 8


John and Paul Washburn arrived at the Hotel France immediately after leaving the French police station. The men went and spoke to the desk clerks, who sent them to talk to the house maids who were on duty that day, who sent them to the maintenance supervisor who sent them to the floor supervisor. The men were getting frustrated, when John asked, “Who called the police in the first place?”


“I don’t know, Paul answered opening his file. “The call came in from a man named Pierre LaFoote, he’s a security guard.”

 “Well, let’s go find Pierre.”


“We can go back to the front desk and ask for him, but if they are trying to keep him from us, they will probably tell us he is no longer working here.”


“I got an idea.” John went to a house phone. Picking it up; he looked behind him and noted the room number. “Hello” he asked with a deep Southern American draw. “This is John Wellington the third, I have here an item that belongs to a Mister Pierre LaFoote, a security guard here, and could you please send him to room 1285? No, I want to give it to him personally with my gratitude.”



A few minutes later a security guard came from the elevator with a name tag bearing LaFoote’s name. John acted as if he were going to walk past him, and then suddenly grabbed him and threw him into a utility closet and went in behind him closing the door. Grabbing the frightened guard he easily lifted him off the floor by his collar. Paul did not enter the closet for fear of being recognized.



“Listen you little fuck, three days ago a woman was taken from this floor and you called the police. I want some information.”


“No speak the English, Pierre said with a smirk.



John reached behind his back and pulled out a large military style knife. “Do you understand the English now?”

 
“Please mousier; if I talk to you they will fire me.”


“This woman they took is my wife. If you don’t talk to me you’ll need a vacation anyway.”


“All I know is we got a call about a man on the floor.  I came up the hall with the doctor, your door was partly opened, and we went in and found you on the floor. I remember you. We called the police because I thought you were dead. I did not see a woman.”


“You didn’t see anyone?”


“No, sir, not a soul; you had been lying there for a while.”

“How do you know that?”


“The water in the bath tub was cold. I was checking to see if anyone else was here.  There were some woman’s clothes on the floor, but no luggage; I thought that you had taken part with a lady of the night, if you know what I mean and that she had killed you.”



“Well I’m not dead and my wife has been missing ever since. Was there anyone suspicious people running around up here that day?”


“That afternoon when you first arrived, we stopped a man in the lobby that the security chief recognized. He had us search him and remove him from the hotel. He’s a low life scum bag named Manuel DeSoto. He’s a, how do you American’s say, ah yes, a real piece of shit. He’s a drug dealer, a pimp, a thief, and a woman beater.”

“Where do I find this De Sota?”


“He has a tattoo parlor on Front Street, near the water front. Please don’t go there mousier, he is a very bad man and he has many friends.”


“I’ve got a few of my own, one is named Louisville slugger.”

 
“I know this name, ahh; yes it’s a baseball bat,” the Frenchman smiled.


“I’m going to let you go, but if you speak of this to anyone you may cause the death of a beautiful young woman.”


“You have my word, mousier, my grandfather fought beside the Americans when he was with the French underground, he loved Americans. He always warned me, “Pierre,” he would say, “the Americans make good friends, but terrible enemies, try not to make them angry.” If I can be of any assistance to you monsieur, please call on me.” He handed John a card.



John left the utility closet, but Paul was nowhere to be found. He walked up and down the hall, but could not find him. He took the elevator to the ground floor and Paul was in the lobby on the telephone. When he noticed John he immediately hung up.  John noticed the abrupt end to the conversation.



“Well did you get any information from him?”


“No,” he lied; all he knows is that he found me on the floor, with the door opened. I’ve got some friends here who have arrived from the States. They were supposed to meet my wife and I here, before all this happened,” he lied, “I forgot to warn them off. So I’ll see you in the morning.”


“Well I’m going back to the Consulate to see if the French police have any new information.”


“I’m going to my room.” John turned and walked to the elevators. He reached them and turned to see Paul standing there watching him. John waited got on the elevator and touched the button for the second floor. He got off the elevator and went to the stairwell door. He descended to the lobby to watch Paul leave the hotel with another man. John went to a house phone and called the front desk. 



“I want to talk to a guest named Gabriel Johnson.”

“Yes sir, I’ll connect you...
 
“Hello.”


“Gabe, you fried chicken eating son of a bitch, where the hell are you.”

 
“Why, I’s in your room master.”

 
“You sound like a pimp from the French Quarter.”

“Well Bill and I are up here waiting for you all, so what’s up.”


“I’ll be right up, meet me in my room.


John went into his room, where his friends were waiting. William Henry Calhoun, Native American mother, Irish father and Gabriel Johnson; former police officer from New Orleans; two of the toughest marines John knew. They were waiting for him in his room drinking his scotch. After all the pleasantries were exchanged, John told them the story. He told them how the French were looking the other way, he told him how Paul Washburn had been assigned to him to make sure he didn’t step on any toes and he told them about Manuel De Sota.



“Let’s go talk to good ole Manuel,” said Bill.


“I was hoping you’d say that,” answered John.



The three men left the hotel by the back door after Gabe noticed a couple of suits sitting in the lobby reading yesterday’s newspaper.  They drove around looking for the address that Pierre had given them and finally arrived at the tattoo pallor. John went inside alone.

     “My name is John Smith; I’m looking for a man named Manuel De Sota. Friend of mine said he could fix me up with a real pretty girl for a concert tonight.”

     “Sorry, no-one here by that name,” he spoke in broken English...
     “Well, this guy was real sure this is where he got fixed up with a girl and he had a good time. Besides he’s expecting me.” John flashed a wad of bills.
     “Wait here, I’ll see if he is in.”



The man went behind the curtain. John could hear a conversation, but was unable to understand the words. The man came out with another much bigger man beside him.  They both looked at John and grinned.

     “As I told you there’s no such person here, now get out of here or this gentleman will throw you out.”



The man reached for John; who then hit the man in the face, breaking his nose. John hit the larger man in the chest and the big man fell to the floor. The clerk who had been behind the counter tried to retreat; but John hit him and he fell to the floor. Bill came in one door and Gabe came from the back room holding a little balding guy by the scuff of the neck. The two men who were in the front were now on the floor, unconscious.


“You must be Manuel De Sota, I’ve got some questions for you” John said flatly.

     “Fuck off; I don’t have to talk to you.”

John hit him. “You’ll either talk to me or you’ll go swimming. You are responsible for the taking of my wife.”

     “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

     “Tie them two girls up, Bill. Gabe and I are going to take Manuel swimming.” He hit Manuel again and threw the unconscious fat man over his shoulder and went out the back door toward the pier behind the shop.


A few minutes later, the two Americans had Manuel tied upside down hanging above the water by his ankles.

     “Where is my wife?”

     “I’m not telling you anything.”



John lowered Manuel into the water. After a minute he raised his head out of the water.

     “Fuck you, you American pig.”

     “Wrong answer.” 



John lowered him again. After the fifth dunking, Manuel started screaming.



Manuel told John everything. John stood him on his feet and was going to untie his hands when a shot rang out. John ducked as he watched Manuel fall into the water with red stains on his shirt. Several more shots were fired, the two men who were unarmed dove behind some creates that were on the dock. They were trapped, with the water on their left, the shooter on their right and a large brick building behind them. The window just above John’s head shattered; showering John and Gabe with glass; another series of shots exploded into the wood creates the men were behind. 



A single shot from a powerful pistol could be heard by John and Gabe. Bill suddenly appeared from behind a small building across the parking lot. “He’s dead, boss. One little shot from this old 9 millimeter and he died; damn shame.”

     “Too bad, I’d like to have asked him some questions.”



Bill approached his two friends across the lot. “Sorry, but he heard me coming up behind him and then I had no choice, but there’s more, look at this I.D.”

    “French police, a captain, no less. Let’s get the hell out of here. Throw that gun in the water. They’ll think Manuel did it. Where did you get that anyway?”

“I found it in the pocket of one of De Sota’s goons.”



The men left and headed for the hotel. They arrived and went straight to their room via the delivery entrance. Gabe spoke French and told the men they were there to fix the air conditioner.


“We need supplies,” said John the following morning. “We are going on a rescue mission in hostile territory.”

     Gabe answered, “Manuel’s warehouse will have all we need. We can break in tonight.”

~*~



Melissa was awakened by the two women grabbing her and turning her onto her stomach. She fought but the sudden assault was too much for her and she was soon facing down on her bed. One of the women grabbed her around her hips and lifted her to her knees, that same women pushed her head down and forced her to stay in that position. The butt plug was removed. The next thing Melissa felt was a lubricated finger going into her butt hole, followed by an enema nozzle. The bulb was squeezed and the water was forced into her. Melissa started crying but the fight was gone out of her. 
The woman continued giving Melissa her morning enema as Melissa wept. When she had taken eight bulbs of water and her belly was swollen, a plug was forced into her ass. 



The older woman approached the bed with a large oval paddle.

“No, please don’t,” cried Melissa.

 

The first spank from the paddle had Melissa crying out, but she did not fight. Whacking her with the oval paddle on her already bruised ass cheeks, the spanking continued until she was crying hard. The women helped her up and escorted her to the toilet, but would not leave her alone.



The butt plug was removed, when she was empty; the old woman washed her and another butt plug was forced up her ass; but Melissa did not fight. It slid in easily with little pain, although her ass was sore from the activities of the previous day. She was then taken to a bath tub, which was filed with hot water and bath oils; she was then allowed to soak in the water until it was cool.



Melissa was taken from the tub rubbed down with body oils and dressed in a similar dress to the one she had on the night before. None of her charms were hidden from view and all were accessible. She was fitted again with the collar, wrist, and ankle restraints. Her wrists were attached to the back of the collar. She was then taken to the main chamber where the Mistress waited.



“Well good morning my pet. Have you been behaving? I’ve got some news for you. Do you want to hear it?”

Melissa did not answer.

     
“When I ask you a question, you will answer me,” the mistress screamed as she hit Melissa with a short whip across her exposed breasts.

     “Yes, Mistress,” Melissa hissed in pain.

    

 “Well it seems that someone found out who was responsible for you coming here. They tried to get him to talk, but before he could divulge any information about your whereabouts, he died of lead poisoning?” The Mistress laughed at her own joke. “There’s more, a man about six-foot tall was also killed with him. We believe him to be an American investigator.” The Mistress laughed again. “I am told your husband has left France. He’s given you up.” The Mistress continued to laugh.  “Now you will do as I tell you, your former life is over. The French won’t even look for you. I pay them to well to look the other way.”



Melissa cried silently. She thought to herself, ‘John wouldn’t give up that easily, would he?’


“Now get over here over this small table, I wish to spank you.”



Melissa was shoved to the table and was forced to bend over it. Her wrists were unhooked and re-hooked to the opposite end of the table. The small whip started to land on her ass in rapid succession. She tried to hold back the tears but could not. The mistress whipped her ass the crack in between and her pussy.


The whipping stopped and someone thrust a dildo into her pussy without warning. Melissa screamed, but was totally helpless to stop the assault. A hand reached under her chest and grabbed her nipple and twisted it. Melissa screamed again, but she was hoarse now and the sound was muffled...


“Oh, she bores me this morning. Take her to the stables and let her fuck the stable boys for lunch. Tell them no bruising. Anything else is ok. Bring her back to me at two o’clock, but make sure you give her another enema, douche and bath. I don’t want all the slime from those filthy stable hands on her when she returns”



Melissa was released from the table and forced to stand. Her dress was removed and sandals were put on her feet. A leash was attached to her collar. She was led outside naked and taken to the stables. She was led down a rock filled path into the barn and passed several stalls. Her wrists were attached to a hook on a post above her head so her toes barely touched the hay covered floor. When the woman left the first man walked up behind her and started spanking her with his hand while he masturbated. A second stable hand climbed the rail next to the post and shoved his dirty cock into Melissa’s mouth. The first stable hand finally shot his load all over Melissa’s ass, but continued to spank her.  The man on the rail worked his cock in and out of Melissa’s mouth fiercely. He finally came in her mouth, but he grabbed the back of her head and forced her to swallow his load. Melissa wanted to vomit after she swallowed the man’s fluid. She was left alone for a few minutes.



Then a huge blonde man came and released her from the hook. He allowed her to lower her aching arms as he carried her to a saddle rack. He gently pushed her over the rack so her ass and pussy were sticking. He attached her hands to a chain so she could not escape and then he moved away. The big man returned with a basin of warm water and a wash cloth. He gently washed Melissa’s ass and pussy. He also washed her face. When he was done he gently wiped her dry. 



Melissa turned and looked at him, feeling some relief that she was not being beaten. Then the man lowered his pants and Melissa noticed the largest cock she had ever seen. It had to be at least fifteen inches and three inches around...
     
“Please don’t fuck me with that, please.”



The man did not respond to Melissa’s pleas and approached her. Gently spreading her ass cheeks, Melissa thought he was going to stick the huge cock into her ass and started crying. 



He slowly forced his cock into her tender pussy, with a slow but steady push. Melissa begged him to stop, bet he ignored her. Deeper and deeper he went until he was all the way in. 



Melissa was crying as the pain seared her already tender pussy. She finally screamed when he reached the limit of his huge cock.



He started a slow steady pumping motion. He pumped his huge piece of meat into her as she cried. Soon her cries turned to moans as the unknown man continued fucking Melissa’s pussy. He drove his big cock into her over and over. He was very methodical and took his time.


She reached climax the same time as he did. He ejected so much cum into her that it was running out her pussy and down her legs... When he finally pulled out of her the pain returned to her body and mind and Melissa start crying uncontrollably. She laid there and wept as the big man left her. She cried her self to sleep and was awoken when someone started lubing her bottom hole.

     “Please not there, please,” she cried.

     “Begging won’t help you. I plan on fucking your ass, American. You should not mind too much, you are an American whore, just like all the American women are.”



The new intruder pushed his cock into Melissa’s ass in one quick thrust and Melissa screamed at the sudden invasion. He pumped into her with quick short thrusts that had Melissa crying in pain. 



When he finished and withdrew, another man took his place. He also forced himself into Melissa’s ass. She was getting hoarse form all the screaming and crying and could hardly be heard.



Melissa lost count of the number of men who took her in the stables. Many of them were filthy and stunk from not bathing and of horse manure.



When it was noon time a maid from the house with two male guards came to the stables and released Melissa from her chains. They dragged her to one of the empty stalls and attached her wrist cuffs to a rope and then pulled her to a standing position. With her hands pulled high above her head one of the men turned on the water and hosed Melissa down. The woman then came into the stall with a bucket of soapy water. The maid who was standing in front of Melissa in her bra and panties took the soapy sponge from the bucket; she forced it into Melissa’s mouth and squeezed it. Melissa immediately started coughing and spitting out the soap. The maid slapped Melissa across the face, “No, do not spit.”



The sponge was again forced into Melissa’s mouth and squeezed. The soapy water ran out of her mouth and the process was repeated. Finally the maid took her fingers and forced Melissa’s mouth open and washed it out with the hose.



The maid roughly soaped up Melissa’s body including her pussy and ass. Then calling to the guards, she forced two fingers into Melissa’s ass and laughed. She repeated the process to her pussy, laughing and talking in French to the two guards who also found Melissa’s predicament humorous.



Finally Melissa’s wrists were released from the overhead hook and she was led from the stable to the house. Outside in the bright sunlight, Melissa got a good look at the maid. She was not the same one who had spanked her earlier.



Melissa was led to the bathroom up near her bedroom where she was forced to bend over a table. A douche nozzle was inserted into her pussy and a soothing warm water douche was administered by a different maid. Melissa got a look at this maid and saw tears in her eyes; she was the younger maid who spoken to here the first day. The maid gently administered the douche, until the maid from the stable said something to her and she suddenly got a lot less gentle.



When the douche was finished another nozzle was pushed into Melissa’s ass, not gently at all. The enema was administered by the maid from the stable. When the bag was empty, the maid; who Melissa had labeled as ugly spanked Melissa’s ass until Melissa started crying again. She was led to the toilet and her wrists were attached to two rings on the sides of the toile so she could not rise. That’s when she noticed ugly grabbing the new maid, who she decided to call pretty, by the hair and forcing her to bend over the same table where Melissa had just received her enema. Ugly pulled up pretty’s dress and started spanking her with an oval paddle. Pretty was soon crying out in French. It was a while before ugly finally stopped.



Mellissa was released from the toilet by pretty and taken to a sunken tub in the back of the bath area. It was filled with warm water. Pretty’s dress had not been lowered and Melissa could see her very red ass cheeks. Melissa was directed to get into the tub, where pretty started to gently wash her. The maid rubbed Melissa’s breasts paying special attention to her nipples. She stood Melissa up and gently washed her pussy, pushing a finger inside. She did the same to Melissa’s ass massaging her butt hole with a soapy finger. 


When her bath was finished Melissa was led to the dressing room where ugly was waiting with a dress for Melissa to wear. The dress was a white lace affair, split up both sides to the waist. The front of the dress was cut very low and barely covered Melissa’s breasts. 



Melissa was led to the sitting room where a butt plug was put in her ass. She was then forced to sit while make-up was applied and her hair was combed and styled. The collar was returned to her neck and her wrists were attached to the piece of leather that hung down from behind the collar.



Melissa was led to the large hall where Mistress Hanna was entertaining some guests. There were about twenty people in the room. They were evenly divided between men and women, all wore masks. Melissa was led to the head table where the mistress was seated. There were several other young women seated there dressed exactly as Melissa.



“Ah, my latest acquisition, ladies and gentlemen this is Melissa. She is American. Of course she; like most Americans; she thinks she is equal to us.” the Mistress Hanna Durrest started to laugh. 



Hanna leaned over to Melissa and whispered in her ear, “You embarrass me and I will beat you until you bleed every drop of blood in your body.”

 

Mistress Hanna started speaking loudly, “so tonight we are going to have a little auction. You, my guests will be bidding on the right to use the woman of your choose for one hour. We will have three auctions of one hour each. Now we have some rules as to what you are allowed to do to my girls. You can not kill them; that absolutely will not do. I will auction one of them in a few months for just that purpose. You are not allowed to mark them permanently; bruises are okay, and you are not allowed to drug them. Anything else is allowed. We’ll start with that blonde girl there from Scandinavia. What will someone bid?” The girl was forced to her feet and the dress was removed.



Melissa was the last woman to be auctioned off. Most of the girls cried when they were won. Some of them had been through this many times. Melissa was finally won by a fat man and his equally fat wife. They took her into the room they were assigned and stripped their clothes. The woman grabbed Melissa by the hair pulling her toward the bed. She said something to her in a language Melissa assumed was German, which Melissa did not understand. The woman pulled Melissa’s hair and forced her face toward her pussy under the layers of fat which is where her stomach should have been. Melissa started licking the fat woman’s pussy with her ass sticking in the air.


 
Then she felt the fat man’s cock being pushed into her own pussy. He shoved it in dry and Melissa let out a cry. He just kept pumping his large cock into Melissa. Soon he came followed by his wife. The hour was almost up but not quite.



The fat woman sat in a chair and the man forced Melissa over her lap where the woman began spanking Melissa’s swollen ass cheeks with her fat chubby hands. Soon Melissa was crying uncontrollably. Then the bell tolled and Melissa was released and returned to the hall.



The women were led away so they could wash themselves and be clean for the next auction. Melissa looked at the other women and saw that all were young and beautiful. They all had marks of being recently spanked and all wore butt plugs as Melissa did.



Then ugly came in the room and removed each girl’s butt plug in turn while a male guard looked on laughing. Any woman who resisted was slapped or spanked before the removal. Melissa did not fight, her ass was very tender. When they were all cleaned up the women were led back to the main hall for the next round of auctions.


Melissa was the first auctioned off this time and when all the auctions were finished she was led to a room with an older oriental man and a young man probably in his twenties. This time they spoke English.

     
“I am form Hong Kong. This is my first born son. If you obey and do not fight I will not beat you. Do you understand?”

     “Yes I understand.”

     “Good, my son has never been with a woman before. He is twenty-two years old today.  He will be married soon; so I want you to treat him well. First you will undress him, and then you will suck his cock swallowing his seed. You will then suck my cock, so my son can rest. You will then suck him so he gets hard again and you will fuck him. Do this for me and I will not beat you. We are required by auction rules to spank you before the bell tolls or pay a penalty, so this I must do, but just enough to make your ass red. Start now, please.



Melissa moved toward the young man who had a grin from ear to ear. She really didn’t want to suck and fuck the young man but didn’t want anymore beatings either. She slowly undressed him and was amazed at the size of his organ. She dropped to her knees and took the young cock into her mouth. She gently sucked on the head before she sucked it entirely into her throat. She sucked and he quickly came as he lay on the bed.

 

When she was done, the father had already undressed and was waiting for Melissa. She now understood where the boy got his cock from; the father was twice his size. The father sat in a chair and Melissa dropped to her knees. He pushed her head down on his cock and she started sucking him off. He slowed her down several times. She continued to work her mouth and tongue over the large cock. She had the huge cock entirely in her mouth when the older man exploded. Melissa was forced to gulp several times to avoid chocking.
 

She started to think; ‘if I ever get out of this I’ll never again complain about sucking John’s dick or going over his knee for a much deserved spanking.’


The young man was still lying on the bed with that same stupid grin on his face that he had before. Melissa sucked his cock, which seemed little now, until it was hard. She then lay on her back and guided his cock into her pussy. He lasted about a minute before shooting his second load into her.



“You will clean my boy’s cock with your mouth then I will give you a nice little spanking and you will be finished. You suck cock very well for an American.”



Melissa licked the boy’s cock clean of her juices and his cum. The father then took her by the arm, sat in the chair and guided her over his lap. He did not spank her right away, but let her lay there until the first toll of the bell. Then he quickly gave her ten swats on each cheek of her ass so it would be red when they left the room.

 

Melissa was now very aroused. She had licked a woman’s pussy for the second time in her life, sucked and fucked a father and son and had not had an orgasm yet.



After the clean up routine, the women were led into the room for the final auction. This time there were no men in the room. All the female guests were naked except for their masks. Several had red asses which led to Melissa to believe they had been spanked.



“Okay ladies, this is the auction we have been waiting for. This is the women’s only auction. Now ladies, you can spank them, use a strap-on on them, or have them perform oral sex on you. They will be yours for the night. You may not bid on a girl you have already had.”




Melissa looked around the room. She spotted the fat woman who she had been forced to service and was thankful for the rule that had just been mentioned. Then she noticed a woman who was very muscular, this women carried a whip on her belt. Melissa hoped she would not be auctioned off to her.



The auction proceeded and sure enough the woman with the muscles was bidding on Melissa. The bidding continued, and then it was down to two women; the one with the muscles and a thin tall blonde. They kept bidding against each other, until the woman with the muscles quit. The tall girl smiled as she won, but the other woman was not happy and scowled.


When it was time Melissa went into the room with the blonde women. When she removed her mask, Melissa realized that this girl was only about twenty or so. 

     
“I speak English. My family is very rich. I only bid on you because Dietrich wanted you. I hate her; she is a sadist and a bully. She would have beat you black and blue, but don’t get the idea that I will not spank you if you disobey, I will. Now let’s go shower together. As the finalist I get to keep you all night. I have some plans for you. You will lick my pussy as you Americans say and I will spank you; but after seeing your ass; not too hard.
I am a lesbian and I really like playing with another woman’s body.
It won’t all be painful, but don’t think I won’t punish you or have you punished if you displease me.



Melissa and the girl went into the shower together. The water was warm and refreshing. Melissa took a fresh wash cloth and soaped it up she began wash her new Mistress’ back gently. When she reached her buttocks she gently pushed the cloth between her mistress’ cheeks soaping her butt hole and gently pushing a finger up inside her. The blonde woman moaned. Melissa worked her soapy finger in and out of the back entrance several times before she moved on. She dropped to her knees allowing the water to wash away the soap. She began washing the back of the blonde’s thighs and legs when on sudden impulse she parted the young woman’s ass cheeks with her hands and inserted her tongue into the girl’s ass hole. Melissa was amazed at herself; she never had the desire to do that before. She tongue fucked her Mistress’ ass hole for a few minutes and then stood.



Melissa turned her new mistress around and started washing the blondes face, neck, and breasts. When she reached the breasts, Melissa fingered the nipples until they were nice and hard. She bent her head to the soapy nipples and took one in her mouth then switched to the other. The blonde was moaning and enjoying the attentions being given to her by Melissa. 



Melissa moved down and soaped the young woman’s chest, belly and finally her pussy. She washed the young girl’s pussy and slipped two fingers inside and froze, when she realized that this girl was a virgin and that her hymen was intact.



“The blonde whispered, “No I have never been with a boy or man. I don’t ever plan on it either. I like making love to women.”



Melissa let the soap wash away from her hand and the blonde’s pussy. She then dropped to her knees and started licking the girl’s pussy; who came almost immediately. When she was recovered, the blonde informed Melissa it was her turn.



The young women wasted no time. She was hot and ready. She went directly to Melissa’s pussy with the wash cloth and soaped it up. She then washed and soaped Melissa’s ass. The young woman dropped to her knees. She inserted two fingers into Melissa’s tender ass hole and began licking Melissa’s pussy. Melissa didn’t last long and had an orgasm almost immediately.


The two women left the shower and went into the bedroom. They dried each other off and went to lie down on the bed.


“I am going to order us some food, when the maid gets here with the food you must be on your knees on the floor or there will be hell to pay.  I’ll give you a spanking before they come in so the maid will see your red ass. I do like spanking women, so you are no completely out of the woods. Then you can tell me how you got here, maybe I can get you out. It will take time, but I’ll see my father. He hates Hanna anyway.”



The blonde woman ordered some food. A few minutes later the blonde put Melissa across her knee and gave Melissa a good spanking. She slapped Melissa’s swollen ass with her hand. Melissa was soon crying out, but the spanking continued. Luckily for Melissa this was only a hand spanking, but because of all the previous beating her ass had taken the spanking hurt quite a bit.


There was a knock on the door. The young blonde woman picked up the hairbrush from the night stand and smacked Melissa with it very hard. Melissa let out a scream at the sudden and unexpected whacks from the hair brush. The blonde woman pushed Melissa to her knees. The older maid opened the door and looked at Melissa’s red ass; put the food on the table; and smiled as she left.



Melissa and the blonde girl, whose name was Magdalena, began to eat. Melissa explained how she had been kidnapped from her hotel room and how she had been told that her husband had went back to the United States. Melissa started crying. Melissa did not tell Magdalena that she did not believe her husband would abandon her.


Magdalena felt bad for Melissa and told her she would do what she could. She also told Melissa that the girls who were slaves here were supposed to be paid volunteers, not kidnapped women. She informed Melissa that she thought from previous visits that some of these girls were paid well to be slaves here for a year, but several had disappeared with little explanation.


The two women spent the night loving each other and finally went to sleep as dawn broke through the night sky. 
Chapter 9



The following morning Bill called the hotel and asked to talk to Pierre LaFoote. He explained that the security guard was to do Bill a special favor and that he would like to see him.


The desk clerk informed Bill that LaFoote was on duty in the garden with a meeting of elderly female guests. “If you wish to speak to him monsieur, I can have him paged. May I ask what this is all about?”



Sure, you can ask; but if my wife finds out I’ll be in a lot of hot water; if you know what I mean.”

“Of course; monsieur; I understand. I will page him immediately.”


Ten minutes later LaFoote knocked on the door to the suite of rooms occupied by the three men. Gabe opened the door, his six foot five inch frame stopped LaFoote in his tracks. Gabe reached out and grabbed the Frenchman and dragged him into the room closing the door behind him.                                                      


“I knew it was you. What can I do for you?”

“Do you know where this address is?”

“Yes it is down on the water front where the cargo ships come in. I believe it is DeSota’s warehouse. It is a dangerous place; even in the day time. Looking at your two friends,” he looked at Bill and Gabe, “I believe the local bad men will leave you alone.”

“Can you give me directions to there?”

“Yes, here let me write them down for you.” He picked up a pad of paper from the night desk that all hotels provide. He wrote the directions and drew a small

map; to make it easier for the men to find their way.   

“Thanks, one other thing; we need a small truck; something that no one will pay a lot of attention to. We are going shopping and we don’t want to look out of place.”

“You could rent one, but rental companies all use the same first three numbers on the license plates. Of course; why did I not think of this? There is a truck in the garage below the hotel that has been there for some time. It was left by a man and his wife who were going to travel to Morocco last month. They are two weeks overdue, but the hotel will not report it to the police for at least another two weeks, so we don’t arouse unwanted attention to the hotel. You could borrow it. It is parked in lot number; let me see,” he pulled a note pad from his back pocket, “yes lot number 105.”   

“Good we’ll do that; we won’t need it until tonight.”

“Monsieur, there are no shops open in that neighborhood at night; they would most certainly be robbed.”

“Thank you LaFoote; here is a little something to keep your mouth shut.” John handed LaFoote a hundred dollar bill.          

“Thank you monsieur, I would have given you the information for free. I hate De Sota.                                                                                       

“Then you’ll be glad to know he is dead.”              

“That is what I like about you Americans; you don’t waste time. He should have been killed years ago; when he raped a young woman.”       

“That piece of crap raped a woman and got away with it?”   

“Yes; he got off on a technicality. They let him go and the woman’s family moved to America because De Sota threatened to kill them.”

“Well we didn’t do it.”   

“Of course you didn’t; but I’m glad he’s dead anyway,” LaFoote said with an unbelieving grin.


The American’s rented a car to do a little scouting. They drove down to the waterfront with the aid of LaFoote’s map. They drove around in circles as if they were lost. They spotted the warehouse they were looking for and took several pictures from inside the car with a powerful digital camera. They noted the electrical wiring, telephone lines and alarm systems. Several men were watching them drive around and assumed they were lost tourists.              


They were stopped for a traffic light when two men approached the car; one on each side. The two Frenchmen were noticed by Gabe who was sitting in the back seat. “We got company boss.”



The two Frenchmen each pulled out a knife. Gabe grabbed one man in each hand and Bill took off running through the red light. Gabe did not let go of the Frenchmen dragging them down the street while they were screaming. When the car was traveling at about thirty miles an hour, Gabe let go. The one on the right went into a parked car head first; the other was thrown into a traffic sign on the other side of the street. Gabe turned and looked out the back window. He watched the two men hit the ground and said, “Ouch; that hurt;” then he laughed. The men dropped off the rented car and returned to the hotel. They had a leisurely supper and went to the casino to gamble a little. They pretended to get drunk and returned to their rooms at about nine fifteen.


At ten o’clock Americans went to the garage to space 105, but the truck was not there; the space was empty. They looked around to steal another vehicle when a truck came quickly around the corner. The three men ducked between parked cars as the truck stopped. It was LaFoote driving and smiling.


“What the hell do you think you are doing?” asked John.                                  “I’m going to the warehouse to help you. I checked the address. I know that the building is owned by De Sota.”

“You are going with us, to help. You could get hurt.”  

“So could you. It is better that one man stays outside in case someone comes; someone who is not a large American; who knows the police and can lie in French.” 


“Oh; so now you’re a hero?” asked Gabe; with a smile on his face.

“No, monsieur; you are the heroes. I am; how do you say in America? Ah; yes; I am the wheel man. I was a race car driver in my younger days before an accident made it impossible for me to continue that career.”       

“Everyone in the truck,” John said softly; come on hero drive.”




The truck pulled out of the garage; the guard on duty simply waved at LaFoote and the men headed toward the warehouse. LaFoote went right to the rear loading area and backed into an alley that was unlit. There were two drunks sleeping there. Bill woke them up and gave them some money to go buy some more wine. Gabe checked the nearest side door and found the lock had been jammed.


“I don’t like this it is too ease,” he commented. The three Americans looked right at LaFoote.                    

“I followed you. When you dragged those two nice boys; who would have killed their mothers for a Franc; down the street; a crowd followed. So I came here and fixed the lock.”                                     



The three men entered the door with care and started roaming around the dimly lit warehouse. All they found were boxes marked textiles, machinery, toys and books. They searched further back into the building and found nothing. They were angry. Gabe picked up a box of toys and was about to throw it in frustration; when he suddenly stopped.


“This box is really very heavy for toys.”



He opened the box with his huge hands. It was filled with assault rifles. He picked the box up; put it on his shoulder and returned to the truck with it.                                                                                   



The other two men seeing what Bill had found decided to see what else the owners of this warehouse were hiding. Bill opened a box of machinery parts which was full of bandoliers of ammunition. He picked up two unopened boxes; put them on a nearby dolly and went to the truck.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                   


John being the last one in the warehouse started to open a box marked textiles when he heard some noise coming from the interior of the warehouse. He hid behind some crates when two men came slowly forward looking around. 


They were Arabs; John recognized their head dress and speech. One of the Arabs looked right at John as he passed; he yelled as John hit him; knocking him down. Two more men came up behind John yelling. They attacked John from behind. John spun around and kicked one in the head and punched the other in the chest. They went down but got right back up again. Two more came from his left; now it was six on one. John was wondering where his two buddies were.


He didn’t wonder long; Gabe came up behind two of them and slammed their heads together. Bill was on the other side; he picked one of the Arabs up by the neck and threw him into the two who were still in front of John. The Arabs not liking the odds jumped up and ran into the ware house.                                                                        


Quickly, John opened a box of textile goods that was filled with explosives. Bill and Gabe each grabbed a box and returned to the truck. John went behind them and when he reached the door he noticed the sprinkler system shut off valves.                                                        


“Hold it,” John said, these guys are probably terrorists. They have a warehouse full of weapons and explosives that they will use on innocent people.”           

“I was thinking the same thing, said Gabe as he watched John turn off the sprinklers.

“We must leave gentlemen. These are bad men and they will soon be back with others,” LaFoote had entered the warehouse.

“I know LaFoote, but we just can’t leave a warehouse with all that military hardware in the hands of the enemy,” added Bill.


“I got an idea;” Gabe said. I found this empty milk carton on the floor.”


“You are going to drink some milk?” asked LaFoote.


“No, gasoline from our truck,” Gabe pulled a piece of rubber hose from his pocket. “Never leave home without it,” he said holding up the hose.



Within a couple of minutes he returned with a gallon of gas. He started throwing the gas on several boxes. While he had been out side getting the gas, 

John had found the fuel storage tanks for the forklifts. He opened several valves on the propane tanks. 


Bill located some paint thinner and spread it on the floor. He lit the paint thinner and ran toward the back of the warehouse. Gabe lit the gasoline. One of the propane tanks exploded almost immediately as the four men climbed into the truck and sped away. The fire was spreading fast and the first major explosions started before the men were a block away.


“There goes several million dollars worth of hardware,” shouted Bill


“Even if the whole place doesn’t burn to the ground, the police should find the rest,” remarked Gabe.



The four men went back to the hotel the long way around, so if someone saw them return; they did not come from the direction of the warehouse. When they arrived in the garage emergency vehicle’s sirens could be heard everywhere. In the southern sky over the city was a bright orange glow. 



LaFoote showed them where to hide the weapons now in their possession. Then the four men went across the street to watch the fire on television. The whole building was engulfed in flame and it was still exploding. The fire crews were just keeping everyone back. There was not a chance that any of the arms in the building would be saved.
~*~


Melissa was asleep in Magdalena’s bed when the door suddenly opened and a bright light woke her. Magdalena was gone; the old woman grabbed Melissa by the hair and pulled her naked body from the bed. She started slapping Melissa in the face shouting in French. She dragged her by the hair out of the room toward the rear of the mansion. She dragged her so fast that Melissa could not stand properly.                                       


Once back in Melissa’s room, the old woman threw Melissa on the bed and attached her wrist and ankle cuffs. She forced Melissa to her knees with her head down. She immediately started slapping Melissa’s tender ass cheeks with her hand. She slapped Melissa’s ass until it was very red and Melissa was sobbing. The younger maid handed the older one an oval paddle which the older woman started spanking Melissa with. It didn’t take long for Melissa to start begging for her to stop. Finally the assault on Melissa stopped and the old woman roughly shoved an enema nozzle up Melissa’s ass. The water was forced into Melissa quickly causing her to cry out because of the cramps.


The older maid started to laugh. She reached up and squeezed the bag making the water flow faster Melissa cried until the enema was done. The old maid then took a lubricated butt plug and forced it into Melissa’s ass and left her there; locking the door as she left.                                                        


After half an hour the younger maid came into the room and released Melissa and led her straight to the toilet so she could relieve herself. She then returned Melissa to the bath area and drew a bath for her. She locked the door removed the cuffs and helped Melissa into the bath tub. She allowed Melissa to soak for a long time. Finally she came for Melissa, dried her off and put a sweet smelling perfume on her. She led Melissa to the bed where she gently lubed Melissa’s butt hole and stood Melissa up.



“I am sorry miss, but I have to spank you again; I have no choice. If you fight me the guards will come and it will be much worse.”


She pushed Melissa back to the bed forcing her to bend over. She started spanking Melissa with her hand. She slapped each cheek several times in a row then started on her thighs. Once Melissa started moaning, the young maid spanked Melissa much harder. She was suddenly pulled away by the old woman who had a paddle in her hand. She started spanking Melissa much harder and faster. Melissa was soon crying; begging the old woman to stop.


The old woman turned to the young maid and slapped her face several times; yelling to her in French. The old woman pushed the young girl over the bed; raised her skirts; lowered her panties and started spanking her with the same paddle she had just spanked Melissa with.

She left the room and the young girl pulled on Melissa’s arms standing her up. Melissa bent over and kissed the young maid on the cheek.


“Don’t get yourself in trouble because of me. Just do what ever they tell you. It’s bad enough one of us is punished all the time.”

“Thank you miss; I am sorry for what they do to you. I was sold to Mistress Hanna by my father for ten thousand francs. I am to be a slave for ten years. I am twenty and have eight years more on my contract. Mistress is cruel, but Maria; the old woman is worse. Please come this way, I must put you in the chair in the corner. Please, I am sorry.”


The chair was an ordinary wooden chair; except it was rough and unvarnished. In the middle of the chair was a nine inch dildo sticking up. The young maid pushed Melissa to the chair and turned her around. Melissa was directed to sit in the chair; while pretty guided the lubricated dildo up Melissa’s ass. The ankle cuffs were attached to the outside of the front legs forcing Melissa to spread her legs open, exposing her pussy and putting all her weight on the dildo up her ass. 



Then her wrist cuffs were attached to the d rings on her collar so Melissa would not be able to use her arms to take the weight off her ass. Next a bar was forced between her knees spreading her legs wider. The younger maid then positioned a device that looked like a butterfly between Melissa’s opened thighs; tight up against her pussy. There was a two inch piece that went into her pussy. Next a pair of nipple clamps attached to her breasts and small fishing weights were attached to the clamps pulling them tighter. Melissa started to cry, she was in pain everywhere except her pussy. Then the electric shock went into Melissa’s pussy and she screamed. It lasted about ten seconds and stopped.



The young maid was standing in front of Melissa with a red rubber ball attached to a leather strap. When the butterfly again shocked Melissa; she screamed and the maid forced toy rubber ball into Melissa’s mouth. She tied the straps behind Melissa’s head. Melissa could now scream all she wanted and no one could hear her.  


“My orders are to leave you here until I finish my chores, I am sorry. When I come for you the Mistress wants you in the hall. She has some women from her riding club that want to see you. I am afraid that they will punish you again.” 


Melissa sat in the chair and cried. Every time the butterfly started shocking her she screamed into the ball gag. An unexpected side effect was that every time the butterfly stopped shocking Melissa’s pussy she had an orgasm. She cried so hard she lost her voice by the time that the young maid came for her; she had been there almost three hours. 


The maid quickly undid the butterfly, and then released the ball gag and the other restraints. She tried to get Melissa to stand; but Melissa’s knees were weak. She held Melissa up for a couple of minutes until Melissa could walk. She took Melissa back to here room where she was again bent over her bed for a spanking.



Melissa started crying the first time the paddle hit her. The young maid hit her quite hard this time not wanting to get punished again by the old woman. Melissa was spanked all over her ass and thighs. She cried hysterically until at last the spanking stopped.



“I’m sorry miss, but I had to spank you hard. Maria told me that if I did not, she would spank you twice as long and then spank me also. Now I must wash you and get you ready for Mistress’ friends.”



“What is your name, I keep thinking of you as pretty, but I’d rather have a name.”


“My name is Freesias, it is an old French name; I was named after my grandmother.”


“What kind of father sells his daughter to a bitch like Hanna?”


“We were a very poor family. My father was a drunkard. My mother cursed him the day I was taken. She killed my father, then she killed herself a week after I left. Now my two sisters live in an orphanage someplace; I do not know where. At least they will not be sold as I am.”


“What will happen to you? Will you be here the rest of your life?”


“I am to be released in eight years when I am twenty eight; but there is no one who knows I am here now except Mistress Hanna. I do not know what will happen to me. I do not believe she will honor the contract.

“I am married to an ex-Marine from America, I do not believe he will abandon me as easily as Mistress Hanna has suggested. He will come for me when he does I will free you.”


“I can only hope this happens. I do not like spanking women or the other things they require of me. Maria, the older maid, that is cruel, is Spanish. She is related to Mistress Hanna some how. She often is cruel to the young women because she is jealous of their beauty and youth. That is why she is very cruel to you. You are beautiful.”


“Thank you, Freesias. Please remember what I said, do not get in trouble trying to be kind to me. You will only get hurt and maybe cause me even more pain.”


“This is true miss, if I do not spank you hard; Maria will spank you harder. I did tell a little lie earlier, I do like spanking you, but not as cruelly as Maria. Come now I must wash you before we go to see Mistress Hanna. You will have to wear the butt plug again also. I am sorry”



Freesias led Melissa to the bathroom and attached her hands to the overhead chain. She spread Melissa’s legs and pulled the chain up so Melissa was standing on the tips of her toes. She completed this task just in time. 



Maria entered the bathroom and went up behind Melissa to see her ass checks, checking for redness. She spoke to Freesias in French and pointed to several areas of Melissa’s bottom and began smacking her cheeks at the tops of her thighs. She slapped the young woman’s ass cheeks about twenty times and grabbed Freesias by the hair and pulled her head down so she was eye level with Melissa’s freshly spanked skin. Speaking in French, she released Freesias and stormed out of the bathroom.



“She is angry at me. She says I don’t spank you hard enough. She is going to ask Mistress Hanna if she will be allowed to punish me later. I am to spank you again when I finish washing you. Your ass is to be bright red when I bring you to the great hall. They have some women there who are looking for slaves such as you and me to buy. I believe she plans on selling you.” 

“No, she must not; how will John find me?”


“I will tell him where you have gone, I promise.”


“You’ll get in trouble.”


“Not if I ask him to take me with him when he leaves. Now we must hurry. I am sorry but I must spank you again after I wash your private areas.”



Freesias took a wash cloth wet it with warm water and soaped it up. She then washed Melissa’s pussy and ass until they were soapy. She let her hands linger around Melissa’s pussy much longer than necessary. She gently rinsed Melissa and dried her thoroughly.



Freesias left the bathroom and returned with a ping pong paddle. She had tears in her eyes as she spanked Melissa’s ass until it was quite red. Melissa was crying, encouraging the young maid to spank her hard and fast to get it over with.



Maria then entered the room, inspected Melissa and lowered the chain. She attached nipple clamps to Melissa’s breasts and secured her wrists to the back of her collar. She pulled on the leash and led her to the table; forcing Melissa to bend over it. She went to the cabinet on the wall and returned with a butt plug and a jar of lubricant. She lubed the plug and pushed it into Melissa in one motion. Melissa cried out. It hurt going in; but not like it had a few days ago.



The three women went to the hall where Hanna was entertaining her guests. There were several women there including Magdalena; whom Melissa recognized immediately. Melissa who was still naked except for the nipple clamps and butt plug was led to an overhead chain where her wrists were attached after they were released from the collar.



Maria turned to Freesias and grabbed her arm. Freesias did not fight as the older woman undressed her. She removed the young maid’s dress, her black lace bra and finally her panties. Maria pushed Freesias toward a table where she was bent over and strapped into place and left there. Maria then left the hall.


Melissa feared for her new friend and their eyes locked together; this action did not go unnoticed by several of the woman.


Several other girls were brought into the great hall and attached to overhead chains as Melissa was. Their ass cheeks were also very red. One girl was still crying. Her whole back was a series of stripes from a whip or cane. 


Maria returned to the great hall carrying a large oval hair brush. She went right to Freesias and began spanking her very hard. She spanked her ass and thighs. The noise echoed around the hall. All the women were watching as Freesias started to cry out and then scream. The spanking went on until Mistress Hanna spoke.



“That’s enough Maria. This maid ladies; takes pity on her charges. She has been accused of fondling the American. She does not spank them very hard and has been overheard apologizing to some of the girls. Now today we are going to auction off two of these six girls. The two girls who receive the highest bids will be sold, the entire bid money will be kept by the house, but you get to use the girl you bid on for the rest of the weekend. The high bidder will also get Freesias. I am throwing her in as a bonus. I can’t have a service maid who does not punish the slaves properly. Now this is a silent auction, so you bid on the girl you want as high as you want. So let me introduce the girls.”



Maria walked up behind Melissa she started spanking her with the paddle. It didn’t take long for Melissa to start crying.



“This is the American. You will notice she cries loudly when she is beaten. Notice she has blonde hair and green eyes. Her large breasts are typical of American women because of their fatty diets. She had a virgin ass hole until we started training her, so it is still very tight. She also has a tight pussy. She dislikes having a dildo thrust up her ass, but doesn’t mind getting fucked by a strap–on. She will make a good slave for any of you. She licks pussy exceptionally well for an American. Please place your bids on the electronic board in front of you.”



Maria finally stopped spanking Melissa and moved to the next girl in line. When she got the nod from Hanna, she started spanking a dark haired girl with blue eyes.



“This girl is from Denmark. We had quite a bit of trouble getting her here. She has blue eyes that match the waters of her country. She has smaller breasts, but large nipples. She dislikes being fucked in either her ass or her pussy, but she is coming around. She likes sucking a cock after she is forced to do it. She needs a lot more training and discipline. If you bid on her she needs to be spanked very hard every day; as she is here. Please place your bids now.” 



Maria walked up behind the next girl and the process was started again. The auction continued until all six girls had been spanked, described and bid upon. All the women were crying and all had very red and bruised ass cheeks. 


When the last girl was finished, Maria went back to Freesias and started spanking her again with the paddle. The women who were waiting for the totals were encouraging Maria to hit the poor maid harder. They were enjoying the sight and sound of Freesias getting a very hard spanking. The poor maid was crying so hard she was hyperventilating.



Hanna finally returned to the room with the printouts of the auction. She walked to Maria and whispered something in her ear. Maria left the room.



“Well Ladies; I have the final results. The highest auctioned girl was the American. I am surprised since she is still very rough. She was won by Magdalena. Magdalena also gets the French slut that I can’t seem to train properly. The second girl to go will be the Brazilian beauty. She with her very large breasts and ass was whom I expected to win, but what do I know? The three women will be ready to travel in an hour. We wish the winners good luck with their purchases. Unfortunately I need to have their rooms ready by tonight since I have two new girls coming in. I hope you understand when I ask you to take your new slaves and leave.”



Maria entered the hall with four guards. The guards carried two long boxes that had lids on them. Maria was pushing a small cart with several items on it. Maria came up behind Melissa with the cart and put on a rubber glove. She picked up a dildo from the cart, lubricated it and forced into Melissa’s pussy in one push. A belt was taken from the cart and put around Melissa’s waist. There was a separate strap that went from the front of the belt to the rear. It was used to hold the butt plug and the dildo in place. The nipple clamps were removed and a ball gag was put into Melissa’s mouth; and then tied behind her head. The blind fold was put in place and then her arms were lowered and her wrists were attached to the side of the belt. A black hood was put over her head and secured in place. Melissa was crying but no one could hear her or see her.



The guards picked up Melissa and put her in the box and the lid was secured in place as the women watched. The same thing was done to Freesias. She was put into the other box. She too was crying. She was supposed to be set free when her contract was up, and now it looked as if she would spend the rest of her days as a slave. Both women were given an injection into their buttocks.


The third woman received the same treatment when a third box was brought into the room. She fought every step of the way but was beaten and over powered by the male guards. 


The three boxes were removed from the hall. The women who had lost their auctions claimed their choices and retired to different rooms in the castle.  

Chapter 10


John, Gabe and Bill road quietly in the stolen truck; they were heading west out of France to the destination given to them by De Sota; they rode in the back with the stolen weapons. LaFoote was driving the truck; he had insisted in coming along with the Americans to rescue the missing woman. He only had one request and that was that the Americans would free any women they found. The men readily agreed; they figured it would be much easier with a French driver anyway. They rode on the poor highways for several hours when the reached the border the truck stopped. The guard started talking in French to LaFoote. The conversation went on for several minutes, then shouting started. The truck rocked then all was quiet.



Finally someone spoke in broken English. “Gentlemen you will exit the back of the truck. It is surrounded, you can not escape. We will not shoot if you come out peaceably.”



“Your call John, do we surrender or do we fight.”


“We surrender. I didn’t bring you guys here to get killed.”



The three Americans exited the truck. LaFoote was handcuffed and had several marks on his face. Standing next to him were several armed policemen and Paul Washburn. John went at Washburn and grabbed him by the throat as the men fell to the ground. Three policemen pulled John off Washburn.


“You filthy motherfucker; I should have killed you when I realized you were just patronizing me.”


“Calm down John; just calm down; I’m not here to stop you I’m here to help you. This is Captain Rural of the Moroccan secret police. Let me explain before you go nuts. When I’m finished talking, if you still want to fight; we will.


“Go ahead I’m listening,” John growled as the police held him.



“I’m an American investigator as you know. I want to rescue your wife as much as you do; but I want to put a stop to all this; not just rescue a lone woman. You wife is very important to you I know, but women have been disappearing for over five years and we can’t find out where they are being taken. Captain Rural here wants this to stop also. His niece was the young woman found dead. We have never been able to get any information from anyone although we knew that De Sota was the front man. Then you came along and De Sota is dead. We know you didn’t kill him; he was killed by a dirty French cop. We knew the cop was dirty but never put him and De Sota together until two days ago when we found their bodies. You broke this thing wide open for us John. The French government is back peddling and the Moroccan government has started to get angry. The captain here isn’t here to stop you, but here to support you.”



“How do I know I can trust you?”


“Senior, I will release your driver and your men if you promise me you will behave,” Rural said. He signaled and everyone was released including John. 



One of the police officers said something to Rural in French and the captain laughed.


“What did he say?” asked John angrily.


“He said that you have made a great many Arab terrorists angry when you blew up their warehouse. We knew they had weapons in France but we did not know where. Seventy terrorists have been arrested since you, how do you Americans say? Yes of course, since you Americans started the fireworks. There was one billion dollars of arms in that ware house. It burned for two days. Nothing was saved; my compliments to you and your men.”


“I don’t know whether to thank you or not. I want to get going to save my wife; captain. You and your men can have what’s left.”


“I wish it was that easy Mister John, but you are foreign agents and I can not just allow you to roam free in my country killing bad guys like in your movies.”


“What about my wife; captain; what do you mean foreign agents, I’m a civilian.”


“Not anymore Captain John Thompson, you have been reactivated by Congressional order,” said Washburn. “You are now an agent of the CIA.


“Oh and when were you going to tell me this Washburn?”


“I just did captain.”


“Captain, I was only a lance corporal.”

 
“I promoted you. Now let’s get down to business. We need to know what De Sota told you. I saw how you questioned him. That’s against the Geneva convention.”


“Well Paul, if you can get him to testify, I’ll plead guilty.”


“Touché.”


“He told me everything. I’ve got the location, the names of the leaders and the head bitch herself. Her name is Hanna Durrest. She has a castle where she keeps these women until she grows tired of them. The ones you found were not released; they escaped with the help of a maid. Durrest doesn’t know which one of her maids is helping the girls, but she plans on getting rid of all them by the end of summer. What you don’t know is that she has women kidnapped from all over the world. She trains them and then sells them to rich people. She treats them so bad that they are glad to go. De Sota didn’t know where the women are sent. He started to tell me something else when he was killed.”

“Oh that is impossible. Madame Durrest is of the finest stock. She is very rich and is a powerful woman in Morocco,” cried Captain Rural.


“You believe what you want captain. De Sota said she was broke. Seems like a man she married a few years ago to a man who likes to play the stock market and has lost millions. I’m tired of talking, do we stand here and keep talking or do we move on the castle?”


“We can’t just attack her castle. Think of the scandal. Think of my career,” cried Rural.


“Think of your niece,” answered John.



Rural turned to talk to his men for a minute; and then he turned back to John. “My men are loyal to me and will follow my orders. If we are wrong we will all go to prison. We do not have the weapons that we would need to assault her castle. How will we get in? She has a small army of guards, most are former military.”


“I have the weapons. You don’t think a Yankee would leave all that military hardware to the firemen do you? Gabe.”


Gabe threw open the canvas of the truck; pulled out a box of toys which broke open when it hit the ground. It was full of assault rifles. The second box was full of bandoleers of ammunition and clips.



“I thought you told me they were unarmed, LaFoote?”


“I thought you told me you were going to arrest them, Rural?” LaFoote replied.



The police picked up the rifles and started passing them out. Even Washburn picked up a rifle and some ammunition. The little army boarded the vehicles they arrived in and headed west on the highway. This time John rode in the front seat of the little truck. When they got within a half mile of the castle they pulled off the road and shut off all their lights.



John, Gabe, Washburn and Rural hovered around the hood of the truck with flashlights and were studying a map when a small truck came out of the castle followed by a limousine. The men shut off their lights and let the vehicles pass. When they were out of sight; they resumed their planning.


The police and the Americans went into position and waited. Captain Rural wanted to get permission for the raid from his superiors. The time dragged by while they were waiting for the return call. Finally a message was received over the police radio communications. They were told to wait until dawn to request a visit with Misses Dupree.



Rural went to John and Washburn to speak to them. “Something funny is going on. I called and received an answer to wait until dawn. My man at the gate just told me they are loading trucks in the courtyard with boxes that look like coffins. He said they also loaded several large tables. Now why would they be doing that at this hour?”


“Because they’ve been tipped off; someone has called and told them we are coming.”


Oh that is ridiculous. That would mean that my commander is being paid by Dupree.”


“Well it may sound ridiculous to you, Rural, but not to me,” answered John. “LaFoote, block the gate with our truck nobody leaves. Bill, Gabe we are going in.”


“I can not disobey orders; Mister John.”


“Then don’t, stay here. Of course after we start the show there will be a disturbance and you are required to investigate are you not?”


“Of course; I am obligated to investigate any crime.”




John, Bill and Gabe went into the woods toward the castle. The men approached the garden wall and easily scaled it.



 LaFoote moved the truck forward without any lights on. He could not block the whole gate with such a small truck but he could stop one from leaving. 



Once inside the castle walls; John approached one of the trucks being loaded. When he was noticed; a big man in a guard’s uniform came at him yelling something in French. John allowed him to get within three feet before he attacked knocking him to the ground. The guard got up and John hit him with the butt of the rifle knocking him unconscious. He ran up to the truck and looked inside. There were several tables that looked like they belonged in a doctor’s office. He jumped up into the truck and found the coffin shaped boxes. He opened one and found a naked woman inside. Her eyes were closed as if she were dead. John checked and found her to be alive, but drugged. She was tied and had a gag in her mouth. 


Bill and Gabe went into the front entrance of the castle courtyard. They walked in about five yards when someone opened fire on them with a semi automatic weapon. Bill shot the guard and they ran toward the front door. They were being fired on from three different positions now and were pinned down. Gabe reached into his vest, pulled out a grenade and threw it. He purposely threw it short. The explosion hurt no one, but the guards stopped firing and retreated.



John went into the castle through the loading door and found several guards carrying another of the long boxes. He surprised them they dropped the box and went for their side arms, but John had leveled his automatic weapon at them. He disarmed them and forced them into a room; jamming the door with one of their weapons. He opened the box and another naked woman was inside. This one was awake. Her eyes told John she was very frightened.


“Calm down I’m an American. We are here to rescue you.”



The look of the girl seemed to relax. John reached into the box and released her bonds. He helped her stand and removed the gag. He released her wrists from the back of her collar. The girl reached down and undid the strap that was attached to her belt. She pulled the butt plug out of her ass and let the huge dildo out of her pussy. John was shocked. She smiled.


“You must be John. The one called Melissa told us you were coming. We did not believe her.”


“Where is Melissa?”


“She is gone. Mistress Hanna that bitch; knew you were coming and sold her. They left two hours ago.”


“Fuck that was the truck we let pass. Do you know where they went?”


“No but Hanna will know.”



John heard more firing outside the compound, then a crash. That; he knew was LaFoote stopping and escaping truck. There was more yelling. He looked out the window and could see the Moroccan police arresting the guards trying to escape. A door ahead of John slammed shut.



John ran to the door and tried to force it, but it would not budge. He kicked it several times when the naked woman came up behind him.


“Stand back, they might shoot through the door.” He hit the door again with his shoulder, but it was solid and did not move.


“You know; I am Australian. Australian men, American men are all the same.” She went to a cabinet on the right and produced a key. “The old women Maria kept this key here because she often forgot to bring the one she had.” The naked woman walked to the door and unlocked it. 



She was about to open the door when John shouted, “Stop.” He pulled her aside. He reached across the frame of the door and twisted the knob. He went to the floor and shoved the door. A gun immediately began to fire. John waited and did not move. He held his finger across his lips for the woman to be quiet.


Less than a minute later a man approached John believing john had been shot. The man pushed on John’s body with his gun. John still did not move. The woman remained quiet. The man then walked up to John and grabbed for John’s hair when John swept the man’s legs out from under him with a powerful right arm. John immediately recognized the man from the hotel two weeks ago. Phillip hit the floor hard, his head bouncing off the white marble.



John jumped up and grabbed Phillip by the throat, “remember me mother fucker? I sure as hell remember you.” John hit Phillip several times in the face.



“John, don’t kill him; yet. Not until we find where they sent Melissa and the other women,” cried out the naked woman.


A woman came up behind John with a pistol. “Let him go or I’ll kill you. I mean it. You would not be the first man I have shot.”



“Hey, Bitch,” yelled the naked woman as she hit Hanna across the head with John’s gun.



Hanna went down like a sack of potatoes, blood pouring out of her head where the rifle barrel hit her. The naked Australian went to a cabinet and took out a robe and put it on. She grabbed Hanna by the collar and pulled her to her feet. The mistress groaned in pain.



“Where did you send Melissa?” asked John. 


“I’ll never tell you. You’ll never see her again, you stupid American pig.”


“She’ll tell me,” stated the Australian. 



She grabbed Hanna and dragged her back into the great hall by the collar. She attached cuffs to Hanna’s wrists and hooked them to a chain. She hoisted Hanna up until just her toes were touching the floor. The Australian woman went to one of the cabinets and started loading items onto a cart with wheels. Wheeling the cart toward Hanna the suspended woman kicked out at cart.


“Now we can’t have that, here I am trying to nice to you and you treat me with no respect,” The Australian women sarcastically remarked. 


The Aussie through a rope around Hanna’s ankles and pulled them up. She put an ankle cuff on each one and attached them to a D ring on the floor.


“I’ll have you thrown in prison for this you Aussie slut.”


“Hey, what’s your name anyway?” asked John.


“I’m called Tabby. I was a high priced call girl when I was kidnapped last year from Sidney. My real name is Theresa Sinclair.”


“Let me go you whore.”



Tabby punched Hanna right in the face. Blood soon started running out of Hanna’s nose. Tabby went to the cart and picked up a pair of scissors. She started cutting Hanna’s clothes.


“You stupid bitch; do you know what this dress costs?”


“No; but I know what this rag is worth now,” laughed Tabby. She cut off all of Hanna’s clothes and the former mistress was now naked. Tabby walked to her and grabbed one of her nipples and twisted it. Hanna let out a blood curdling scream. “How does that feel Hanna, you did it to us girls often enough” 



Tabby twisted the nipple again. Hanna again screamed. Tabby went to the cart and picked up a clear plastic paddle. She walked up to Hanna and grabbed her hair; pulling her hair back. “Now where did they take Melissa and that little French girl?”


“Go fuck yourself, I’m not telling you anything.”


“I’m glad that you decided to play hardball as the Americans say. I want to have some fun now.”


Tabby started spanking Hanna’s ass with the paddle. She hit her as hard as she could from her knees to her back. She hit Hanna over and over. Hanna was soon screaming, and then begging for the beating to stop.


“Where is Melissa?”


“No; I don’t know.”




Tabby went back to the cart and picked up some alligator clips. She removed the plastic covers and attached them to Hanna’s nipples. Hanna screamed. Tabby started spanking Hanna again. She finally stopped after Hanna’s ass was all bruised and bleeding in several spots.



“Don’t you think she’s had enough spanking Tabby?” asked John.


“You are right John.” Tabby went back to the cart and picked up a huge dildo. She walked up behind Hanna and in one motion shoved the dildo up Hanna’s ass. Hanna screamed again. Tabby pulled it out and shoved it in again. Hanna let out a scream that was heard all over the castle.



The police rushed into the room, John turned to meet them. Captain Rural was leading his men in when he saw the scene and stopped and stared.


“She sold Melissa and won’t tell us where she is,” explained John.


“We have found sixteen women so far; all were reported missing. We are now searching the dungeons where we have been told there are more. We have also found several graves in the court yard. Apparently she was selling some women to be tortured to death. That was how she was making money to keep this place. My niece was killed that way.”


“Captain Rural, you have to arrest these people for invading my home without a warrant, killing my guards and torturing me. They are breaking the laws of Morocco.”


“Let me know when you get the information you need and we’ll arrest her,” he said looking at John.


“Did you hear what I said, arrest them. Are you stupid? Do you know who I am?”


“We will treat her as she treated the other women.”


“Rural, you stupid fucking pig, get them to release me. Do you know what I am?”


“Yes, Madame; you are a monster who does not deserve the air you are breathing. I would tell them what they want to know; because I believe the only way they will stop is if you die.”



Rural turned and left the great hall. Hanna was screaming after him calling him all kinds of names.


“Now where were we?” asked Tabby. She pulled out the dildo and shoved it back in. Hanna screamed and started crying; begging for mercy. 

“Where did you send Melissa? Tell me and we’ll end this. I liked that young girl, you will tell me.


“Fuck you, I will tell you nothing. You kill me and you’ll never find her.”



Tabby slapped Hanna’s face went to the cart and picked up a long metal rod. Then with some commotion two women who were once captured dragged Maria into the room.



Maria was kicking and screaming. She was all bloody and one of her eyes was swollen shut. The two women without a word attached her to the overhead chains and lifted her off the floor. They tore off her clothes and turned to John and Tabby.


“She was trying to act as if she were one of us. Do you know who this old bag is? This is Hanna’s mother. The old bitch was torturing us as if she were taking orders when she was the one giving them.” The woman slapped Maria’s face several times. “She knows where they sent Melissa. This one gave the orders to have the women in the graves killed.”


Tabby approached Maria with the metal rod. “Where did they take Melissa?”


“No, I don’t understand you.”



Tabby touched Maria’s naked sagging breast with the metal rod, which was a cattle prod.


“They took her too the Magdalena Estate on Ciscoes Island,” Maria screamed immediately.”


“No you old fool be quiet,” don’t tell them anything.


“How do we get there and who do we see?” asked John.


“Don’t tell them anything,” screamed Hanna again.



Tabby touched the cattle prod again to Maria’s breast again. Maria screamed.


“Please I’ll tell you all you want to know. All the information is in the computer in the office behind the green curtain. Please I can’t stand pain.”


“You can’t stand pain?” screamed Tabby. “You had no problem dishing it out.” Tabby put the prod on Maria’s pussy and let it stay there, the old woman was screaming loudly.



John finally made Tabby stop the torture. “We didn’t come here to kill them. That’s what the law is for. I just want to get back Melissa. Release them and turn them over to Rural.”



A shot rang out from the balcony above the room and then several more. John and the women dove for cover, but the firing had stopped. John jumped up but saw no one because the balcony was dark. He turned and looked at the two women that were tied to the chains, both were dead. Maria had been shot through the head, but Hanna had been shot several times. Her face was gone.



Rural came into the room and very calmly asked if John and his lady friends were ready to leave.


“What about them?” asked John.


“I will come and investigate at dawn as I was ordered. I will find them hanging there; dead. When I file my report I will put in it that I wanted to come into the castle at two o’clock in the morning and was ordered to wait until dawn. My investigation will explain how Hanna, her husband and Maria were killed by unknown assailants sometime last night. It is a shame that a successful business woman, her husband and her poor mother were killed. It could have been prevented if they had allowed us to enter the house earlier.” 

Chapter 11


The truck carrying Melissa and Freesias quickly left the castle courtyard. It went down the dirt road toward the main highway. As the truck was going down the road one of the drivers saw a flashlight off on his right side. The person who was holding the flashlight seemed to be signaling someone. He said something to the man riding beside him and was told to keep driving. 


Turning on to the main highway the truck and limousine traveled west toward the airport. In the back of the truck Melissa was lying in her box crying. She couldn’t believe that she had been sold. “How will John ever find me?” she thought. I’m going to be someone’s sex slave forever. She cried herself to sleep as the drug started to take effect. 



The truck and car arrived at the airport at a private terminal. The passengers and the two boxes were loaded onto a small private jet which immediately taxied down the runway and took off.



Two hours later the jet landed and the women were unloaded and transported to a private estate in the country. Melissa and Freesias were removed from their boxes and placed in beds in a locked room. They were left there while the drug that was given to them in Morocco wore off.



Both women slowly awoke from their slumber with pains in their heads and necks. Melissa was the first to raise her head off the pillow. She looked at Freesias who was still not entirely awake. The first thing she noticed was that while both women were naked; they were both covered with a blanket. Melissa also realized that the nipple clamps, butt plug and dildo were gone. The wrist cuffs and ankle cuffs were still on her body; but were not attached to any thing. Melissa called out to her French friend.


“Hey, you awake?”


“Yes, but my head hurts.”


“Mine too. I wonder where we are.”


“I don’t know, I remember the noise of an airplane, but I may have been dreaming.”


“I don’t remember anything after they closed the lid to the box. They removed all the restraints from me; including the butt plug. Is yours gone too?”


“Yes; but my bottom hole is very tender. I have never had anything like that done to me before.” Freesias sat up and looked at Melissa. The blanket fell away from her body exposing her breasts which bore the marks of Maria’s whip.

“I’m hungry. I wonder if Magdalena will be as cruel to us as Dupree was.”


“I do not believe so my American friend. I have spoken to her several times. The only reason she was at Dupree’s castle was because she likes to spank women and she is a lesbian. She told me once if her father ever found out she is a lesbian, he would kill her. We must be in her private estate which I believe is in Ciscoes Island. She hides her affection of women from her whole family.”



The two women heard the lock on the door being opened from the outside. They both stopped talking and waited for the door to open. When the door did open to two young boys came into the room pushing a cart with food on it. There was fruit, bread, a coffee urn and several different kinds of colored liquid in pitchers that appeared to be fruit juices. The young men rolled the cart to the center of the room, looked at the two women and turned to leave; never saying a word. When they closed the door behind them; someone locked it again. 



“We at least will be fed,” stated Melissa.



The two women jumped out of the bed and ran to the cart. There was more food on it than the two girls could possibly eat. Along with the items the girls noticed right away, there was also a tray of jams, dates and nuts. The two women pulled the cart to Melissa’s bed and began to eat. They tried a little of everything and were quite satisfied when the door opened again. 


Magdalena walked into the large room followed by a bodyguard. She was dressed in a semi-transparent dressing gown. When she walked passed the windows of the room toward the girls one could plainly see the outline of her shapely hips, legs and breasts. Her blonde hair reflected the sunlight as it flowed behind her. She walked right up to the two women with a smile on her face. 


“I hope you found the food acceptable to your western pallets? I have come to you to set some ground rules. We can be put in danger if you tell anyone why you are here.”


“What should we call you?” asked Melissa.


“You will address me as “My Lady” or “Mistress”; that is when we are not alone. When there are no others around you may address me as Magdalena.”

“What about the guard who is with you?”


“He is loyal to me and can be trusted. When we are alone, he will be there.”


“Yes, my lady,” answered Melissa. “What are the ground rules that we must obey?”


“You are my slave, Melissa and Freesias is your servant, but she will answer to me. If I decided you need to be punished and I am too busy she will be required to do so in my stead. If she fails to follow instructions; you will be punished again and she will receive double. I must have your word Freesias that you will punish her as I ask.”


“I was hoping to not have to punish her; My Lady; but I will do as you ask. I just hope Melissa does not hold it against me.”


“What are the chances of me going home?” asked Melissa.


“I will release you when I can. I paid a good deal of money for you and my father would not understand if I just released you. He is a tyrant and I would be in a lot of trouble if he found out what I have done. He has me followed all the time. He only allowed me to go to Dupree’s to get me out of his sight. This palace is guarded outside the walls. I am only allowed to leave if he gives permission. I would be flogged if I left without it. His first wife is as cruel as he is. She hates me because her two daughters are ugly. My mother is his fifth wife.”


“I thought you and your father got along,” said Melissa.


“Oh no not at all; I am a captive of his as are my two sisters. In our culture; women are worthless. The male children have all the power. My father plans to sell me next spring to an old friend of his. I am examined each time I return to see that I am still a virgin. I was examined this morning by the midwife. I hate her almost as much as my life here. I envy you Americans; I love your freedom.”

“Would you be willing to leave here if you get the chance?” asked Melissa.


“I would; but it will not happen. My life is planned. Now back to what I came to discuss with you two. Melissa will be spanked daily by either me or Freesias. This is not to be skipped and will start tomorrow. You and I will sleep together as often as possible. Melissa you will be put in bondage often and unfortunately it will be uncomfortable at times. Actually it will be painful at times. I must do this for several reasons; but mostly because I enjoy it.”


“I thought when you bought me that I was escaping all that.”


“I never promised you anything like that. I said I was not as cruel as Dupree; and I am not. You will be required to wear certain items that I enjoy seeing you in. You are beautiful and there is nothing I like better than seeing you in pain. It is why I bought you that first night.”


“I am sorry to hear that, how can we be friends if you will constantly cause me pain?”


“Because there will be as much pleasure for you as pain. You will also be humiliated. You will be required to pleasure yourself in front of others. You see I provide the entertainment for my father and his friends when they are in the great hall.”


“My Lady; you led us to believe that you were to be kind to us.” Freesias stated flatly. “Now you tell us that Melissa’s life will be a living hell.”   


“She will have ample time to recover. I can’t stay and argue with you two. I am also under supervision and bondage; just not as painful as yours will be; nor am I ever exposed to others the way Melissa will be. Your spankings start soon. I just decided since you seem ungrateful that I rescued you from Dupree; I will spank you twice a day starting tonight; once before breakfast and once before bedtime. If I decide to let Freesias spank you; she had better do it right. See the cameras in the ceiling. They are constantly running. Besides, if I don’t have you spanked; you’ll miss it. If I don’t treat you as slaves and punish you regularly they will become suspicious.”


“What will I be spanked with?” asked Melissa. 

“You will be spanked usually by hand, but sometimes a wooden paddle or whip.”

“This isn’t fair My Lady,” said Melissa.


“Nonsense, I watched you in the Dupree’s hall Melissa. You love having people watch you perform. You are a natural exhibitionist. I saw your reaction when you were required to masturbate in front of all the women.”


“She is correct Melissa,” answered Freesias.


“I still don’t like getting spanked that often.”


“You will still be spanked tonight and in the morning and every morning and night until I say so. Remember my father will be watching.”


Magdalena and her guard turned and left the room. The door was locked behind her. 



Freesias looked at Melissa and started to cry. “We are right back where we started. Her father is forcing her to act the way she does. That is why she warned us about the cameras.”


“I agree,” Melissa continued softly. “When we speak to each other we must do so discreetly. You will face me and speak in very low tones or not at all. You must do as she tells you. When she tells you to spank me you must do so. If you are told to tie me or put a device into me you must do so.”

“I will spank you because it is required, but also because I enjoy it. Does this bother you?”


“It does not matter whether it bothers me or not. The alternative is an extra punishment and you’ll be punished also. It is kind of funny; I don’t care to be spanked and you don’t care to do the spanking; yet we must both do as we are told.”


“I don’t care to spank you only because they force me. If I were your lover; I would enjoy taking you across my knee to redden your bottom. I don’t know how hard she expects me to spank you. I hope I am not required to put you into bondage as Dupree required.”


“You will do as she tells you or we will both suffer more. I am tired, and I’m going to get a nap.”



The two women returned to their beds and went to sleep. 


A few hours later a guard returned and woke Freesias. He approached the bed putting his hand over her mouth. The guard pulled her from the bed and handed Freesias a dressing gown to cover her naked body. Quietly he led her out of the room and down a long corridor.  Freesias was taken through a large wooden door outside and across a large grass area to a different building. She was ushered into a small room where there were several chairs. The guard guided her toward a chair and motioned her to sit in it. He then turned and left the room.



Several minutes later Magdalena entered the room with another older woman. The two women came into the room without a sound and sat in the chairs opposite Freesias. Someone closed and locked the door from the outside. Waiting several seconds Magdalena started to speak.



“I want you to understand what will happen starting tonight. This is not my idea, but it is that of my father’s first wife. This woman here is my mother. She is my father’s fifth wife and has no authority. Melissa and I are to be slaves to the first wife. That is how we address her. She found out why I went to get Melissa and has threatened to tell my father if I do not comply with her wishes. I thought I could hide this from her but I was wrong. She punished me just an hour ago for my attempted deceit.” 


Magdalena rose from her chair and turned toward the wall. She pushed her gown off her shoulders letting it fall to the floor. Her ass and thighs were stripped from the canning she had just received. She pulled the gown up and took her mother’s hand helping the older woman to rise. Her mother turned and her gown was lowered. Her ass and thighs had the same stripes as Magdalena’s. 


“What happened?” asked Freesias.


“We were whipped for trying to hide Melissa from the first wife. You as Melissa’s servant will punish her when required, put her in bondage; clean her as required and tend to her needs after a session.”


“What kind of session?”


“Melissa unfortunately will be the object of the first wife’s jealousy of all the other wives and their children. She has two daughters; she hates all the wives below her who have children. She treats them badly.”


“So, I am to be the instrument of her wrath?”


“You will prepare Melissa when it is required as you did with Durrest. You will spank her twice a day as if you were helping her dress. You will also prepare another young woman in the same way. This second young women will receive the same treatment as Melissa; spanked everyday until further notice. This second young woman will be put in tight restrictive bondage and punished just like Melissa.”


“Who is this second woman to be; your mother?”


“No; it will be me.”


“You are to be the second woman; my lady?”


“Yes. I will become a slave as Melissa was and is; if I do not co-operate the first wife will make my mother’s and my sisters lives very uncomfortable. In a few minutes we will go to your new quarters. It is a room attached to the room where you and Melissa have spent the day. There you will find all the items you need to do as you are told to me and Melissa. I will be moving into the room with Melissa. Nether of us will be allowed to leave the room without permission.”

“Who will give you permission to leave the room?”


“You will; but there is more. I have to tell you all the rules. This room is wired and we are being observed. Part of my punishment is the humiliation of telling you what you can and will be required to do to Melissa and me.”


“Why was I chosen and how does the first wife know I will do as she asks?”


“If you fail to do as she commands; she will put Melissa and I in the men’s dungeon and you will be sold into slavery as a prostitute.” 

“Then what you are saying is she is going to blackmail me into being cruel to you and Melissa.”


“Yes, that is exactly what she is doing. You must obey her. Melissa and I will forgive you.”


“How long will this go on?”


“I can not say.” Magdalena rolled her eyes up toward the ceiling where a microphone was hanging done well above everyone’s head.



Freesias followed Magdalena’s gaze and saw the microphone. “Well tell me now what my duties to be are?”


“You will spank us each morning and evening. When we go to a meal or just are allowed out of our rooms you will be required to put a butt plug into us; when we are to be sent to the hall to entertain quests a list of instructions will be given to you on how we are to dress. You will be required to keep us restrained when ever we are out of the room. Our arms will be required to be attached to our bodies in some way to prevent us from opening doors or climbing and we will be required to wear collars and a leash. In your room will be a closet full of harnesses, collars, paddles, butt plugs, dildos and other bondage equipment that you will be required to use from time to time.”

“Sounds like you and Melissa will be leading a miserable life.”


“The first wife plans to be as merciless as Durrest. Durrest was a friend of hers.”


“You said was, what happened to her?”


“Melissa’s husband and some of his friends tried to rescue Melissa. They missed us and Durrest was killed. He has no idea where Melissa is now.” Magdalena was nodding her head and smiling.


“I see,” answered Freesias, “when do we start all of this?”


“Tonight, when I am done telling you what must be done we will be escorted back to Melissa and we will begin. All the equipment is being moved into your new room as we speak.”


“You mean you were not finished telling me what is expected of us?”


“No, I have not told you the worst part yet.”

“What else must I know?”


“Melissa and I are no longer allowed clothing. You will be required to shave off all our body hair weekly. The only hair we are allowed is on our heads. You are not allowed to show sympathy to us or you will be punished. We are not allowed to sit unless we have some device in a lower body orifice. We will be given to the stable hands once a week. It will be your job to punish us if you find out we disobeyed. You are expected to treat us as worthless slaves.”



Suddenly the doors were unlocked and flew open. A tall black haired woman dressed in a blue flowing gown entered the room. She was followed by three female guards. 


The guards were dressed in gold uniforms. The uniforms looked like something out of a woman’s lingerie boutique. The guard’s breasts were exposed and the uniforms were cut high on the guard’s thighs. The guards wore hair pieces that were of the same gold material as their uniforms with their hair piled high behind the pieces. Each guard had a whip on her right side.



The first wife walked into the center of the room and put her hands on her hips. She glared at Magdalena; then shifted her gaze to Freesias. She snapped her fingers and one of her guards forced Freesias to her feet; pulling her up by her arms.



“You are to do as I say with this little tart and her American friend. You will do as I say because if you don’t they will suffer at the hands of our male prisoners and you will become a whore. Now you,” she pointed to Magdalena, “on you feet. What did I tell you about those clothes?”



“I was just about to finish telling Freesias her duties. I was then going to remove the dress.”


“You should have been naked when you entered the room. Now get that dress off and bend over the back of this chair.” The first wife pulled a chair away from the wall. 


Magdalena removed the dress. One of the female guards took it from her and ripped it into two pieces. Magdalena bent over the chair; her hands went to the seat to support herself. Within a few seconds the whip one of the guards held fell upon Magdalena’s naked flesh. The female guard whipped Magdalena ass and thighs over and over until the young woman was crying. The stripes could be seen clearly by Freesias.


“That’s enough for now. Freesias; you will spank both of these sluts every morning and night until further notice. When I see them in the morning their ass had better be red; or yours will be. I have cameras and microphones in the rooms where you girls will live. I won’t be watching all the time; but you’ll never know when I am. Do I make myself clear?”


“Yes first wife, very clear.” 
~*~



John, Bill and Gabe were getting ready to search the castle when LaFoote came to them dragging a semi clad female. She was dressed in a flimsy night gown. LaFoote was pulling on her left arm and she was trying to pull back in the opposite direction. The woman was yelling at LaFoote in French.


“What’s she saying?” John asked looking at Gabe.


“She’s calling him a dirty rotten son of a bitch. She is not happy that he is bringing her to us.”


“Ah, my American friends; this piece of; how do you Americans say; yes this piece of trash was hiding in a closet with one of Durrest’s guards. She was one of the women who mistreated the prisoners here. You will notice that she has no marks on her. You will also notice how she keeps spitting on me.” He slapped the woman across the face and said something to her in French. 


“What will we do with her?” asked Gabe.


“She knows where the secret rooms are that we have yet to investigate. This was told to me by one of the women that we just freed. She refuses to tell me where the room is.”


“Let me ask her,” said Tabby.


“She does not speak English,” answered LaFoote.


“Yes she does,” answered Tabby, “I’ve heard her speak to Melissa. 



Tabby stepped forward gabbing the French woman’s hair. She took the long hair and twisted it around her hand and lifted the woman up so she had to stand on her toes. 



“Now you listen to me honey, these men are gentlemen and won’t hit a woman. I on the other hand am a tired hungry vengeful bitch! You tell me what we want to know or you’ll wish you were never born.”



The French woman spit at Tabby, “Fuck you; you Australian whore.”



 She never saw Tabby’s left hand until it crashed into the side of her head. Tabby pulled the French woman’s hair higher causing her to scream.


“Now we are going to ask you again, where’s the bloody room that Dupree kept all the records of her transactions?”



The French woman did not answer. Tabby reached out with her free hand and grabbed the French woman’s nipple on her right breast. Tabby pinched and twisted the nipple. The French woman screamed. Tabby twisted it harder.



“I’ll rip this bloody tit right off you chest you little fucking bitch. Where’s the room?”


The French woman pointed to a large panel on the west wall of the great hall that was void of any furniture. She pointed and screamed as Tabby tightened her grip on the breast.


Gabe quickly walked over to the wall and started tapping it with his hand, “it is hollow boss.”


“How do we open the wall?” asked Tabby. She pulled on the French woman’s breast again when she didn’t answer fast enough.


“There’s a switch behind the portrait,” she screamed.


“I told you she spoke English,” Tabby exclaimed. “Now get out of my sight before I forget there are men here and I stick a mop handle up your pussy like you did to that little Oriental girl.” 



Tabby released the French woman who ran toward the open door which she had been dragged through. She got half way to the door when a small framed woman stepped in front of her. She was Oriental, about five foot tall and very thin. She grabbed the French woman by the hair from behind with both hands; as she ran by; throwing her to the floor.



“Remember me bitch?” she asked kicking the French woman. “Here let me remind you,” She lifted the robe she was wearing; exposing her sex. “Remember when you shaved me with that kitchen knife and cut me to ribbons.” She kicked the French woman again.



John came up behind the Oriental girl and grabbed her in his arms. He picked her off the floor without hurting her; yet confining her so she could not strike him. As he picked her up she started to cry.


“Stop kicking her. What’s done is done, you do not want to become like them. Let her go. The police will arrest her when she leaves the building.”


The Oriental girl turned to John burying her face in his chest and began to cry. John held her for some time until she calmed down. The French woman got up and ran out the door.



“Hey, boss; look what we found,” Bill shouted from the now open panel. 


“What you got Bill?”



John entered the room still holding the Oriental girl in his arms carrying her like a small child. Inside the office were several desks. Each had a computer. The men had all the computers turned on. There were files with the captured girl’s names, countries of origin and to whom they were sold. Melissa’s name was not on any list because she had just been sold that day. There was also a list of women who were dead, how much they had been sold for and who killed them. Each file contained pictures along with the names and descriptions.  



“Why would anyone keep all this information,” asked Tabby.


“I would imagine so she could blackmail them when she needed more money,” answered Gabe. “She was selling these women and then blackmailing the buyers. Nice racket.”


“What are we going to do with all this information,” asked Bill.


“I know what to do with it,” answered Gabe. He went to one of the computers and placed all the files into folders. He transferred all the folders to one computer. He then opened an internet server and went to his private email account. He hit the button that said “compose mail”. He attached the folders to an open letter. When they were done; which took about five minutes; he noticed all his old and new friends watching him. He never said another word, but addressed an email to; InspectorRoscoeAdams@ScotlandYard.gb. In the body of the letter he wrote a simple message, Roscoe, Merry Christmas, your friend Gabe. He sent the message and marked it urgent. 


“What will he do with all those files?” asked Tabby.


“I would say in the next few days there will be arrests and rescues around the world,” answered Bill. I know Roscoe too. He’s the British agent in charge on Interpol in England.”


“What about Melissa?” asked John.


“There’s no mention of her here anywhere,” remarked Bill. “But we know she was purchased by a woman named Magdalena of Ciscoes Island and her name is in here. She is a Muslim, and here it says under her name that although she acts as if she were free; she is under orders from her father. It also says that in November she is to be brought here and trained to be sold.”


“A father selling his own daughter into this life?” remarked Tabby.


“They don’t rate women very high in their society, even there daughters,” remarked John. “They are treated like cattle to be sold to the highest bidder.”

“Well we have a name and we know where Ciscoes Island is. When do we leave?” asked Bill.

“That’s a long way from here guys, I really don’t know what to do,” answered John. “I love her and will try to get her back, but this is my problem. I can’t ask you guys to risk prison or death to rescue my wife.”


“Monsieur, you don’t need to ask; I am going with you. I have not had so much adventure since I married my third wife.”


“LaFoote this is not even any of your business,” remarked John.


“You have rescued the women here that were taken from my country. I promised you I would help you get back your love; not all Frenchmen are cowards. I made you a promise and I intend to keep it, Monsieur.”


“We’re going too; John. You just try to keep us away,” exclaimed Bill.


“I am going to,” remarked Tabby. “You may need someone to interrogate women again.

“I don’t know what to say.”


“How about what you always said in Afghanistan. We need to make some plans boys.”


“I can’t let you invade Ciscoes Island, John,” called out Washburn.


“You got no say in the matter,” answered Gabe. 


The men and the woman with them turned to Washburn and leveled their guns at him. Tabby took a step toward Washburn with a large knife that suddenly appeared in her hand.



“Wait, you didn’t let me finish. I was about to say; that I can’t let you invade Cypress with out me.”



“Well looks like I got me a little invasion force,” remarked John. “We’ll need to check out all this equipment that is in this castle, maybe we can use some of it.”

“There is a warehouse full of military gear on the south wall. There’s also an old Vietnam era helicopter that looks like it has seen regular use lately,” Paul Washburn remarked. “Well don’t look at me that way; I didn’t just come along for the ride you know.”

They all started to laugh. Under his breath Gabe remarked, “Ciscoes Island; you got trouble coming.”

Chapter 12

At six am the following morning the lock on the door was turned and Freesias walked into the room briskly. She was wearing a black and gold floor length robe that was buttoned just below her breasts, but was opened from there to the floor. As she walked forward it opened exposing her neatly trimmed pubic hair, long sleek legs and thighs. Her breasts were only partially covered. Her hair had been styled and was piled high on her head just like the guards who followed her. In her right hand she carried an oval paddle, which she allowed to swing in rhythm with her stride. She walked right up to Magdalena’s bed and threw back the covers exposing the young woman’s naked body. 



“Get up both of you. Your new life starts today. I am here to give you your morning spankings. Magdalena you know the rules and you were told to explain them to Melissa; so it should be no surprise to you that I am here.”



She grabbed a chair and the two naked women now stood in front of her. She grabbed Magdalena and guided her across her lap. She put her arm around the girl’s waist and held her there.



“Now let me explain something to both of you. I did not want this job; I tried to avoid it; but I’m stuck. You two will obey me. If you get me in trouble and I get punished; I’ll double yours. I have decided that I can no longer be your friend because I am to be your mistress. You will address me as “My Lady” or “Ma’am”. You will be spanked hard when you deserve it and you will be prepared as the first wife instructs me. I can not show you any sympathy so get used to this life. As for you young lady,” she slapped Magdalena’s ass with her open hand, “you are to be trained by me so that your father can sell you in the spring at auction. He was planning to have you sold by Durrest in November; but you know what happened. So now let us three begin our new lives.”


Freesias started slapping Magdalena’s ass with her hand. She slapped the right cheek several times before moving to the other side. When each cheek was red she started with the paddle. Magdalena was sobbing from the hard spanking. She smacked Magdalena’s ass over and over until she reached one hundred. 



One of the guards lifted Magdalena to her feet while the second guard escorted Melissa to the chair. Melissa was lowered into place and Freesias started slapping her ass without any warning. When Melissa’s ass was red; Freesias switched to the paddle. She started at Melissa’s thighs and worked her way up leaving little of the young woman’s ass unspanked. Melissa was soon crying from the pain of the spanking.


When the spankings were over Freesias stood and started to leave; heading for the door that was always locked. She stopped in mid stride and turned to talk to the girls.


“You will both shower and do what ever you do in the morning. I will send some food here for you to eat. When I come back in an hour I have to make you two presentable to be interviewed by the first wife. She is planning a tea party this morning and you two are to be the entertainment. When I return; you will both be put in bondage before the audience. Just thought I’d tell you so you will have something to think about while you are eating. “


Freesias left the room where her two former friends were crying from the spankings they had just received.


A few minutes later a young guard entered the room pushing a cart with food and drink on it for the two women. There were several different kinds of fruit and breads on it along with coffee and juice. The guard stared at the two naked women for several moments and then quickly turned and left the food; locking the door behind him.



“I’m going to shower first,” said Melissa, then I’ll eat. Is my ass as red as yours?”


“Yes; she spanked us but she could have done it much harder,” Magdalena answered softly. “Her heart is not really in it. She does not like spanking us.”


“Speak softly or they will over hear us and we’ll get her in trouble; she likes spanking women but not punishing them. She told me. I wonder what kind of bondage we will be put in before we go to the interview with the first wife?” asked Melissa.


“I remember being told that we will not be allowed out of this room unless we are wearing a butt plug at the least.”


“I hate those things. They make me feel controlled.”


“That’s the whole idea. The first wife will want us to do some kind of performance. She can be very cruel when she wants to be. When I was younger there was a maid that displeased her; she sold the maid to someone even though the maid had a young child and a husband. The husband made a complaint to my father and the first wife had him jailed on a trumped up charge. The child was shipped off to her grandparents.”

“That’s really mean. What kind of performance would she require from us?”


“I really am not sure; but she found out I like women. I would assume it to be something along those lines. She will probably require you and me to do something. I thought you were going to shower?”



Without another word Melissa turned and left the room for the bathroom. Soon the water could be heard running as Magdalena started to eat her breakfast. She went into the bathroom before Melissa finished and took a quick shower. Mellissa was still in the shower when Magdalena finished and dried herself.


Magdalena was resting on the bed and sat up when Melissa exited the bathroom. Melissa went to the cart and started to eat her breakfast when the door was unlocked and Freesias entered the room with two female guards; one of which was pushing a cart.  There were several restraint items on the cart that could not be seen by the two young captives. The guards moved the cart to the center of the room and stopped. Freesias stood there with her hands on her hips looking at her two former friends.


“Both of you get over to that wall,” Freesias said pointing to the only blank wall in the room. “Face the wall and put your hands on your head. Melissa, loose the towel, what did I tell you about covering up?”



Melissa laid the towel on the bed and went to stand next to her friend on the wall. Magdalena stood as directed with her hands on her head. 



“Melissa, let me explain something to you; I’ve been directed to tell you that if you do not obey; you will be whipped and sent to the stables for a day; where the stable hands will have free use of your body. I am told that it would be a quite painful and humiliating experience.” 


“Now this morning I am to bring you two in front of the first wife. She wishes to tell you what is expected of you personally.”



“Magdalena; she knows of your lesbian activities and will tell your father if you do not follow instructions; and you know what that means. He will either have you executed or sold as a whore.”



 “You will both hear about all that later. I am here to prepare you for an audience.”



Freesias walked up behind the women and bent over to look at their buttocks. “You will both need to be spanked again. I am to bring you to the great hall; where there are several quests; with red asses. First I must prepare you. I will not be giving you enemas today, but in the future that may be a requirement. Melissa; you are first. Come over here to this bed.”



Melissa slowly walked toward Freesias. One of the guards grabbed her right arm to hurry her along. The guard pushed Melissa to the bed and forced her to bend over. Melissa put her arms straight out with her hands flat on the bed to support her shoulders. Freesias came up behind her and pushed Melissa’s head down; so her bottom was sticking straight up. With one of her hands she slapped the inside of Melissa’s thighs until Melissa spread them.


Freesias put on a rubber glove and stuck two fingers into a jar of lubricant. Going to Melissa; she spread her ass cheeks and then pushed two fingers into Melissa’s ass hole. She pushed her fingers in and out several times lubricating the entrance. 




Removing her fingers; Freesias lubricated a butt plug that she had picked up off the cart and pushed it into Melissa. She tapped it several times to be sure it was all the way in as Melissa groaned.



“Stop your whining; that’s not the first time I’ve put a plug in there. Now stand up; hands on your head.”


Freesias turned to the cart and removed a leather harness and several cuffs. She handed two of the cuffs to one of the guards who immediately place them on Melissa’s ankles. The harness had a collar, a strip of leather four inches wide with several D rings and a belt to go around the waist that also had several D rings on it. Freesias placed the harness around Melissa’s neck and closed the clasp. She then locked the belt tightly in place around Melissa’s waist.


Freesias returned to the cart and picked up a leather cuff that had a strap attached to it and another larger cuff. Freesias then reached up; taking Melissa’s right wrist in her hand. She placed the smaller cuff on the wrist and the larger cuff on Melissa’s arm just above the elbow. She them took a small length of leather tying the upper cuff to the strap attached to the back of Melissa’s collar. She repeated the procedure to the left arm.


Freesias then attached the wrists to the belt. This forced Melissa to stand straight up. Her elbows being forced back made Melissa’s breasts thrust up and out. The final piece to the bondage was a set of nipple clamps; which were put on Melissa’s nipples bringing tears to her eyes.




“Now go back to the wall and stand still. Magdalena; it’s your turn.”



Magdalena moved to the bed and bent over as Melissa had done. The whole procedure was repeated, but Magdalena had little experience with a butt plug and cried out when it was inserted. She also failed to rise fast enough for Freesias; who grabbed her by the hair forcing her to stand. Finally she too was in harness and sent to the wall.




Freesias said something to one of the guards who left the room. “You will stand there for ten minutes, we are early and we have plenty of time.”



The female guard returned carrying a paddle. She handed the paddle to Freesias who walked up behind the two women. She started spanking Melissa with the paddle; striking Melissa’s ass over and over again. Melissa soon was sobbing. When Melissa’s ass was quite red Freesias moved to Magdalena and started spanking her. She too began to sob as spank after spank landed on her already aching ass.



“That was refreshing,” remarked Freesias. “Now I will take you two to get your hair washed and set. Unfortunately for you if your asses don’t remain red; I’ll have to spank you again before we go to the hall. Follow me.”



Two hours later; the naked young women having had their hair done and having been spanked again before they entered the great hall, were escorted to the right side of the hall across from where the guests sat. The guests were all middle aged women. Magdalena’s mother; who avoided her daughter’s eyes; was there as well as several of her father’s other wives. Many of the women were pointing at the two young women and laughing. Melissa and Magdalena were forced to kneel on a pad on the marble floor. 



“Ladies, I have before you my new toys,” said the first wife. “Many of you know Magdalena. She had the nerve to believe she could buy herself a female lover without my knowledge. The blonde girl is an American that Magdalena purchased; she is also a sex slave trained by Madame Durrest. Today we will see these two women perform for us. But before that happens I must speak to them; so if you ladies will go to the dinning area where my staff has coffee and cakes for you to pass some time together.”


The women all rose as one and moved off to the dinning room, once they were all inside the doors were closed. The only women left in the great hall were Magdalena, Melissa, Freesias and the first wife.



The first wife walked over to where the two bound women were kneeling. She stood there and looked at them with a sinister smile on her face.



“You thought you were so smart Magdalena, buying this female for your own. How did you expect to get an expense that large past me without my knowledge? Do you think I am that stupid?”




Magdalena didn’t answer. The first wife reached down grabbing one of Magdalena’s nipples with the clamp on it a twisting. Magdalena let out a howl and began crying. The first wife released the nipple and grabbed Magdalena’s hair forcing her head back. The first wife slapped Magdalena’s face several times. She pulled Magdalena’s head further back.



“You will be treated like a common slave as long as you are here. We will train you to serve anyone I choose. In November you will be auctioned off to a group that I will hand select. I can assure you that I will pick only the cruelest men I know. Your life of privilege is over. You are the daughter of a fifth wife and you had the nerve of putting your self before my daughters. You are nothing but a slut. Today before I allow you to entertain my guests; I have little surprise for your mother. I have been given permission from your father to punish her for allowing you to carry on without my permission. She will be stripped and spanked in front of everyone.”


“You’re a monster. You are jealous because your daughters are fat and ugly. You are just an old bitch who……….”



The slap could be heard echoing off the walls. She hit Magdalena so hard that Magdalena fell to the floor. The first wife then kicked Magdalena several times. She then reached down grabbing the younger woman by the hair and dragging her back to her knees.



“When we are finished here; Freesias; she is to be taken to the stables for the rest of the day. She is to be tied over a railing so she is totally accessible for all the stable boys. While she is there I want her spanked after each boy finishes. Tonight she is to be tied to a post in her room and kept awake all night. Tomorrow she returns to the stables. Make sure you tell them who she is. Call me an old bitch will you?”



The first wife walked away from Magdalena and started for the door to the dinning area; when she suddenly stopped and turned. “I want that American whore put in the stables also.” She went thru the doors to where her guests were; closing the door behind her.



“Now you’ve done it Magdalena; she’ll keep you two in the stables for a week.”


“I’m sorry Melissa,” Magdalena said ignoring Freesias.


“I know it’s not your fault. She was just looking for a reason to punish us. Freesias; don’t talk to us as you hate us. I know why you are doing what she tells you so readily. She is threatening your two sisters.”


“How did you know that?”


“I didn’t really, I guessed and you just confirmed it.”


“You Americans are a smart people,” remarked Magdalena, “I never would have thought so.”

“Freesias, you must do as she tells you so that your sisters will be safe.


The door from the dinning area suddenly opened. The women who had been eating came into the room. They all followed the first wife who took her throne like seat in front side of the room. The two bound women were still on the right and the older women were on the left. 



“Ladies in a few minutes we will have my two new slaves put on a show for us. The will be forced to make love to each other.  You see Magdalena does not particularly like men; she prefers women. We’ll see how well she makes love to them. I also have a task to perform that I will simply adore. You see one of you wives has been breaking the rules and now you will pay.” 



A door opened opposite the first wife’s chair and an odd looking contraption covered by a blanket was wheeled into the room and placed in the middle of the floor. The wheels were set so it would not role and the blanket covering it was removed. To Melissa, Magdalena and Freesias is was obviously a spanking bench. 




The two captives looked at each other with fear in their eyes. They both knew what this device was used for and were not looking forward to it. They had already been told they would be spanked here, but what else was planned, they wondered.



The first wife stood and smiled. Pointing to the device; she asked, “does everybody know what this is? Well in case you don’t; it is a spanking bench. The victim is forced to kneel here,” she pointed to the lower padded rail. “Then she is made to bend over the center and her arms, waist and thighs are secured in place. Once secured we turn this crank,” she pointed to the crank handle on the side of the unit, “and we spread her legs. She is then accessible for spankings, whippings, and any sexual assault we can think of either by man or machine. We will use this device in a minute but first I want to call the fifth wife to come and stand before me.”


Magdalena’s mother; known as the fifth wife stood up and walked to stand in front of the first wife. Magdalena’s mother was as beautiful as Magdalena. She was about thirty five years old and was very fit. She walked to the front of the hall with a look of fear in her eyes. 



“Your daughter who is bound and kneeling there,” she pointed at Magdalena “took it upon herself to buy an American slave. She thought she could just sneak her in here without my knowledge or permission. You allowed this to happen. You could have stopped her. You allowed her to go to Durrest’s castle and go unescorted. You put your daughter ahead of mine which is not allowed by my rules. My daughters are first in everything. Your daughter had the nerve to tell me that my daughters are fat and ugly.” 



Several women chuckled. “Silence, how dare you? Your daughter is undisciplined and a tramp. What’s more she is a lesbian. This is your fault entirely. I told our husband years ago to sell you and that little tramp; but he said he cared for you. This morning I talked to our husband and he agreed that you are lacking in discipline and need to be punished.”



The fifth wife started to back up. The first wife signaled the guards who grabbed the fifth wife and escorted her to the spanking bench. The two guards held her as a third started stripping away her clothing. The fifth wife started to cry. Now naked she was pushed to the spanking bench.



“Stop it,” cried Magdalena, “it was my fault not hers.”


“Be quiet, you’ll be getting yours soon enough before you are sent to the stables with the American whore.”



Magdalena’s mother was secured to the spanking bench. The first wife walked to the back of the bench and began spanking her ass. She slapped it over and over. The fifth wife was crying when she finally stopped. 



The first wife signaled a guard who handed her a paddle. The first wife started spanking the red ass before her with the paddle very hard. The fifth wife was openly crying. The first wife slapped her ass over and over. The crying was loud and could be heard all over the hall. She slapped her ass cheeks and thighs. The spanking continued until the fifth wife’s ass was bruised and bleeding in some spots.


“Get her up and have her kneel next to her daughter.”



 As the fifth wife was helped to her feet; the first wife grabbed her chin and pulled her face close to her own. “This is not over. I wanted to send you to the stables for a week but the husband would not allow it. I will convince him that you need this. In the meantime; I am going to spank you daily for a week. Put her next to her lesbian daughter. Then bring the daughter to me.”



The fifth wife was pushed toward where her daughter was kneeling. The guards walked at a very quick pace half dragging the fifth wife. They turned her around so she was facing the guests and pushed into a kneeling position.



The guards grabbed Magdalena and then escorted her to the spanking bench. She was forced to kneel on the lower rail and then secured in place. The first wife started spanking her immediately with the paddle. Magdalena tried to be brave but was soon crying as loud as her mother. The first wife slapped Magdalena’s ass over and over. The spanking continued until Magdalena’s ass resembled that of her mother. 


“Now get her out of here and bring me the American. I have not spanked someone of such fair skin and I long to see how red I can make it.”



Melissa was escorted to the bench and was quickly secured in place. This time however the first wife started spanking her by hand. She slapped Melissa’s ass over and over making it very red. She slapped Mellissa’s ass from the tops of her thighs to her lower back; and then she suddenly stopped. The first wife reached down and turned the crank forcing Melissa’s legs to spread. 



Reaching between Melissa’s spread thighs; the first wife shoved two fingers into Melissa’s pussy. Melissa was sopping wet. The first wife worked the two fingers in and out several times.



“She is as wet as a cow in heat. She likes being spanked. She likes being abused; I should have known. She is an American; where all women are known to be sluts.”


Melissa was beet red with humiliation. She was very wet and her pussy was dripping especially since the first wife had put her fingers into her pussy. 



“Stand her up,” the first wife said to no one in particular. “I just got a great idea. If you two put on a good enough show; I’ll let you go to your rooms with Freesias instead of the stables today. If your show does not satisfy us; I’ll increase your stable time to a week. Magdalena; you will still be punished again for the little temper tantrum you threw earlier. Get that lesbian over here and bring me that couch.”



Magdalena was escorted to where Melissa was waiting and the low wide couch was pushed in front of them. A cart was also brought over and left beside the couch. On the cart was a basin of water, wash cloths and several dildos. The two women looked at the table and blushed. They knew what was coming.



Pointing to two of her guards, “remove their butt plugs and wash them, then remove their harnesses; I will remove the nipple clamps.”


The first wife walked up to Melissa and Magdalena and yanked off the nipple clamps while the guards were doing as ordered. Both young women screamed and then blushed as their bodies were washed by the guards while everyone watched. The guards washed them and pushed fingers into the captives holes as far as they could.



“Now I want you two to make love to each other while we watch. The first one to have an orgasm gets to spank Magdalena’s mother again, the one who orgasms the most will use the strap-on on the other. If you two don’t put on a good show you’ll both go to the stables when you’re done.”



Magdalena embraced Melissa and started to kiss her on the cheek then moved to Melissa’s mouth. Melissa was gently rubbing Magdalena’s nipples. She returned Magdalena’s kisses and moved to her neck. The held their embrace for several minutes.


Magdalena pulled Melissa to the couch and sat; forcing the other girl to sit beside her. Magdalena gently pried open Melissa’s thighs and started playing with her pussy. She gently rubbed Melissa’s clitoris. Melissa who was already hot started panting hard. Magdalena kept fingering the love button until Melissa had an orgasm. Melissa cried out with pleasure and then turned a deep red when she realized that this meant she would spank Magdalena’s mother.



Melissa pushed Magdalena on her back and started kissing her neck. She slowly kissed a path to Magdalena’s breasts. Taking each breast in turn she licked the nipples and kissed it. She pushed her face between Magdalena’s breasts and kissed the area between. She kept working lower until she reached Magdalena’s belly. She then reached down and started fingering her lover’s pussy. Magdalena started breathing hard and Melissa increased the pressure and the speed with which she was rubbing Magdalena’s clitoris. Magdalena moaned and finally cried out as she exploded into ecstasy.



Melissa then slid down to Magdalena’s body to her pussy, kissing her belly button and slowly kissing her way lower; using her tongue to make love to her friend. She started darting her tongue in and out of Magdalena’s hot pussy while Magdalena pushed on Melissa’s head. Magdalena came again almost immediately.



Magdalena pulled Melissa up so she could kiss her again and turned Melissa on her back and started kissing her breasts. Magdalena gently sucked on Melissa’s nipples and started fingering Melissa’s pussy again. 



Melissa reached down and pulled her lovers thighs up so the women were in a sixty-nine position. Melissa started tonguing Magdalena’s pussy again. She then slid a finger into the woman’s pussy until it hit the virgin’s barrier while she sucked on her clitoris. She gently pushed; but Magdalena tensed because of the pain. Melissa pulled her finger out of Magdalena’s pussy and slid it into her ass hole. She gently fucked the young woman’s ass as she continued to lick Magdalena’s pussy. 



Both young women had an orgasm then collapsed in exhaustion. The other women who were watching started to applause. The two young women blushed red and separated when they sat up.



“You two seem to have had a lot of practice doing that. I promised you that if you put on a good show you would not have to go to the stables today. So let’s get on with the awards. Melissa; you will spank the fifth wife and you had better do a good job or I will spank you both again. As soon as the spanking is over; you will take her place on the spanking bench and Magdalena will use the strap-on on you. I think I want her to fuck you up the ass with this one.” The first wife held up a ten inch monster dildo. “Magdalena if you don’t do a good job; I’ll do it to both of you with this one,” she held up a much larger dildo. “And Magdalena; I’ll take your virginity.”



The fifth wife was pulled to the spanking bench and secured in place. Melissa was pushed behind her and was handed a leather strap. It was about eighteen inches long. The handle was six inches and the twelve inch spanking end was split into two pieces. Melissa started spanking the bruised ass of Magdalena’s mother. She started slowly, but the first wife yelled for her to spank harder. Melissa picked up the pace and the severity of the spanks while the older woman screamed in pain. She slapped the older woman’s ass and thighs. She then tried to spank her in areas that had not yet been bruised. Melissa even spanked the older woman’s pussy. Finally the first wife had seen enough and stopped the beating.



“You came vey close to taking her place American; the only reason you didn’t is because you would have enjoyed it. When did you discover that you enjoyed being spanked?”


“Not until today when you pushed your fingers into me; Ma’am.”


“Are you telling me the truth?”


“Yes Ma’am. I never realized it until you pushed you fingers into me and I orgasmed.”


“And tell us where did I put my fingers?”


“You put them into my body, Ma’am”


“Where did I put them exactly?” 

Melissa blushed, “You put them in my pussy Ma’am.”



Laughing; “how quaint; you’ll make love to another woman while twenty people watch but I have to coerce you to say the word pussy. Put her on the bench, time for her to get screwed up the ass.”



Melissa resisted but was grabbed by the two female guards and forced into position on the spanking bench.  When she was secured the first wife turned the crank and spread Melissa’s legs as far as they would go. In the meantime the guards were putting the strap-on harness around Magdalena’s waist. 


Magdalena began to cry, she didn’t want to do this to her friend, but had no choice; the alternative was far more difficult to imagine. Melissa and Magdalena would have a much harder time if Magdalena failed to satisfy the first wife.



Magdalena positioned herself behind Melissa and watched as the female guard put on a rubber glove and pushed two well lubricated fingers into Melissa’s ass hole. The guard worked them in and out several times before removing them putting on more lubricant and pushing a third finger into Melissa as she groaned in pain. 



Magdalena started slowly entering Melissa’s ass with the large lubricated dildo when the first wife came up behind Magdalena and pushed on the woman’s hips with both hands forcing the huge dildo to go into Melissa in one swift motion. Melissa screamed at the sudden invasion.



“Now fuck her hard. If I can’t punish her with spanking; I’ll have it done this way. Be sure you do it hard or I’ll do it with the larger one and you’ll join her. While you are fucking her ass I’ll be whipping yours.”



The first wife started spanking Magdalena with the strap that had been used on her mother. She slapped the poor young woman’s ass as hard as she could. The sound of the spanking echoed through the hall.



Magdalena started thrusting the dildo into Melissa faster and harder. Melissa was encouraging her so as not to have to go through this again. 



Melissa was soon crying from the pain; and then her cries turned to pants as waves of pleasure soon swept through her body. This was immediately noticed by the first wife.


“Dam is there any pain that this girl does not enjoy,” screamed the first wife as Melissa had another orgasm; “stop; enough already.”



The first wife turned to Freesias who had watched all that had happened. “I want you to take them back to their rooms. I want you to spank Magdalena while the American watches. Then put them in bondage and secured to their beds so they can’t touch each other. Tomorrow morning after their morning spankings give them each an enema and send them to the stables for the day.”



“You promised us that if we put on a good show we wouldn’t go to the stables,” screamed Melissa.


“You believed me? You believed that I would honor my word to a slut slave? Besides I didn’t send you to the stables; today. You’ll be going tomorrow. Get them out of here and do as I told you.”



Four female guards and Freesias dragged the two crying women out of the great hall back to there bedrooms.

~*~


Bill, Gabe and John went into the equipment shed at the far end of the compound. It was very dark inside and a light switch could not be located. They slowly moved around the equipment; but had a difficult time in discovering what they were looking at. 



Suddenly the lights went on and the whole shed was as bright as day. LaFoote walked into the shed, “I found a generator outside and turned it on. I’m glad to see it worked.”  


They soon could see all kinds of military hardware. Most of it was in unopened boxes. Some were in English, but many more were in foreign languages. The men started opening the boxes and discovered weapons, explosives and other military gear.



John, Gabe and Bill continued to search the shed. The decided what they needed and started to pack it out side. They took assault rifles, climbing gear and some explosives. 


“I would sure wish we had found some amphibious gear since we are going to an island in the middle of an ocean,” stated John flatly. “We have enough weapons.”

“I know what you mean boss; but we can make due. Hey I got an idea; why don’t we take some of this stuff and trade it for what we need?”


“Not a bad idea; but what about Washburn; he’d never allow it.”


“I won’t allow what?” answered Washburn as he walked into the large shed.


“We have everything we need except how to cross water,” said John


“I know a guy near here who has a boat and all the water gear we’ll need,” Washburn answered. “There’s a lot of ordinance here and he can use it. Of course, I don’t mean the explosives or the rifles.”


“What you gear do you mean?” asked Gabe.


“Well the chopper for one, it has a bad router and needs repair; we couldn’t get far in it. I think we can trade him the chopper, the medical supplies and the MRE’s for a boat and all the gear we need.”

“What about the explosives and weapons,” asked Bill


“Take what we need; leave the rest. I’ll have a Seal Team come in here in two hours to destroy the rest. There’s an amphibious operation going on an hour from here by air.”


“Nice to have connections,” said John. 

 “You guys load what you want outside. We’ll load it into the truck and by that time everything else will be arraigned.”


“I don’t like it boss; seemed too easy,” remarked Gabe



LaFoote brought a truck around. The men refueled the truck from some drums of fuel they found and then loaded it. They took some assault rifles, communication equipment, explosives and food. They also found some boots for LaFoote and some better clothing for him. It took about an hour for the men to get everything ready. The five men loaded into the truck and left the compound. 



Washburn sat in front with John and LaFoote as they were leaving the compound; three helicopters were landing at the castle. The men watched them land.



“Are those ours?” asked John.


“Yep; they sure are. They are going to take all that equipment and either destroy it or confiscate it. I looked at some of those numbers on the crates and a lot of that stuff is stolen. This Durrest was running a black market.”

“There’s a lot of hardware in this truck. You sure you’re guy will give us what we need?”


“We’ll never see him. We go to the pier; take what we want off the truck get on the boat and go. We leave the truck and everything else. He’ll pick it up.”



The truck carrying the four Americans and the Frenchman arrived at the pier after an hour drive. They drove right down to the end of the pier where a small trawler type boat was docked. Although there were men and woman walking around the docking area; nobody seemed to notice them. They unloaded there equipment and boarded the boat. They walked onto the main deck and three men were standing there holding weapons pointed at John and Bill.


“Shit,” John exclaimed. “Hey Paul we have a problem.”


“No we don’t,” answered Washburn.


Washburn said something in French and the men put down their weapons. They shook hands and one of the men turned and went below. Soon the engines started. The other two Frenchmen went topside and released the mooring lines and the boat pulled away into the night. The sun would be up soon and it was getting light out.


“Do they know where we are going?” asked John.


“They know,’ assured Washburn. “I had him throw in these three guys for the helicopter.”


“Good, I’d like to get some sleep, can we trust these guys?”


“We can trust them. There our agents,” answered Paul, “We have about twenty hours of traveling to do anyway. So get some sleep.”


Several hours later there was a commotion on the bridge. The three crew men were shouting in French; arguing. John, Gabe and Bill ran topside; LaFoote was already there. 



“What’s going on?”


“They have received a distress call from a small ship carrying refugees. The refugees have come under fire from some pirates,” LaFoote continued. “They are begging for help. They have only old men; women and small children aboard. They are only a few minutes away. What do we do gentlemen?”


“I would not be able to sleep tonight if I knew we abandoned women and children to those dirty bastards; John,” remarked Gabe.


“I agree,” said John. “LaFoote; tell them to intercept the pirates and we’ll stop them.”



With a smile on his face; LaFoote spoke in French and the boat immediately changed course and increased speed. “My grandfather was right,” remarked LaFoote.



Washburn came up from below, “What’s going on? Why did we pick up speed?”


“We are making; how do you Americans say; ah yes; a detour,” said LaFoote.


“Gabe; go get a couple of those LAWS out of the storage area. We are going to do a drive by sinking.”

“Yeah, right boss, that’s not a bad idea.”


“LaFoote tell the pilot to go right past the refugees at high speed and head for the pirates. I don’t want to cross their paths just go by them at about one hundred meters.” Understand?


“Yes boss; I understand,” he winked at John.


“Gabe you two get ready, they are over the horizon.”

 

LaFoote went to the pilot house and spoke to the pilot. Gabe and Bill were sitting on the deck holding two LAWS; which are light anti-tank weapon systems. 





The fast boat the Americans were on came on the scene quickly. They went right by the refugees who were waving franticly. The men showed absolutely no emotion as they passed the frightened people on the fleeing boat. There were mostly women and children on board. There were crying and pleading for help. The Americans ignored them and looked away.



Seeing that the passing boat was ignoring the refugees the pirates did not react to the on coming craft, although they kept a close eye on them. 



The boat carrying the Americans and the Frenchmen did not slow down or turn. When they were beside the pirates John shouted, “Now.”



Gabe and Bill quickly stood up aimed the LAWS, but LaFoote wanted to watch; luckily John grabbed him and threw him to the deck as the men fired the rockets. 



The pirates did not have time to react as the rockets were fired. The first one hit the pilot house blowing it up in a ball of flame. The second hit the engines which started to burn and then the ship exploded; killing all aboard.



The radio on the boat started chattering as the refugee boat was broadcasting gratitude. They were talking so fast that it was very hard to understand them.



The men kept going; getting back on course. Washburn got on the radio and broadcast the position of the refugees to the U.S. Navy ships operating in the area. He was assured they would be picked up. 



The boat left the scene and quickly put the burning pirate ship behind them. 

Chapter 13


Magdalena was awake tied to her bed spread eagle as the sun crept into the windows of the captives’ bedrooms. She was naked and cold. She had cried most of the night. Not only was she going to lose her virginity today to some dirty stable boy; but she also got her lover in trouble too. The schedule for today was a morning spanking, an enema and a day tied in the stables being spanked; sexed and who knew what else.


Melissa started to stir as the sun hit here face. She too was tied spread eagle to the bed naked. Melissa had not been spanked the night before; instead she was made to watch Magdalena get a spanking. Freesias then put a butt plug in Melissa before she was tied to the bed.


“Melissa; are you awake?”


“No; I’m in Florida with John and we are going swimming today,” she said laughing. “We sure are in trouble; today. I hope we get through it.”


“I am sorry I got us into this mess. If I had not bought you; you might have been rescued. Now you will be a slave the rest of your life.”


“Don’t give me up yet. My husband will find me. I’ll take you with me when we go.”


“Talk softly. You seem very sure he did not return to America as Durrest told you. Why is that? You were only married a few days; how could you know a man that well on such a short marriage.”


“While it is true that I have only been married a short time; I have known John since I was seven years old. Nobody; but nobody ever took anything from John without getting a whole lot more than they wanted.”


“He sounds like a tough man. Americans always sound like tough men; but will he come for you?”


“He’ll come. I know he will.” Melissa started to cry.



The lock turned in the door and Freesias came into the room with two guards who were pushing a cart. She had on the same type of gown as yesterday. The gown had one button closed beneath her breasts and was open from there to the floor. As she walked the gown opened and she was naked beneath. Her trimmed pubic area was plainly visible as were her breasts, pussy, thighs and legs. She walked right up to Melissa’s bed; glaring at the bound woman.



“I had a moment of weakness yesterday while speaking to you which was overheard by the guards and reported to the first wife. I received this for being nice to you.”



Freesias turned and moved the gown to the left exposing her ass. It was stripped with angry looking red welts. There was some bruising, but none had bled.



“I received ten strokes with the cane. Remember what I said; if you got me punished; you would get double? I meant it. Untie her and stand her up.”



The guards untied Melissa and stood her up; they then forced her to bend over the back of the bed. She howled at the sudden burning from the first stroke unseen cane; which caught Melissa by surprise. The second landed almost at the exact junction of Melissa’s ass and thighs. Melissa cried out again. The third landed just over the first. The caning continued with Melissa screaming at every stroke. When she reached ten the canning stopped. Melissa was blubbering unintelligible words.


“In case you were not counting; that was ten. You’ll receive ten more this afternoon when you return from the stables. Get her enema ready,” Freesias said to the guards.



A few minutes later the cart was rolled out of the bathroom with a basin of water and a large douche bulb standing on end. Melissa was still bent over the end of the bed had calmed down; but was still crying. Freesias walked up behind her and filled the bulb. She pushed it into Melissa’s asshole without any warning or lubricant; squeezing the water into the woman. She repeated the same procedure again and again. 



Turning to one of the guard she said, “Take her to the bathroom and don’t let her out of your sight. She still has to get her morning spanking.”



The guard grabbed Melissa pulling her to her feet and dragged her to the bathroom. Her ass was well stripped from the canning and she continued to cry. She screamed when the guard pushed her down onto the toilet.



“Now it’s your turn; Magdalena. Get her over here for her morning spanking and enema.”



The second guard released Magdalena from her bindings and pulled her up off the bed. She was unceremoniously pushed over the back of the bed. Freesias immediately started spanking Magdalena with her hand. Magdalena tried to be brave; but the longer she held back her reactions the harder Freesias spanked her. When she finally started sobbing; Freesias changed to the paddle. Magdalena continued sobbing and crying until she had received a hundred spanks. She was crying uncontrollably when the first bulb of water was pushed up her ass. When the second one went in she started cussing in French, which Freesias understood. 



Freesias stopped after the second bulb of water and started spanking Magdalena again. She spanked her very hard ten times and said, “You will address me with respect even when I am shoving this bulb up your ass.”



Freesias resumed the enema; but Magdalena only cried and did not speak to Freesias again. When she had received the last bulb of water; Freesias waved her hand and the guard took Magdalena to the bathroom.



Shortly after Magdalena went into the bathroom Melissa came out being led by the first guard. She had expelled her enema and the guard had washed her. The guard led her to the bed and forced her to bend over so her already striped and punished ass could receive her morning spanking. 



“I know you enjoy being spanked, but let’s see if you enjoy being spanked after a canning. Go to the front side of her and hold her arms in place.”



Freesias started hand spanking Melissa who cried hard with the pain. Freesias spanked her ass not trying to avoid the stripes, but did make the spanks echo through the bedroom. When Melissa’s ass started to turn red she switched to the paddle. She smacked Melissa over and over. Melissa’s body started shaking from her intense orgasm. Freesias continued the paddling; although not as hard until Melissa settled down from her orgasm.



“That will teach you to defy me. Food will be brought for you and when I return you go to the stables for the day.”



Melissa was allowed to stand; as she turned she could see tears in the eyes of Freesias. She was about to say something; but decided to remain quiet as Freesias and the guard left the room. The second guard came out of the bathroom with Magdalena and also left; locking the door behind her.
 


Shortly after the food arrived and the captive women had eaten; Freesias returned with a cart containing several pieces of harnesses. The guards came into the room and pointed to the bare wall. Both women went to the wall and stood facing it.



“Get the American over here first,” said Freesias.



The guard roughly grabbed Melissa and pulled her to the bed. She grabbed both of Melissa’s wrists and placed them on her head. Freesias came up behind Melissa and put a collar around her neck. This was the same collar she had on the day before. The belt was fastened around her waist. The guard fastened wrist cuffs to Melissa’s wrists and then attached them to the belt.



Without a word, Freesias slapped Melissa’s ass and pushed her to the wall. When she got there a second guard attached cuffs to her ankles.



The same procedure was preformed on Magdalena. 



The two women were then led through the building past several people who looked at them with knowing smiles. They were led outside; down a long winding path to the stables. When they approached the door both women held back. They knew what was about to happen and were frightened. 

The guards with smiles on there faces pushed the women through the doors. There were a dozen or so men waiting for the women. This was their reward for working for the first wife who paid them little. 



The men made rude comments in French and English; “hey nice tits; I can’t wait to get my cock in the blondes mouth; isn’t that the Master’s daughter by his fifth wife, she has a nice ass; I bet she has a tight pussy too. We are going to have a good time today.”




The women were led to an empty stall where there were several bales of hay covered by a horse blanket. Melissa was pulled forward first. She was forced to lie on her back on the bales of hay. Her wrists were undone from her waist and attached to chains hanging from the ceiling. The chains were about two foot apart keeping her arms out of the way of her breasts and mouth. Her ankle cuffs were attached to two chains also making her ass hole and pussy easily available. Melissa started to cry.



Magdalena was brought forward. She was tied over the top of a rail with a padded top. Her wrists were attached to the same rail she was lying on. Her collar was attached to a chain from above her preventing her from bending her head down. Her ankles were tied wide apart so her legs and were spread wide open.  Then Freesias stepped forward and attached nipple clamps to Magdalena. She had started crying before the women entered the stable and continued to do so. 



“Well here you are ladies. You brought this on yourselves. You will notice that all your holes are easily accessible. Magdalena you are wearing nipple clamps because the first wife wants to make your stay here as uncomfortable as possible. The men have been told they can not remove them. Melissa; the men have been told you enjoy being spanked and that you love pain. The festivities will begin soon and last until three this afternoon. I am going to lubricate your ass holes before I go; not to make it easy on you; but to make it easy on the men’s cocks. I also understand there are some female stable workers here who hate rich beautiful women; so you might get dildoed by them too. 



Freesias put on a rubber glove and lubricated two fingers. She gently pushed her lubed finger into Melissa’s asshole. She did the same thing to Magdalena. She applied a second coat to each girl. Then when no on was looking she changed her glove and again lubricated two fingers; this time she stuck the two fingers into Melissa’s pussy. She did the same for Magdalena. Both girls noticed tears in her eyes; but said nothing.


“Have a nice day ladies; I know I will.” She turned and started to leave but stopped in mid stride. “I almost forgot; Magdalena the men are drawing straws to see who takes you virginity.” She walked out of the stall and was gone.



A few minutes later a large man approached the stall and walked up to Magdalena. He looked her over and walked around the rail so he was behind her. He bent over and placed his face close to her pussy. He inhaled thru his nose as if he smelled some fine wine. He lowered his coverall exposing a rather large cock. Melissa drew her breath in sharply when she saw the size of the man’s cock. He slowly pushed his cock into the young woman’s virgin pussy. He didn’t rush in; but applied steady pressure. Magdalena cried out when her virginity was gone. The man started pumping in steady rhythm as Magdalena cried. He pumped and pumped; soon Magdalena stopped crying and started to breath hard. He continued to thrust his cock into her and soon both came in an earth shattering orgasm. The man lay upon Magdalena until he recovered. He stood up and wiped his cock off on Magdalena’s ass. Finally he pulled up his coveralls and left; never saying a word.


Magdalena was crying when the second man approached Magdalena and grabbed her hair pulling her head up. “I’ve never had my cock sucked by a rich bitch before.”


He shoved his cock into Magdalena’s mouth and started pumping; making the woman gag. While this was going on a second man came and shoved his cock into Magdalena’s pussy. He started pumping into her, and then slapped her ass. He continued until he orgasmed. He then slapped her ass some more before he left. The first man came in her mouth and then walked around the rail and thrust his still hard cock into Magdalena’s ass hole. The young woman screamed.



A woman came up behind Melissa and started to spank her with a strap. Melissa started sobbing right away as the spanking continued. She was spanked several more times but never for very long. 



This continued all day. Finally just before three o’clock the man who took Magdalena’s virginity came for a second time to fuck Magdalena; Melissa shouted at him.



“Hey what’s the matter with me? Leave her alone, she’s had enough”


“We know you have the sickness and want to give it to as many men as you can. We were warned by the first wife’s assistant.”

“What are you talking about, I have no sickness.”


“Stop lying we don’t believe you. We know you have the sickness called AIDS.”


“That’s not true; Get over here and fuck me; leave her alone. She’s had enough. I’m hot as hell watching you fuck her all day. She is tired of getting it.”



The man never went to Magdalena; he just turned and left.



“We were put here as punishment,” Magdalena said. My punishment was to lose my virginity and to be treated like a cheap whore. Your punishment was to watch me and not be touched. The first wife must believe that you would enjoy the pain and humiliation I have received.”


“I don’t know if I would have enjoyed it or not,” answered Melissa. “They never touched me; not once. I feel terrible that you were used so much. I feel totally ignored and I am not used to that. I wonder whose idea it was to tell the stable hands I had AIDS. You were unconscious for a while and the men still went to you.”.”


“I am in pain every where, but especially my backside. I have had many men today. I don’t remember how many. I feel sick. I may never be able to close my legs again.”


“I’m sorry; I wish I could help you. I am so hot I will pleasure myself if I get the chance. I never realized watching another woman get abused would turn me on so much. Does that make me a pervert?”


“No that makes you a young human female.”


“You are too kind; but I feel dirty because I enjoyed watching you get it. Like you my legs and back are killing me. I wonder what time it is.”


“From the sunshine coming in the window behind you I would guess it is late afternoon. Freesias should be coming for us soon.”



A while later the door to the stable opened and Freesias walked with four guards; she stood looking at the two bound women for a minute and then gave the guards instructions in French.



“I have instructed them to untie you two and help you walk back to your rooms. I hope this taught you both a lesson; if you had not been so disrespectful this could have been avoided.”



The guards released the women and removed the nipple clamps from Magdalena; who screamed. They stood up the two women; but both of them had trouble standing. The guards held them up briefly while their wrists were attached to the belts around their waists. 



The two naked women were led out of the stables slowly because they had trouble walking. They were led up the path they had come down that morning and into the building where their rooms were located. They were led down the corridor past woman who were there smiling. The first wife’s daughters were also there and kicked Magdalena as she walked past. One kicked her in the stomach and the other in the legs causing Magdalena to fall to her knees. The oldest of the two grabbed Magdalena by the hair and pulled her head back and was about to slap her when Melissa came to the rescue of her friend; driving a knee into the first wife’s daughter’s groin. The second daughter moved toward Melissa; Magdalena drove her head into the girl’s legs causing her to fall to the floor.


The guards started whipping Melissa and Magdalena. The two daughters started kicking the two bound women who were now on the floor. The guards did nothing to stop the two daughters as they continued to kick the prone women. 



Finally the two daughters were exhausted from all that exercise and stood back as the guards helped the two now beaten women to there feet. Melissa’s mouth was bleeding and Magdalena had a black eye. The guards hurried them away and finally got the women to their rooms. 



Once in the rooms the guards removed the harnesses, but the cuffs remained. Each woman was led to her bed and secured there by their ankles. It was cold in the room and both women shivered.


“What did you two think you were doing attacking the first wife’s daughters? You know she will want you punished for acting so foolishly.”


“They attacked us first,” cried Melissa.


“Yes; they did. That is why they were there; to hit you as you went by. It was not an accident that those women were there watching you being returned from the stables. You two were being used as an example of what will happen to anyone who crosses the first wife. Now she will want revenge. The women were laughing at her daughters as you were fighting. She will be very angry.”


“Well; they never touched me,” cried Melissa. “Who told them I had AIDS?”


“I did. I could not help Magdalena; but I could help you by telling that lie. It will not work again; be assured.”


“I don’t know whether to thank you or curse you,” said Melissa. “She had a hell of a day. They all used her more than once.”


“Yes; they did. But several didn’t use either one of you because of the AIDS story. Now after that fight you both may be back there tomorrow. I won’t be able to help you. I am to be replaced because she thinks I have been too easy on you. And who do you think will take over your training? The first wife’s oldest daughter; the one you two just attacked.”

“What will happen to you?” asked Magdalena.


“I don’t know,” Freesias had tears in her eyes. “I think she plans on selling me when she sells Magdalena. That will be in about two months. I think she plans on moving me in here with you two.”



The door suddenly flew open and several guards walked in followed by the oldest daughter. She had on a similar gown as Freesias; but she had it buttoned all the way down the front covering her bulging body. She carried a paddle in her right hand and walked into the room quickly with a quick stride. 




“Well isn’t this cute,” she spoke in perfect English. Now I have all three of you together. Take her,” she pointed to Freesias. “You were a co-conspirator in the attack in the corridor. You let them attack my poor defenseless sister and I and then watched it happen.”


“I did nothing wrong,” answered Freesias. “I knew nothing of the attack; and it was you who attacked two defenseless women who were bound hand and foot.”


“Silence, I warned my mother about putting you in charge of these two whores. I knew it was a mistake; which has now been corrected.



The guards grabbed Freesias and ripped off her gown. The pulled her toward Melissa’s bed and forced her over the side; holding her in position. The first wife’s daughter came up behind her and started spanking Freesias on her upturned ass. She slapped each cheek over and over until Freesias started squirming and crying out.



“Just for your information; you three will now be under my supervision. I will be administering your punishments. I will be the one preparing you to be sold at auction. Release the American; I wish to beat her for interfering in the corridor.”



The guards released Melissa from the bed and the daughter approached her. Not having dealt with American women before the first daughter was caught totally by surprise when Melissa attacked. Melissa jumped on the first daughter and drove her to the floor. As the two women fell Melissa started throwing punches at the first daughter’s head. Melissa landed on top of her and continued to throw punches. The first daughter started screaming.



“Get her off of me; get her off. How dare you release her so she could attack me? Get her off.” 

“You don’t do to well in a fight when the other woman is not bound; do you?” yelled Magdalena laughing.


“Get her; off”



The guards roughly grabbed Melissa throwing her to the floor. They reattached her cuffs to the bed and held her down. The daughter approached the bed carefully.



“Have you got a good hold on her?


“Yes my lady,” one of the guards answered.



The daughter started beating Melissa with the paddle. She hit her ass, her pussy, and her back. She kicked Melissa in the stomach. She then punched her in the back and head.



“How do you like that; you American animal; the nerve of you touching my royal body; hitting me like I was an ordinary woman?”


“Have your goons let me up bitch and I’ll kick your royal ass,” cried Melissa.


“I did not want to hurt you that is why I did not retaliate; you stupid girl. Guards clean them up and chain them to their beds. Chain that one,” she pointed to Freesias, “to the column.”


The daughter turned and left the room followed by the guards.



“Melissa; are you alright?” asked Magdalena.


“Yes; she hits like a wimp. I guess I’ll be in for it now.”


“She will go report this to her mother; who will want revenge,” answered Freesias. “We three are in trouble. I’m sorry that I punished you two. I thought I was doing the right thing. I should have resisted; but I was afraid.”

“You were protecting your sisters,” remarked Melissa.


“I thought I was; but she lied. She has no idea where they are. I overheard a conversation she had with someone on the phone. She told them to find them no matter how much money it cost. When she saw me standing there she got very angry and accused me of eavesdropping on her personal conversations. I believe that is the reason I was removed as a trainer.”


“When John gets here we will all be free,” Melissa said.


“He won’t be able to get to us. My father has a large force here and if he suspects this castle is being attacked he will kill your John and his friends.”


“I don’t think so, Magdalena; my John is a Marine, the toughest fighting force in the world.”


“I hope you are right, my friend.”

~*~


The successful attack on the pirate ship had been a confidence builder for the Americans and the Frenchmen on the little boat traveling at a high rate of speed to their intended target. In the lower cabin of the ship Washburn and John were going over the plan to infiltrate the castle; rescue the two women and retreat with as little time wasted as possible. The men were pouring over charts when the call came over the intercom unit.



“John boy; we are about three miles from the beach.”


“Okay, Gabe. Have the boat stopped and drop anchor here. We have to get out and walk from here.  Have Bill break out the dingy.”


“This is Bill; I’ve done this before John. We’ll be ready to go in five minutes. LaFoote and I have all the gear stored on board.”


“Great, I’ll be up as soon as I sat good bye to Washburn.”


“Good bye? What are you talking about? I’m going with you.”



John hand cuffed Washburn to the arms of the chair without any effort. He took the keys and threw them out the open portal window. 



“Not this time. I don’t know you really. I’m still not sure whose side you are on. I can’t be looking over my shoulder to be sure you’re not going to shoot me. You stay here and keep the crew company.”


“The three of you can’t take on all the security on that island alone. You have no idea what’s there.”


“Well that is true; but I do know you won’t be there. See you when we get back. Don’t wait up for us.”


“John wait; there’s something you need to know. The reason I allowed you to get this far is because the master of this island is a gun runner. We want him busted. You go in there alone you’ll all die; including your wife.”


“We’ll see.” John went up on deck and looked over the port side of the ship. The dingy was there all loaded and waiting for him. In the dingy were Bill, Gabe, Taby and LaFoote. 


“What’s she doing here?” asked John.


“She wouldn’t stay on board,” answered Taby.



The men and woman were all armed and ready. John lowered himself into the dingy and Bill shoved off the side of the boat and started rowing. The dingy rowed toward the shore and into the darkness. It was a dark moonless and the men soon lost sight of the boat that brought them.  



Back on the boat; Washburn freed himself from the hand cuffs and calmly walked to his small cabin. Reaching under his mattress he pulled out a small hand held two-way transceiver. He looked around as if expecting to see someone watching him and turn the radio on. “This Washburn; they are on their way be ready.”


Gabe rowed for an hour quietly approaching the beach. It was a calm night and there was very little surf noise. As they got closer to the beach; the lights from the castle hundreds of yards inland could be seen. The light cast a shadow on the beach which allowed the men in the dingy to be able to see the patrols on the beach. The guards on duty did not appear to be watching the beach; but rather watching the approaches from the castle. When the dingy was a hundred yards from shore; John tapped Gabe to signal him to stop rowing. He pointed to Bill and started to remove his gear. He took off everything except his pants and undershirt which were black. Bill also removed his gear and the two men slipped into the water. Slowly and quietly they swam toward shore. They split up and circled away from each other to out flank the guards. Since it was so dark and they had no light behind them; John and Bill were only visible to the men left on the dingy. They approached the guards and knocked then unconscious. Carrying the guards over their shoulders to the bushes; the Americans tied and gagged the guards. 


John rose to his feet and waving his right arm signaled the dingy. He kept watching for it; but it did not appear. Moving closer to the light; waved again and still saw no movement. He now looked over his shoulder to Bill; who shrugged. He stepped into the light and waved again; then ducked down behind some bushes when he heard someone approaching.



“You keep waving like that boss and someone from the castle will see you,” explained Gabe.


“What are you doing here? You were supposed to be rowing the boat.”


“I was rowing; but Taby, LaFoote and I got board; so we started in as soon as we saw you take out the guards.”


“You’re not supposed to be able to sneak up on a Marine you know,” John laughed.


“That’s from my mother’s side. The Cherokee in me, we can sneak up on an eagle if we have a mind to.”


“Ya so you keep reminding me. Let’s get our gear on and move on the castle.”



The men took off their wet clothes and replaced them with dry clothes taken on the dingy for this reason. The slowly approached the castle. It was already two AM. It was to be daylight in three hours so they had to hurry. They walked about a mile to the outside wall of the castle. The gates were closed as expected; what they didn’t expect was the moat around the outside wall. Gabe approached as close as he could in the shadows and inspected their approach. He then returned to John’s position.



“The moat is about ten foot deep and ten foot across. We’ll have a hell of a time trying to get to the top without making a racket. We got to think of a way to get a line to the top.”


“I don’t have a clue. I didn’t plan on a moat.”


“We could blow a hole in the wall; of course unless everyone in there is stone deaf and dumb; they’ll know we are here.”


“In your American movies the heroes always gain entrance to the bad man’s fortress through the sewer lines leading to the sea.”


“Yeah; except this is not a movie and we do not have a paper hero here.”

“Yes that is true; monsieur. But we do have a sewer line.”


“And where is this magical sewer line; LaFoote?”


“You are standing on it.”


“I’m what?”


“You are standing on it, monsieur.”


John looked down and sure enough he was standing on a sewer cove that could only lead inside the castle walls. He stepped to one side and knelt next to the cover. He pulled on it and it moved easily. He removed the cover and there was a ladder going straight down for twenty feet. Shinning a flashlight down the hole he could see the bottom of the well.



“It was dam nice of them to give us a direct route into the castle around their defenses.”


“You think they would have more security around here;” remarked Gabe.


“They probably were not expecting anyone to invade their castle to rescue a woman;” answered John. “Taby; you stay here.”

“Not a chance. I really like your wife; she has a lot of spirit. I’m coming.


The men and woman went into the well. Gabe was the last one down; pulling the cover over the hole to avoid detection. 



They were all standing at the bottom of the well they were standing in knee deep filthy water. The smell was almost unbearable. They started walking toward the castle wall in single file. The walk for about fifty yards when the came upon another ladder. The men looked at each other and nodded. Gabe went up the ladder quickly and quietly. He slowly pushed up on the sewer cover but it would not budge. He shoved harder; but still the cover would not move. 





Then he heard voices from above. He quickly put his index finger across his lips signaling the men below to be quiet. The men then heard a motor of a vehicle starting and driving away. The sewer cover rattled as the vehicle passed over it. 



Gabe pushed up on the sewer cover again and it rose slightly. He quickly looked around in all directions. There was a guard sitting on the wall ten feet away looking in the opposite direction from the sewer cover. Gabe quietly moved the cover jumped up and rushed the guard. The guard let out a yell, but was quickly silenced. Gabe knelt next to the unconscious guard waiting for an alarm that never came. 



Gabe went back to the sewer well and signaled his friends. They quickly scampered up the ladder without a sound. They hid behind the small wall where Gabe had tied and gagged the fallen guard. 



Getting his bearings; John pointed to the doors on each side of a large wall. The men split into two teams, Taby went with John; and went into separate doors. When they came through the doors they were facing each other. They moved into the palace and started looking for signs of where the women were kept. 



Moving further down the corridor into the palace; they came upon an open door; inside were two rather fat women dressing. There were two female guards with them who had their backs to the open door. The men and woman slipped past the four women without a sound. They kept moving forward and came to another open door. There were three women dressing in this room. LaFoote tripped over his own feet making the slightest noise which one of the women heard. Naked from her waist up the female guard approached the door cautiously. She stepped out and Gabe jumped up, put his hand over her mouth as Bill and John rushed past them to silence the other two partially dressed women.


The women were tied and bound. LaFoote had the presence of mind to close the door. While the women were being secured some people passed the room. With the door closed those in the corridor had no idea what was going on inside. In a few minutes LaFoote quietly opened the door and the group slipped back out into the corridor to continue their search.

Chapter 14


The doors suddenly opened and the oldest daughter of the first wife entered the room swiftly. Magdalena, Melissa and Freesias awoke at the sudden intrusion and noise. Freesias was hanging naked by her wrists from the column where she had been tied the night before. The other two women had been chained to their beds. 



The oldest daughter walked to the beds. In her had she held a small whip, she started hitting Melissa on her bare back with the whip. “Wake up; wake up; time for your morning spankings.”


Melissa cried out at the sudden attack. The oldest daughter whipped Melissa’s back, ass and thighs in a flurry of spanks.


Finally stopping the attack on Melissa; the first daughter walked to the other bunk. She started hitting Magdalena across her naked breasts. “Wake up you little bitch; time for you new day to begin. Life as you know it has now ended. You’ve been getting off easy with your little French maid friend supervising you. That is over. I am going to make your life miserable.”



She walked over to Freesias and started hitting her on her thighs. “You have several days to make up for when you played mistress. I am going to give you all the punishments you missed and all the punishments you should have given your friends.” She continued hitting Freesias as the poor French girl cried out in pain. Freesias’ legs started getting welts on it so the daughter raised her aim and started whipping Freesias’ breasts and belly.   


“Secure them between the columns. I want their toes just touching the floor; legs and arms spread. I’ll start with the American.”



The two guards grabbed Melissa who started fighting in vain. They attached her wrist cuffs to the overhead chains; pulling up the slack. They then each grabbed an ankle and secured them to the chains in the floor. Melissa was now spread eagle and helpless. One of the guards forced a rubber ball gag into her mouth and tied it behind her head.



The oldest daughter walked up behind Melissa and started whipping her ass, thighs and back. She stopped after one hundred stokes. Melissa was crying into the gag; tears running down her face; but could not be heard. The oldest daughter walked to Mellissa’s front and started whipping her breasts. She hit them over and over again with the small whip. Melissa was screaming into the gag. Her breasts were well stripped from the beating.



Magdalena had been secured by the guards while Melissa was being whipped. The oldest daughter started whipping her the same way she had Melissa. She whipped Magdalena’s ass until it was bruised. She then started on her breasts. She beat Magdalena until her arm was tired. Magdalena was crying into her gag also. Her ass, breasts belly, thighs and back were all bruised.



The oldest daughter then approached Freesias again. The oldest daughter slapped her face several times. She started laughing when tears started forming in Freesias’s eyes. She hit her again; slapping her face and breasts.



“Imagine; you thinking you were equal to me. I am a goddess and you are a common maid. I don’t have a gag for you; but I am going to beat you all the same.”



She grabbed Freesias by the hair and spun her around. “Secure her so I don’t have to look at her ugly face.”



Freesias was secured so she couldn’t move with her back to the oldest daughter. The oldest daughter walked to the cart that was brought in by the guards and picked up an oval shaped wooden paddle. She walked up to Freesias and started spanking Freesias. She slapped the French girl’s ass over and over. Soon Freesias was crying. Her ass turned from pink to red. Blisters were beginning to form on her ass when the oldest daughter started spanking Freesias’s thighs. The oldest daughter finally stopped when she could not swing the paddle because her arm was tired.



“You think you are so special with your tiny little body and large breasts. I’m going to make that round little ass of yours black and blue. You had the nerve to listen to my mother’s phone conversation. You disobeyed our orders to punish these two ugly whores without regard to their welfare and then you let them attack me when I was trying to discipline them in the corridor. Every punishment they get you will get double from now on. I will see to it personally that when they are sold; you will be taken to a whorehouse of my choosing where you will be forced to submit to the filthiest men in the land. When you are too old to be a whore; I’m going to have you tortured to death.”



The oldest daughter went back to the cart and picked up a large butt plug. She went up behind Freesias and shoved it into the French girl’s asshole without lubrication. Slamming it home causing Freesias to scream at the sudden intense pain. 


The first daughter picked up the small whip and started whipping Freesias’s back and ass again; when the doors burst open. There stood four armed men and a woman. The first daughter never saw them before and froze with the whip in her hand.



“Don’t just stand there; kill them,” she yelled at the two female guards.


The guards attacked John and Gabe and soon found they were no match for the Americans. LaFoote moved toward the first wife’s oldest daughter. The oldest daughter swung the whip at LaFoote. Taby promptly punched her in the face. 



“How dare you hit me,” she screamed. “I am royalty; I’ll have you killed for this.”



“Shut up you ugly witch or I’ll hit you again,” answered LaFoote. “Untie those women.”



“Go to hell you low life French scumbag.”


Taby slapped her again knocking her to the floor. LaFoote quickly went to the cart and found some rope. He tied the first daughter; who fought him; trying to kick him in the groin. When she was tied hand and foot; the first daughter started cursing LaFoote. He went back to the cart and picked up a butt plug and shoved it into the oldest daughter’s mouth.



“That will shut you up; my lady,” he bowed and Taby laughed.

“She’s not so tough when she doesn’t have someone to back her.



John and Bill released the three women. Magdalena fell to the floor; her legs weakened from the beatings she had just received. Freesias went to the aid of her friend; gentle placing her on a bed.


Melissa threw her arms around John; crying. “I knew you’d come. I just knew it. Hello Taby.”

“Hi yourself, how are you doing?”

“Leaving you in the hands of these people was never an option. I love you Melissa; I have since the second grade.”


“I love you too John; but how will we get out of here?” she was crying.

“Well first let’s get you dressed. Then we’ll decide how to proceed.”


“These are my friends. The one lying on the bed is Magdalena; her father is the sultan or something. The other girl is Freesias; she was a slave to that bitch Durrest. She was sold to Durrest by her father. They are coming with us.”


“That girl’s father allowed this woman to beat his own daughter?”


“That woman as you refer her; is also the sultan’s daughter; by his first wife. Magdalena is the daughter of the fifth wife. She is to be sold this spring to someone whom the first wife chooses. They hate her because she is beautiful. They have been abusing her for years.”


“Nothing like them having family values; where are your clothes?”


“I don’t know; I’ve been naked since they took me. I’ve been beaten, raped and generally mistreated; so have they. There’s something else I have to tell you. Freesias two sisters are in a French orphanage somewhere and she needs to get them.”

“Let’s work on one impossible task at a time. We need to find you three some clothes.”


“I know where the clothing is kept; but it is in a room down the corridor where the guards are, answered Freesias.


“We know the room,” answered John. We tied up some guards earlier.”


“We must be careful; the first wife is a vengeful woman and would like nothing better than to catch us escaping,” said Freesias.



The four women and four men left the bedrooms and headed for the guards dressing room. They entered the room and the three guards were still there tied and gagged. The women quickly located some clothing and got dressed. The women were dressed in guard uniforms and looked the part. The four men and four women retreated the way the men came. When they got to the corridor that led to the front gate an alarm was heard. The shrill noise of the alarm system could be heard all over the palace. 



The escapees could hear the yelling of orders as the search began for them. Several guards ran past them when they ducked into a room and quietly hid. After several minutes their resumed their escape route and were spotted. 



Bill fired at the guard; but missed. The group ran out the front gate as they were being pursued. They ran into the woods that led to the beach when gun fire erupted pinning the escaping group just outside the walls of the palace. Bill started to return fire so the remaining seven could flee to the beach. When they were under cover; John covered Bill’s retreat. The dingy they had arrived in was under cover and could not be reached by the group. The prospects of escape didn’t look good. 



John led the group away from the beach in an attempt to circumvent the area under attack. The group entered a small cove that had the beach and ocean on one side and rock cliffs on the other. The firing had stopped as the pursuers had lost track of where the small group had gone.



“We are in a bad spot; John,” remarked Bill.


“We are going to have to go into the water until dark,” remarked Gabe, “and then come back for the dingy to get to our boat.”



“The dingy won’t hold all of us,” John reminded them.


“What are we going to do?” asked Melissa. “We can’t leave anyone behind they will be killed.”


“I will stay behind,” said Magdalena, “they will not kill me.”


“They will beat you senseless. You are to be sold. What kind of life would you have?” cried Melissa.


“We are not leaving anyone,” remarked John. “We will all going the water now. We will stay together and when it is dark; Bill and I will come for the dingy. The women will be in the dingy and the men will take turns in and out of the water until we are picked up. We will not leave a soul.”


“You are right monsieur, you will not leave at all,” said the captain of the guards. “Do you think you were the first persons to find this cove at low tide?”



The four men and four women were surrounded by the palace guards. There were a dozen guns pointed at them. Nobody moved for several agonizing minutes. Then a man and a woman pushed their way through the wall of armed guards. 



“So you thought you would get away from me with your whore friends,” said the first wife. “My daughter will be punished for allowing you to escape; but then she will be in charge of your punishment.”



“First daughter of my fifth wife; I have always treated you well,” the sultan explained. “You bring disgrace to my house by first buying this American trash without permission and then by allowing these men to see you naked. I am required to kill them for seeing one of my royal daughters naked.”



“My royal father; you don’t have any idea how I have been treated,” answered Magdalena. “Your first wife is jealous because her daughters are ugly and she has always mistreated the sons and daughters of your other wives.”


“Silence you little tramp,” screamed the first wife. “You were never mistreated by me or my daughters. We always treated you with respect.”

“For the last week I and my American friend have received repeated beatings,” cried Magdalena.


“That is a lie; my daughters would never beat you. You have been spoiled by that useless mother of yours who is in the dungeon.”


“Really, then where did I get these?” Magdalena pulled off her shirt exposing her breasts which had red welts on them some of which had bled. She turned around and dropped her pants exposing her ass which had the same telltale welts.


“How do you explain those marks, first wife?” asked the sultan.


“Your grace she is trying to frame me for something I had nothing to do with.”


“She also beat Freesias and Melissa who were captives of Durrest.” Magdalena turned Melissa around and shucked her pants down; much to Melissa’s embarrassment. Melissa’s ass was also striped.


“First wife; I believe you are lying to me. Magdalena you have my apologies. Unfortunately it is written no one may see the body of a virgin daughter. The penalty is death.”


“I am no longer a virgin; father. Your first wife took that from me with a plastic phallus several days ago.”


“Tell me she lies; first wife.


“I was just trying to discipline her; your grace and I got a little carried away.”


“It is unfortunate; but the law is the law. Your friends here will have to be executed. You Magdalena will have to be exiled to a slave farm; even though it was not your fault. What am I to do? You are a soiled daughter of the first house and are no longer of any value. Guards prepare to carry out my orders.”


The guards stepped forward and leveled there guns. Bill, John and Gabe also pointed their weapons and were about to open fire when a voice yelled from above.



“There will be no killings here today Forgornald,” yelled Paul Washburn. “Before you kill anyone; you had better listen to me.”


“Who are you to address me by my family’s name? It is forbidden in my country to address a sultan in such a manner.” He was looking up into the sun at Washburn.


“That maybe; but like those men you have there; I am an American. You are not going to kill anyone.”


“Ha, you are but one man. How would you stop me?”


“Oh; I forgot; yo! Marines.”



Several dozen U.S. Marines stood up from behind the rocks; pointing weapons down at the palace guards, the sultan and the first wife. “Meet Alpha Company, Third Battalion, Second Marine Division. These men were in Afghanistan with the three men you have there. They kind of consider them their brothers. Now I don’t know about here; but in the U.S. you don’t mess with someone’s brother.”



“This is an invasion; my ambassadors will protest this to the United Nations.”


“Go ahead. We were rescuing captured American citizens. Protest all you want. What are you going to do; declare war on us. That will last about a week.”


“What is it you want?”


“Well first of all we just confiscated over two thousand kilos of pure cocaine from a warehouse near here. We also found several hundred pounds of stolen explosives and six hundred assault rifles.”


“That’s impossible; the only one who has access to that warehouse is my first wife. You make it sound like she was planning a war.”


“He lies. Guards kill them all. Kill them,” screamed the first wife.



The guards did not move. The sultan just glared at his first wife.



“Kill them,” she screamed again.


“Seize her,” commanded the sultan.



The first wife produced a long razor sharp knife and ran toward the sultan. The guards immediately grabbed her and took her knife.



“You should be dead you old bastard. I am tired of waiting for you to die. My son is next in line to be the sultan,” she cried.


“Your sons and daughters will never be in line for anything in this kingdom. You have disgraced them. Your whole line must be destroyed. They will be put to death beside you while you watch. They will die because of your greed and jealousy.”



“Father no, this is the old way;” Magdalena cried out. “As the grieved party I have a right to take their place. I know I am female; but I have been well educated. If you want this land to remain in the past then kill them. If you want this land to become one of the great kingdoms of modern society you must not kill her children.”



The sultan thought for a moment. “My daughter of my fifth wife speaks with wisdom beyond her years. But still I can not have a female ruling this land. It is unheard of. What will the council think?”


“To hell with the council,” answered Magdalena. “They only align with you because we have riches and they do not. They should align with us as silent partners not rulers. Kill the first wife if you want but killing her children because of the sins of the mother is barbaric.”



“Again my daughter speaks with wisdom. These things I have thought of for many nights. I will appoint you overseer of the kingdom. You my daughter will handle all things pertaining to the running of this kingdom. American; take your people; take the drugs and the weapons; I have no use for them.”


“It takes a wise courageous man to know when to change,” remarked Washburn.


“Only a fool would fight the United States of America over such a minor dispute. My fifth daughter; what will we do with the first wife and her children?”


“The first wife will be tried for treason to the kingdom. We will do nothing with her children except strip them of their line of inheritance.”


“So it shall be. Let us go to the palace to further discuss your plans. I may have a few ideas in this old brain yet.”


“I will always seek your council father. Please let me say good bye to my friends.”


“As you wish my fifth daughter.”


“My name is Magdalena, father; not fifth daughter.”


“Yes of course and a beautiful name it is. I will address you as such from now on.”



Magdalena turned to Melissa and Freesias. She hugged each one of them and cried. “I will miss you both, especially you Melissa. You will keep in touch. When I come to your country; Melissa I will request to see you.”


“In the United States you don’t need to request to see anyone. You just get in a car and drive over to that person’s house. I’ll miss you too.


“Freesias, you really know how to spank a pair of buttocks; but I don’t know if that will help you find your fate.”


“You never know. I don’t know where I’ll be going anyway. My sisters are with my aunt in Canada; so I may go there.


“That explains why that old bitch couldn’t find them,” laughed Magdalena.



“Ladies we have to go,” explained Washburn. 



The women hugged again; then headed for the beach where the Marines had landing craft waiting to take them to an American ship anchored off shore.  

Chapter 15


Several months later in a chateau on a Colorado resort; Melissa was standing in a corner with her nose to the wall. She was wearing a sheer pink negligee. Her ass was clearly visible through the thin material. She had been in the corner for the last fifteen minutes daring not to move. 



The room where Melissa was waiting was the master bedroom. There was a king sized waterbed, a beautiful cherry dresser and several matching pieces of furniture. On one side of the bedroom was a door that opened into the master bathroom. On the opposite wall was a door that led to a secret room.



The water stopped running in the master bath and Melissa shivered. She knew what was coming. She had been told to go to bed at ten PM the night before; but disobeyed to watch a program that had run late. She had been caught sleeping on the TV room lounge chair. Her husband and master left the punishment up to the live in mistress.



“Come here Melissa. Get that thing off you will not need it for a while.”


“Yes, Ma’am,” Melissa answered as she removed the negligee. She went to her closet and hung it up.


“Come into this room. You are going to get a punishment enema. You have been told not to stay up to late because it interferes with your duties here in the afternoon. Just because your friend, Magdalena gave you and John this resort for a late wedding gift does not mean you don’t have to follow the rules.”


“Yes, Ma’am.”



Melissa was pushed over a padded bench. A belt was fastened around her waist preventing her from rising. Her ankles were spread and secured to the apparatus preventing her from closing her legs. The mistress picked up a short leather strap from the table and started spanking Melissa’s ass until it was quite red. The mistress let several of the spanks strike Melissa’s pussy. She then placed it down on the table and picked up the ping pong paddle. She started spanking Melissa’s ass with it. Slapping each cheek five times very hard before moving to the other side; she repeated the application until each side of Melissa’s ass was quite red and Melissa was sobbing.



The mistress put on a rubber glove and put a finger into an open jar of lubricant. She inserted the finger into Melissa’s asshole; pumping in and out several times. Removing the finger she removed the glove and filled the first bulb of water. The bulb held ten ounces of water and had an eight inch nozzle that was an inch in diameter. She slowly inserted the nozzle into Melissa ass causing her to moan. Once the nozzle was all the way in she slowly squeezed the bulb injecting the water. The mistress reached under Melissa and stroked the outer lips of her pussy. She put in three more bulbs of water in the same way never moving the hand stoking Melissa’s pussy. Melissa was breathing hard from the passionate torture. The mistress then picked up the paddle again. 



She again started spanking Melissa’s ass. In sets of five she gave Melissa another fifty spanks. Resuming the enema; she repeated the procedure. When Melissa had taken four more bulbs of water; the mistress inserted a butt plug into Melissa and left the room with the enema equipment to wash it. Melissa remained in position.


Several minutes later when she returned; the mistress started slapping Melissa’s ass with her bare hand. Melissa moaned again as her already red ass cheeks received more slaps. The light spanking went on until Melissa’s ass was very red.


The mistress slowly pushed a large vibrator into Melissa’s pussy. She started thrusting the vibrating cock in and out of Melissa, within a very short time Melissa screamed in orgasm.



“Go now and relieve your self,” the mistress said releasing the straps holding Melissa in place. “You still have to sit in the chair for half an hour while I prepare breakfast. I think you will wear the butterfly today. Wait for me with your nose and tits in the corner”


“Please mistress; must I wear the butterfly?”


“Go now or I’ll include the butt plug too.”



Melissa went into the master bath. Several minutes later she returned to the master bedroom and went back to the corner. She placed her nose directly into the corner with her hands on her head and had to arch her back to be sure her breasts were touching the wall. This forced her red ass cheeks to stick out. She could hear the other woman moving about behind her. She stayed that way for ten minutes until her mistress spoke to her. 



“Come here Melissa, now.”



Melissa turned; the first thing she saw was the dreaded chair. It was a normal dinning room chair except that it had a rubber dildo sticking up. The dildo was six inches long and two inches wide. It looked like a very hard cock.

It was often coated with Vaseline for easy insertion into Melissa’s ass; but was occasionally coated with icy hot or Ben Gay. 



Melissa walked to the chair as the mistress coated the rubber cock with a blue jelly substance. Melissa knew immediately that this jell was icy hot, which she hated. She walked to the chair staring at the cock waiting for instructions.



“Turn around and sit. You know the drill.”



Melissa turned around and reached behind herself to separate her ass cheeks. She started to lower herself to the chair and the mistress directed the dildo into Melissa’s ass. Tears came to her eyes as the large dildo slid into her. The mistress attached Melissa’s wrists to the back of the chair and her ankles to the bottom rungs. She left the room.


Thirty-five minutes later the mistress returned; released Melissa, removed the dildo and went into the master bath leaving Melissa standing in front of the chair with instructions not to move. 




When she returned she took Melissa by the arm and led her naked to the breakfast nook where her meal was waiting. She sat on the wooden bar stools which were cool on her spanked ass. Melissa ate her meal without talking. When she was finished the mistress picked up her dishes and placed them in the sink.



“Go to the master bedroom; stand in the corner and I will be there shortly. Make sure you are in that corner or the spanking I will give you will be much harder.”



Melissa was in the corner when the mistress entered the room. Sitting in the chair the mistress called Melissa over to her and guided Melissa across her lap and immediately started spanking Melissa with a hair brush. She slapped Melissa’s ass several times on each cheek and stopped.



“Are you okay? You know this would have been a much easier day for you if you had just gone to bed last night. Now you’ll get extra punishment on Saturday also.”


“Yes; mistress; I’m sorry.”



The spanking resumed. Melissa was soon sobbing as her already tender ass was spanked over and over with the hair brush. 



When Melissa’s ass was very red again and hot to the touch; the spanking stopped.



“Now stand up and stay here.” 



The mistress went into the secret room and returned with the hated butterfly. She put the strap around Melissa’s waist and inserted the small three inch knob into Melissa’s pussy. The shorter two inch knob went into Melissa’s ass hole. The butterfly body was positioned directly over Melissa’s clitoris. The mistress then pulled the straps tight to insure that the butterfly stayed in place. She next inserted two brand new long lasting AA batteries. The butterfly and the two dildos started vibrating. The device was designed to vibrate just hard enough to keep Melissa on edge; thus delaying her orgasm. After some time Melissa would orgasm; but she never knew when or what she might be doing when it finally came. It was pure torture.



“Now remember, try not to orgasm when you are waiting on a customer like last time. That old women knew something was going on; but wasn’t sure what it was. She thought you were ill,”


“Yes, mistress, I remember. 


“Now get dressed and hurry. The shop opens in ten minutes and Master John will spank both of us if you are late again.”


“You know it is not fair that both of you get to punish me and he gets to punish you too.”


“Are you looking for another session tonight like last night?”


“No, ma’am.”


“Then get going.” 


Several hours later; John came into the kitchen. It was lunch time and he was hungry. “Freesias what’s for lunch?”


“I made some chicken sandwiches for you and Melissa.”


“Good; did she behave this morning?”


“Yes, pretty much. She complained about the arrangement again. She does not like wearing the butterfly all day.”


“She only complains to put on an act. She loves getting spanked by both of us.”


“I know. Funny a year ago she hated getting punished. She had her enema this morning followed by fifteen minutes in the chair; then the butterfly all morning. She must be all worked up.”


“Oh; she is. I came up behind her when no one was around and patted her pussy and she came,” John laughed.


“We’ll just have to punish her for that tonight.”


“She will love that too. Starting tonight; she will no longer be allowed clothes in the house.”


“You are the master,” Freesias laughed.  

The End

Or is it?
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