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Introduction
This ebook is a blatant advertisement for a large collection of ebooks that I have written,

offered to you for free in hopes that you will be interested enough to want to purchase some of
the full books.  Herein you will find covers, brief descriptions of each book and an excerpt from
that book.  All of these books are available on my two websites: www.johnsavages.com and
www.runningwolfbooks.com.

All of these books are adult, erotic and very kinky.  The main subject matter is Bondage and
Discipline, Sadism and Masochism, sexual domination and submission.  They are full of damsels
in distress, Masters and Mistresses, slaves and generally very kinky people.  I’ll be honest right
up front, and say that all the books I have written have lots of very submissive women as the
victims/playmates of dominant males and females. But no submissive males.  The exception to
this is a few books that I co-authored with Susan Strict wherein she wrote the Femdom chapters
while the ones I wrote have gorgeous, young females as the subjects of the sexual domination
and abuse.

Side note: if you want Femdom books, there are a number of those on my website
www.runningwolfbooks.com.  They are by other authors, including Susan Strict.  The
johnsavages.com website has only the books that I have written.

As a brief background, during the early 1980’s I was the photographer and writer for a series
of B&D men’s magazines with such titles as “Best of Bondage,” “Bondagemaster,” and
“Taskmaster.”  During that period I also did the bondage and acted in some of the old 8mm
“loops” and eventually VHS tapes.  This was before the advent of DVD’s.  While doing some
work for House of Milan publishing, I became friends with FE Campbell who was writing
paperback books for Barbara Behr.  Since Frank was getting along in years, he had problems
with typing his novels and needed someone to transcribe them from audio cassette tapes to
computer format disk.  Since I was very familiar with computers (my BS and MS are in
computer science), I agreed to do the transcribing for him.

Frank is credited with having written one hundred books, all of which were published by
House of Milan as paperbacks.  Long out of publication, those books today bring high prices on
the used book market.  When Frank reached the age of eighty, he decided it was time to quit
writing his highly erotic and kinky B&D novels.  Since I had already edited many of his books,
we decided that I would “ghost write” books for him and we would split the commission.  Thus
it was that the last ten books published under the name of FE Campbell were actually written by
myself.  After Frank passed away (on the morning of his eighty-second birthday), I asked HOM
if they would consider publishing books that I would write.  They said to send them one and they
would see.  Well, they liked it and that began a run of books that were published in paperback by
HOM.

Over the years, I have written for Olympia Press, Sandpiper Press and some other
publishers.  When technology allowed for the creation of digital or electronic books, the whole
publishing game changed.  Suddenly anyone with a little computer knowledge could put their
book out for sale without having to go through a traditional publishing house.  Thus the “self
publishing” industry was born.  Suddenly people were buying ebooks and reading them on ebook
reader, tablets, computers and even cell phones.

It was only natural that I should become involved in this new field.  To date, I have had
published over one hundred adult, erotic ebooks under the name John Savage.  I also write other



types of books under different pen names.  If you want to see those, go to
www.seanbrandywine.com.

Over the last five years I have had a very good working relationship with Robin at Strict
Publishing International.  He handles all the dirty work of editing, formatting and distributing for
books, and I stick pretty much to the writing end.

Oh, almost forgot.  In the description of some of these books, you will see more than one
cover.  This is because when I finished writing a book, I create five or six covers for Robin to
chose from.  Sometimes there is a more conservative cover for the distributors who are more,
shall we say, prudish, with another cover or two for the more adult sites.  I figured that you might
be interested in seeing more than just one cover for each book, most of which would otherwise
never be seen at all.

One of the more difficult parts of self-publishing ebooks is getting the attention of potential
readers.  Advertising, in a word.  To be honest, this ebook is an experiment in tapping into the
huge number of people who regularly look into YouTube.com and other such sites.

Many of these books are available on Amazon, Barnes and Noble, Smashwords, etc.
HOWEVER, some of my books have been deleted from those sites.  The only place I can
guarantee that you will find EVERY one of my books is my own site: www.johnsavages.com.
In addition, I would appreciate very much if you purchase from my site.  Why go through a
middleman, and let him take a percentage of the profit?  Thank you.

Well, that’s it.  I hope you find these books interesting.  If you have any questions or
comments, please feel free to contact me at johnsavage@roadrunner.com.

Thank you,
JS



The Rope Girls Adventures
This is an on-going collection of books about two young ladies who are very, very much

into strict rope bondage.  They’re also lesbians, or more correctly bi.  The first two books
introduce you to the girls and establish why they’re out wandering around the world, getting into
trouble and practicing their bondage skills on each other and any other woman they encounter.

I’m quite sure that there will be more in this series.  A lot of people seem to like these girls.

The Curse and the Rope
Colleen was under a curse and had to be restrained to her bed every night, otherwise she

would turn into a howling monster, a danger to all around her.  When her mother passes away
and she has no other family, she asked her best friend for help, persuading her friend that it was
necessary that she be tightly bound to her bed each night, and gagged also.  After establishing
that pattern, she goes on to persuading Sandra that she too should experience restraints, if for no
other reason than to know what Colleen was feeling.  But being bound tightly can have an
arousing, stimulating effect, and the results go far beyond anything either of them expected.
They become very close, very kinky, very intimate friends: the Rope Girls.

Excerpt:
I just finished tying the last knot when I glanced at the clock on the dresser.
“Hey, it’s late.  I got to get going,” I told her.  “Are you comfortable and secure?”
She nodded her head, and then looked with her eyes to the bedroom door, her only way of

telling me to go ahead and leave her.
I gave a final, quick visual going over of my roommate and best friend, Colleen.  What I saw

was a young woman, only nineteen years old, in fact, the same age as myself.  She was lying out
on her bed, flat on her stomach, legs together and head resting on a pillow.  Her hands were tied
together in a crossed position behind her, resting on her lower back just above her bare ass.  Her
legs were also bound together, once at the ankles and again just above her knees.  She wore no
clothing, but since it was a warm summer night in Southern California, you could sleep without
covers and suffer no discomfort.

Well, at least not from the temperature of the air.  Her bound condition would be
uncomfortable, but she put up with that for the greater good.

Oh, I forgot to mention that in addition to being tied, she was also secured down to the bed
so that there was no possible way for her to get off and go searching for scissors or a knife to cut



the ropes.  There was a two-inch wide, thick leather strap going across the bed at the level of her
waist.  Where it passed down and under the sides of the bed, the ends were solidly bolted to the
bed frame.  The strap passed under her body and had another leather strap riveted to it in the
middle. That second strap, also of wide and thick leather, passed around her waist like a belt.  At
the small of her back, it was joined together by a hasp and a small padlock.  Even had she been
free of the ropes, she could not have gotten up from the bed.

From the ropes around her ankles, another rope went down and under the end of the bed.  It
was tied there to a ring bolted into the bed frame. That rope pulled firmly on her ankles and held
her legs stretched out.

I had secured her mouth with the usual gag.  It was comfortable – relatively so – but
effective at keeping her sound emissions to a minimum.  Actually, the gag was the first thing put
on here.  As Colleen stood there, waiting for me to prepare her for bed, I had rolled up a washrag
and shoved it into her wide-open mouth.  Then I wrapped an elastic bandage around her head,
covering the area from her nose down to her chin completely.  And fairly tightly, also.  Then
came a wrapping of duct tape – you know, the two and a half inch wide, gray tape that is super
sticky and very, very strong.  Four wrappings of that around her head over the elastic bandage
secured the gag in place.  We knew from experience that there was no way she could possibly
push the tape off and get the rag out of her mouth.  That prevented her from talking.  In fact, any
noise she made would have to come through her nose at a greatly reduced level.  Only after she
was gagged did I bind her hands behind her and her legs together.  Then she stretched herself out
on the bed for the rest of the restraints.

That was the way I secured Colleen for bed every night.  She was totally helpless, fairly
comfortable, and we were both sure that she would be exactly in the same position when I came
to release her in the morning.  This nightly ritual had been performed every night for nine
months now, ever since her mother died.



The Curse and the Rope 2
Kinky Colleen and Sandra are back together again, but Colleen’s boyfriend Robert is living

with them in the same house.  Far from complicating matters, it seems to be the ideal solution
because now they have someone who can tie up both of them in inescapable restraints at the
same time!  They had been taking turns restraining each other, but both being totally helpless at
the same time was an exciting fantasy of these two rope-loving girls.  Of course, it wasn’t that
simple.  There was a male ego to deal with, and that’s not easy when you’re naked and
helpless…

Excerpt:
What Colleen said next really surprised me.
“Sandra has expressed a desire to see what it is like to be secured down for the whole night.”
I frowned.  I did???  I didn’t recall saying any such thing.
“Of course, we have only one secure bed.  If she’s using it, then I would be at risk if the

curse should overpower me.  And I have had it come upon me more often than usual lately.”
I know I was frowning then.  This curse was all in Colleen’s head.  She was planning

something but I couldn’t think of what yet.
“I could order another bed be delivered to the house,” she went on.  “Then both of us could

be secured down identically.”
My frown was fading.  I was beginning to get a glimmer of where she was heading.
“Robert, could you figure out a way that both of us could be secured at the same time, but

with what we have now?  I can order a new bed tomorrow, but it will probably take days to get it
delivered.”

Robert had been paying attention and was grinning.  “I’m sure I could.”  I just know that the
image of both of us helpless before him was exciting him.  Truth is, it was exciting me also.

“Then we’ll try that tonight.  Sandra, you’ll get your chance to see what it is like for a whole
night.  But I can tell you, it can be pretty boring.”  I don’t know if Robert could see that little
twinkle in her eye, but I did.  Turning back to Robert, she added, “If there are any supplies you
might need, we can stop at a hardware store or someplace and get them.”

Robert nodded.  I could almost see the gears churning away in his head.  And it was exciting
to wonder what he might come up with.



Colleen and I had discussed trying a scene where both of us were truly helpless and unable
to even touch each other.  It would be frustrating, and extreme frustration can be a form of
torture, but it was a delicious form of torture.  At least, to two kinky girls such as we.

Robert did request we stop at the hardware center.  Telling us to wait for him, he went in
alone.  When he came out, he was carrying a big bag but wouldn’t tell us what was in it.

After we got home, he went into the secure room with his bag and told us to stay out.  Like a
couple of schoolgirls, we giggled at the ideas we came up with concerning what we thought he
might be doing.  Then, about an hour earlier than the usual time for securing Colleen, he invited
us into the secured room.

At first I didn’t see what he had done.  The bed was still in its accustomed place; nothing
changed there.  But then I saw four large metal rings in the floor.  Going over, Colleen and I
inspected them.  Below the carpet there was a wooden floor.  He had used four rather large steel
rings with shafts attached like big wood screws.  Those were set through the carpet and into the
wood below.  We pulled on one and it was solid as if it were set in concrete.  No way either of us
could unscrew it or pull it out.  The four rings made a rectangle on the floor between the bed and
the closet.

“And there is this,” he said proudly.  He opened the closet door for us to see within.  The
closet was a small walk-in room, maybe six foot by eight.  There were two clothes poles along
the sides and wooden shelves above those.  But there were also some more of those rings set into
the walls and floor.  He had screwed four rings into the floor, one next to each corner of the
small room.  Then four more at waist height and another four near the ceiling.  There were also
two rings in the ceiling, near the center but about a foot apart.

“I made sure that all those are screwed into the foundation two by fours, not the plaster wall.
They are all quite solid.”

All kinds of images were filling my head about what could be done with those rings.
“I figured that you two might like to have more than just another bed,” he told us.  “So I

arranged some rings that can be used as anchor points for all kinds of bondage.”
Dumb little Robert was kinkier than I had thought.
“I can see what you mean,” Colleen said.  Her voice was that husky tone she gets when

she’s sexually turned on.  And Robert did not fail to notice that either.
For a minute she looked over all the rings, pulled at them and mentally measured distance

between them.  I just know she was imagining how I could be tied between them.  Or how she
could be.  I was thinking the same thing.

Colleen went to Robert, took his head in her hands and kissed him on the lips.  It wasn’t a
passion-filled kiss, more of a “thank you” kiss.  Before he could begin to paw her over, she
stepped back.

“Okay, so how are we to be secured?” she asked.
“You will be strapped down on the bed as usual,” he told her.  Turning to me, he said, “And

you will be stretched out on the floor.”
“Spread-eagle?” I asked.  “That’s not the same as Colleen has.”
“No.  I put four rings in so that a nice spread-eagle could be done.  But for tonight, you will

be stretched out between two of them in the same position as Colleen will be.”
I was getting a nice tingle between my legs.  And a growing warmth.
Colleen nodded approval and began pulling her blouse over her head.  I did the same. In a

minute both of us were standing there, naked and ready – no, eager – to be secured down.  I
noticed that Colleen did not even try to keep her panties on.  Which made me think that was



deliberate so that she could not masturbate herself with them.  She wanted us to both feel the full
helplessness, just as we had talked about.

Robert had also purchased additional quantities of rope.  It was a little thicker than the
cotton clothesline that Colleen had bought, but when I felt it, it was almost as soft.  It might have
been nylon rope but it was not hard at all.

He tied Colleen’s hand behind her, wrists crossed.  Then mine.  I paid attention to how he
did the turns and where he tied the knots.  It was in my mind to try my best to escape.  I knew I
would enjoy the helplessness, but I also knew it would be fun to defeat Robert’s efforts.  Sort of
a contest all over again.

Colleen later told me that both of us trying our hardest to escape was a good thing.  If either
of us succeeded, then Robert would have to do better next time.  And since what we sought was
true, absolute helplessness, that would be for the better.

He had us both sit on the bed, side by side.  With that nylon rope he bound our ankles
together, nice and tightly.  It was our turn to be gagged next and he did a good job of it, wrapping
the tape around our heads pretty tightly.

He picked me up and easily moved me over to the center for the rectangle of rings where he
set me on my feet and told me to stand there.  With bound ankles it was a little difficult to keep
balance, but not too hard.

Colleen was then stretched out on the bed and secured down in the usual way.  Her feet were
tied to the bottom railing of the bed, and the belt-like strap was secured around her waist and
locked there.  We both knew from past experiences that Colleen could not escape from those
restraints.  She had tried many, many times.

I was curious to see how he would restrain me.



The Rope Girls and The Haunted Prison
Kinky Colleen and Sandra see a sign “Haunted Prison” and go to investigate.  The former

women’s prison is ideal for their bondage games, and they offer to rent the whole place from the
young woman running it.  Unfortunately, it really is haunted by ex prisoners and a mad, sadistic
female warden, which is all very frightening, to say nothing of painful, when helpless, bound,
gagged and locked up…

Excerpt:
“We’ll start tonight.  We would like to have you tie both of us and lock us in one of the cells

in the main cellblock.”
She was on a roll now while Susie and I listened with interest.
“You will leave us all night.  Let’s say from ten o’clock to eight o’clock tomorrow morning.

Of course, we’ll have to spend some time this evening teaching you what you need to know.
That can be after dinner.  Are you free for dinner?  Yes?  Good.  We’ll all go to that steak house
in town and then back here for the lessons.  You don’t have to bring anything; we have all the
ropes you’ll need.”

Susie looked a little surprised at being sucked into Colleen’s plan so quickly, but she also
looked interested.  Was it the money?  Or something more?  I certainly hoped so.

“Can you meet us back here at seven o’clock?  Good.  Wear something nice.  That place is a
bit upscale.”

“Upscale?”
“Fancy.  Haven’t you ever been there?”
“No.  Their prices are too high.”
“Well, wear a nice dress.”
It was mid-afternoon when Susie left to go home and change clothes.  Colleen, as she often

does, overwhelmed Susie by naming a fee to be paid that was high enough to make even my
eyebrows lift, and I’m used to Colleen’s waving cash about.

“I hope she doesn’t change her mind,” I said after Susie was gone.  We were still down in
the dungeon.



“She won’t.  She’s interested.  Did you see the way she looked at my body?  And when she
came down here and found me tied in that ball, she didn’t offer to untie me right away.  She
came over and inspected me from all sides.  Oh, yes, Sandra, dear, she is interested.”

“Great!  Ah, now what will we do until dinner time?” I asked.
Colleen looked at me and smiled.  She has the most beautiful yet wicked smile when she’s

got something planned for me.
“Would you like to meet Mad Coldwater yourself?  In the flesh, so to speak.”
A negative was about to leap to my lips but I held it back.  I had already met one ghost that

day, why not another?  Besides, Colleen had met the mad woman and survived, with nothing
worse than a tiny sting from the ghost whip.

“Okay,” I said and began taking my clothes off.  Well, Colleen was naked when the ghost
came by; maybe she was attracted to naked women.  Made sense to me.

In less than fifteen minutes Colleen had me tightly bound into a ball, almost exactly as I had
tied her, and sitting on the table.  She did add a little additional restraint to the affair by tying
ropes from my bondage to various hooks on the sides of the table so that I could not roll over,
nor move a bit no matter how much I strained and wiggled.

“Shouldn’t I be gagged too?” I asked.
“No.  If she appears, I want you to try to talk to her.”  Colleen patted me on the cheek

lovingly.  “I’m getting very interested in this whole ghost thing.  It’s fascinating.”
“If you don’t mind being scared to death,” I put in.
“I guess mother was right all along.  She always believed in ghosts.  She even told me that

she saw the ghost of our cat, Snowball, around the house.  And Snowball had been flattened by
truck that ran over her years before.”

“You sure that the whipping didn’t hurt?”
“Of course, I’m sure.  It was a ghost whip and only stung a little bit.”
“Okay.  I’ll try to make contact.”
Colleen headed towards the stairs.
“Don’t forget to come for me in enough time for me to get a shower and dress for dinner,” I

called out.
“You know me.  Would I forget about you?”
I muttered a few nasty words under my breath.
Time went slowly, as was usual when you’re immobile and forced to stay that way.  I spent

the time looking around the room, noticing every little detail I could, and wondering if the mad
Warden would show up.

The worst part about being tied in a ball is that your back gets to hurting.  It’s the strain on
the muscles.  Try holding your face down by your knees for a while and you’ll see what I mean.

Having seen and catalogued everything I could see from my position, I closed my eyes to
rest a little bit.  Not that I expected to fall asleep, that would be unlikely in that position.  It was
then that I felt a coldness wash over me.  My eyes snapped open but I couldn’t see a thing.  Yet,
it felt as if an icy breeze had blown over me.  Then I saw a shape forming over by the cage.
Expecting to see a towering, ugly, mad woman, I was surprised to see that it was Vicki again.

“Hello, Vicki,” I called out.  She floated over to the table and looked at me.
“Why are you tied up?” she asked.  “Doesn’t that hurt?”
“Some,” I said, then told her about Colleen’s run in with Coldwater.  “That’s why I’m tied

like Colleen was,” I explained, “to attract the Warden.”



Vicki shuddered and faded partly away.  “Why would you want to talk to that woman?” she
asked.  “She’s terrible.  She beats us.  I think she killed a few of the girls.  She hates all of us.”

“Even now that you’re all ghosts?” I asked.
“A ghost?”
Apparently she was still having trouble swallowing the idea that she was dead.
“You said that you are innocent.  Is that true?” I asked to change the subject.
“Oh, yes.  I did not steal that money.  But my boss said that I did and another woman said

she saw me do it.  The judge ordered me to prison for ten years.”  She began weeping.  “They
hurt us here.”

“What year was that?”
“Year?  Why, last year.  1931.”
An idea was forming in the back of my mind.  “Listen, if I could prove that you did not take

the money, would you be free to move on?”
“Move on?”  She still didn’t grasp that concept.
“Okay, I will see if I can have your case reviewed.  Maybe something can be done to prove

you innocent.”
“Oh, that would be so wonderful!” she was weeping louder but also smiling.  “Then they’ll

let me out of here.”
“Right.  Now tell me the name of the company.  And the name of your boss.  And the

woman who testified against you.”
Vicki did, and I tried to memorize the information.
Suddenly she stopped in mid-sentence.  “She coming!” she cried and disappeared.
She?  Coldwater?  Of course, it was.  I felt a coldness right down to my bones that made me

shiver.  A dark shape began to form. It was, as Colleen said, taller than us, over six foot.  And
talk about ugly!  I doubted that any human could look that grotesque.  Maybe ghosts take on an
appearance related to their natures.  That would explain some of the stories about really horrid
ghosts.

The shape approached the table.  This one seemed more real than Vicki had been, more
substantial, more solid.  She held a whip in her hand.  The eyes that looked down at me were
black at first but began to glow with a deep red inner fire.  Now that began to scare me.  I found
myself twisting my hands around and straining against the ropes.

I could almost see the hate flowing from her, like heat waves.  She lifted an arm and swung
it down so that the whip struck me.  It was, as Colleen had said, a sting.  But a sharp one and
fairly intense.  I yelped.  Again she swung and again I cried out, mostly in surprise.  The thought
ran through my mind that she was getting better at making that ghost whip hurt.  Practice,
maybe?

Coldwater paused in her whipping. I got the feeling that she was aware that her blows
weren’t having the impact they would in real life.  Then she did something that really made my
blood run cold.  She turned to the wall with the selection of whips, and reached for one.  When
her hand came away, that whip was floating in mid-air and coming towards me!

Oh, crap, I thought.  That’s not a ghost whip.  That’s a real one.
The whip lifted, trembled and came down onto my back.  I had the impression that she was

having trouble moving that solid object.  The blow on my bare back was not hard, but it was real.
If she got better at this game, I might be in for a really, really bad time.



Again she lifted it and let it fall.  A little harder that time.  Then again.  By the fourth time,
she was gaining experience and the blows were beginning to hurt.  Before they got to the point
where I would be screaming, I tried the only thing I could think of that might stop her.

“Do you know that you’re dead!” I called out.
The whip shook and fell to the floor.  That black shape came closer until it was only inches

away and those red-glowing eyes burned into mine.
“Yesssss,” she hissed.  “I am dead.”  The words came out slowly and faintly but clear

enough for me to understand.
I could feel myself straining against the ropes in a desire to be free and running out of there.

But I didn’t have time to pay much attention to that.
“Why don’t you go on to the next level?” I asked her.
The laugh was the most horrible sound I have ever heard.
“I can’t.”
“Yes you can.”  I tried to sound firm and confident, but probably failed.  “All ghosts can go

on.”
“Hell.”
Was she just cursing?  “What do you mean?” I asked.
She was getting better at communicating with practice.  “No want Hell,” she said.  Then,

“Heaven won’t take me.  Don’t want to go to Hell.”
Well, the logic seemed reasonable.  If ghosts are spirits stuck in this world because of

unresolved issues, and the beyond is Heaven or Hell, I can understand her wanting to stay a
ghost.

“Do you know for sure there is a Heaven or Hell?” I asked.
She said nothing.
“I mean, there might be something else,” I offered.
“Hell.  Only.”
So much for the theological discussion.  I tried another direction.  “Okay, you want to stay a

ghost.  Fine.  But why do you want to whip me?”
“Hate.  Hurt.”
Oh, fine, hatred survives death and goes on.  Wonderful!  There was only one other

argument I could think of.  “Warden Coldwater,” I began, “if you stop doing bad deeds and
repent, maybe Heaven will let you in.  God is supposed to be very forgiving.  If you really want
to change, that is.”

“Hate.  Hurt you.”
Damned one-track mind!
“Stop hurting us and really, really want to be a good person.  Good people get into Heaven.”
I saw her answer rather than heard it.  The black leather whip was rising above the edge of

the table.  It looked as if she had a firmer grip on it this time.
She did.  The blow that landed across my shoulders actually hurt.  And I mean more than a

sting.  At the third blow, I began to yell for Colleen to come down and get me out of there.
The blows were not coming very fast, but they were getting harder.  In between reaction to

the bursts of pain, I was thinking fast.  What was it that the movies and TV shows always have
the exorcists do?  Prayer.  Sure.  But what else?  Sprinkle her with Holy Water?  Sorry, fresh out.

“I command you to depart in the name of God!” I called out.
She laughed.  So much for that.
How do you stop a determined ghost?  Especially when you can’t move?



There was a noise from the stairs and Colleen came walking in.
“Who are you talking to?” she asked.
“Right there,” I told her with a nod of my head in Coldwater’s direction.
Colleen looked but frowned.  “I don’t see anyone,” she said.  Then she saw the whip floating

in mid-air.  Rushing over, she grabbed it.  The tug-of-war was over in a second.  With a howl of
anger that we both heard, Coldwater faded away, leaving Colleen standing there with the whip in
her hand.



The Rope Girls and the Las Vegas Vampires
Las Vegas may be the ultimate Party Town, but the transient crowds of tourists make it the

perfect feeding ground for vampires, and where better than one of goth-themed bars?
When Sandra and Colleen, the two kinky queens of rope bondage arrived looking for the

wild side of the wildest town in the Wild West, trouble was inevitable.  Somehow, they could
hardly avoid running into the sexiest female, lesbian vampire with a taste for bondage and
domination as kinky as their desires.  The problem, of course, was that the two “rope girls” might
well find themselves as nothing more than drinking fountains for a herd of thirsty vampires…

Excerpt:
Okay, I’ll admit it: we’re sexual addicts.  No, make that perverted sex addicts.  Maybe

there’s something wrong with Colleen’s and my bodies.  Maybe we have a serious hormone
imbalance.  But whatever, we can’t seem to get enough sex.  And it has to be kinky sex too.

We talked about this a few times, back when we got started on our kinky lifestyle, and came
to the conclusion that we might be different but it was okay.  I mean, so long as we don’t get
hurt, what’s the problem?  We’re both young.  Fact is, neither of us can vote legally in our home
state.  But we are legal for sexual acts, no problem there.  “Of the age of consent,” I think is the
expression.

Anyway, I stopped worrying about why I was always horny and couldn’t get enough.  Might
as well relax and enjoy it, we decided.  While it lasts...  Now that’s a frightening thought.
Someday we might wake up and not want sex any longer.  Wow, bummer!  I hope that day will
be a long ways off!

And we are always looking for new kinks.  Nothing really way out there, but new and
exciting things to try.  So the next day we did some shopping and that evening went out looking
like refugees from the Addams Family.  There are plenty of shopping malls in Las Vegas if you
look for them.

I was dressed in a long black gown.  It was trimmed in black lace and cut with a deep Vee in
front to show a goodly amount of my breasts.  The sleeves were long, coming down almost over
my hands.  The lower part of the gown was rather tight, and I quickly found that I had to take
careful, small steps.  It was almost like having my knees tied together underneath.  I liked it!



Colleen picked an ultra short mini-skirt.  No, make that a micro-skirt.  So long as she was
standing, the critical parts were covered, but when she sat down...  Well, let’s say that she put on
a show.

The skirt was made of leather, and she added a vest made of the same supple black leather.
The vest was connected across the front by three small straps but left a goodly amount of skin
visible from the neck all the way down past the belly button to the top edge of the skirt.  Both
parts were delightfully tight.  Made her look so damned sexy that I wanted to grab her and...
Well, never mind.  You can guess what I wanted to do to her.

We put on some makeup to enhance the look, but far short of making ourselves as pale as
corpses.  We did use black eye shadow and a very dark red lipstick.

We had dinner in the hotel’s main dining room and set out to find this Dante’s place.  We
got lots and lots of stares in the dining room.  The maître d’ looked so shocked that I was afraid
they weren’t going to seat us at first.  But he did.  It was in a corner booth where the lighting was
subdued.  I’m sure he had visions of what Colleen would be showing if she were seated at one of
the open tables.

The two of us dined well and left a big tip.  I was feeling excited at the prospect of checking
out the kinky scene in what has been described as the biggest party town in the world.

Oh, I forgot to mention.  Susie wasn’t with us.  She got a call that afternoon and said that she
had to go back home because of a family emergency.  She assured us that she wasn’t leaving
because of the trick we had pulled on her the night before.  If fact, she came to admit that it was a
pretty good trick that really had her going for a while.  Anyway, Colleen gave her money and we
put her on a taxi for the airport.

Thus it was that only two of us ventured forth to brave the notorious Dante’s.  Shana had
assured us that the place was well known and attracted many tourists.  Most of whom never
returned, but wanted to gawk at the weirdoes at least once.

Dante’s was definitely not on the Strip.  We found it nestled in between an office building
and a mortuary, if you will believe that!  It was in an older part of town where the buildings went
back to the beginning of Las Vegas’ boom in the 1940’s.  There was no advertising outside, a
sharp contrast to the usual glitter and brash lighting of that town.  Just a simple sign that said
“Dante’s”.  Nearby was a fair sized parking lot adjoining that of the mortuary.  It was half filled
with cars, many with out of state plates.

We parked and made for the side entrance.  Once past the outer door, there was an archway
apparently made of hand-carved stone blocks.  Above that was some writing.  In the dim light I
could just make out: “Lasciate ogne speranza, voi ch’intrate.”  I pointed that out to Colleen.  She
whispered to me, “That translates as ‘Abandon all hope, ye who enter here.’  It’s a quote from
Dante’s Inferno.”

I think she reads more than I do.
Through that arch there was a table and another door, this one closed.  The area was more

shadows than otherwise and I could hardly see the woman seated behind the table.
“You wish to enter?” she asked.  I saw white teeth gleam in the dim light as she smiled and

could swear that there were fangs among them.
“Yes,” Colleen said.  “We were told this is a place to find the unusual.”
She smiled again and confirmed that she had fangs.  Two of them in the top row of teeth.

And the reddest lips I’ve ever seen.



She named an entrance fee and Colleen paid.  Rather steep, I thought, but maybe that is to
keep the riff-raff and gawking, cheap tourists out.  Only those seeking the “unusual” as Colleen
had put it, would pay and pass through that door.

The door opened by itself and we passed through.  There was a wide stairway leading
downward.  At the bottom was a rather large room, looking more or less like a restaurant but the
most dimly lit one I’ve ever seen.  Most bars and some restaurants have dim lighting because it is
more “intimate”.  This place was not intimate; it was spooky.  I mean creepy crawly spooky.
There were actually cobwebs in the corners and behind the large bar.  I wondered if they were
fake cobwebs from a Halloween store or it the spiders that made them were still living here.
This place looked like the set of a Hollywood horror movie.

The crowd was the strangest mix of goth and tourist I’ve ever seen. About half of them
were wearing black Victorian clothes, a few of the men even going so far as to wear capes with
red satin lining.  Most of the women, and there were plenty of them, wore black dresses like
ours, but most were a little more extreme with the makeup and what I thought were wigs.  I
mean, can you image a whole room full of raven-haired women without a blonde or redhead or
auburn head in sight?  Most of those had to be dye jobs or wigs.  Colleen’s red hair sort of stood
out, while my Italian ancestry black did not.

There was a scattering of punk and even some of what I thought was called “deathrock” or
“darkwave” fashion.  More on the morbid side.  Rings piercing places where rings aren’t
normally found.  Like that.  But most of them were going for the movie vampire look.  Bela
Lugosi would have been right at home.

We were shown to a table by a young woman wearing a black dress slit up side far enough
to show that she was not wearing any panties.  Like up to the waist.  I thought it was rather sexy.

We ordered wine and settled down to see what was happening.  There was a dance floor, and
immediately after we arrived, a DJ appeared and began to play what sounded to me like punk
rock.  A few danced, but mostly the younger set, and the dancing consisted mostly of assuming
sexy poses and wiggling their parts at each other.

A tall, not bad looking vampire came to our table.  “Hello.  My name is Alucard.”
“As in Dracula spelled backwards?” Colleen said.
“You got me there.  Actually, my name is Paul.  You two haven’t been here before, have

you?”
“No.  We just got into town a couple days ago.”
He looked us both over carefully – well, as carefully as he could in the dim light – and

smiled.  “You’re not vintage goth.  The clothes are too new and off the rack. But you’re not
hard-core tourists, either.  We get a lot of sightseers.  They hear about the Dante’s and come to
gawk.  Usually they leave before too long.”  He paused again.  “So, why are you here?”

“Looking for kinky action,” Colleen said matter-of-factly.
“Oh...”  He smiled again.  Rather nice smile.  I figured him to be about five years older than

us.  Maybe more, it was hard to tell in the dim light, most of which came from candles on the
tables and subdued indirect accent lights in shades of red.

“Well, I can get a little kinky,” he said with a sly grin.
Colleen stood up and whispered something in his ear.  I couldn’t hear what she was saying

but he replied, also whispered as if it was secret.  She replied, and that must have shocked him.
“I...  Well...” he stammered.

Colleen sat back down and took a sip of her wine.  I was admiring how she was managing to
control the conversation.  “I guess not,” he finally said, and walked away.



“What the hell did you say to him?” I asked.
“Oh, just a little hint of what we like.”
“And what did he say to you?”
“He’s not our type.  His idea of kink is having us tie him down to a bed with soft ties and

licking him all over.”
“Definitely not our type,” I agreed.  “I dislike submissive guys.”
In the next half hour, two more single guys tried to hit on us.  Conversation was getting

harder as the DJ increased the volume.  She dissuaded them with pithy comments about their
suggestions.  I was beginning to think that everyone there was straight and we would have no
luck finding other women who liked the things we did.  Which made me begin to think about
what one of the would-be vampires might do with us.  I’m sort of bi, you know.

Then she came up.  Even in the dim light, I thought she was one of the most attractive
women I have ever seen.  Her hair was not a wig, and was both longer and blacker than mine.
Her eyes were dark and mysterious.  There was a wicked little smile on her lips that set my heart
to fluttering.

“Hello, girls.  I’m Deidre.  Mind if I sit down?”
Colleen waved a hand to an empty chair.  Deidre took it and moved it closer to us before

sitting down.  She was not only beautiful, but she was tall, at least as tall as Colleen, maybe
more.  And she had a most commanding presence.  I just couldn’t imagine her as a sub.  No way.
This was a woman used to being obeyed.

“I noticed you were rejecting the men,” she went on.  We both had to lean towards her to
hear.  “You looking for something else?”

Oh, boy, are we, I wanted to say.
“We’re looking for something different,” Colleen said.
“Different and kinky,” I added.  Might as well get right to the point.
“Some of the people who come here are kinky,” Deidre told us.  “But some are into much

more than that.”
“Like?” asked Colleen.
Deidre didn’t answer right away.  “Let’s just say that it is an area you don’t want to go to.”
She seemed serious.  I was not sure of exactly what she meant, but somehow knew it was

something more than just harder S&M than we usually play.  Actually, Colleen and I are on the
mild side when it comes to pain giving and receiving.

“Fine,” said Colleen, “then we won’t go there.”
In a bold move, Colleen reached over the table and laid her hand gently on Deidre’s.  The

woman did not move her hand away, and nothing showed on her dark face to indicate if she was
pleased or not.  I hoped that she was lesbian to the core, because I was enamoured with her
beauty and that wonderful sense of control she exuded.

“Come with me,” Deidre said.  She rose and headed towards one of the arched exits at the
back of the room.  Colleen glanced at me.  I nodded and we both followed that exotic woman
into what kind of adventure I had no idea.



The Escape Artist Series

Female escape artists are a popular subject with the kinky crowd.  The idea of a pretty
woman putting herself into horribly complex and often deadly restraints then trying to escape
from them appeals to many.  It was from a fascination with these professionals that I began
writing about Stella, who modestly advertises herself as the world’s best female escape artist.

I’m pretty sure there will be more in this series.  People keep asking for more.

Escape Artist
Thomas Crofton kidnaps beautiful women and sells them abroad as sex slaves.  Stella, a

professional escape artist, is asked by the FBI to lay a trap to catch him, but she becomes a
prisoner in bondage from which even she cannot escape, and is used and abused for his kinky,
painful sex games.

Excerpt:
“I intend to keep you as a pet.  You are a very good fuck.  About the best I ever had.  That

body… And the way you move…  How tight you are…  You are all a man could ever want.  All
I could want.  I shall find much pleasure in keeping you as a prisoner.”

“For how long?”  She was hoping he might have only a short time in mind.
“How long?  As long as you are still sexy.  As long as you are still fun to tightly bind and

torment.  Have you ever been whipped?”
The last question took her off guard.  Suddenly he was introducing a new element – sadism.

He would not be content with just keeping her a prisoner and screwing her when he felt like it.
He was going to hurt her.  She knew it deep inside.  She had known many men and knew those
who liked to hurt a woman.  As with keeping them tied up, it created an almost overpowering
sense of power.  To not only control a woman, but also to inflict pain was a powerful
aphrodisiac.

She also knew much more about the psychology of the whole domination/submission scene.
She was not all that much into it but had many experiences with people who took it to heart.
Bondage was just one tool of those people, not a wonderful end in itself the way Stella felt about
it.  So she asked him, “Do I call you ‘Master’?  And you call me ‘slave’?”



He tilted his head back and laughed.  “Oh, you are a good one!  Yes, call me Master, if you
want.  Or don’t.  I don’t care.  I am your Master, your owner.  Simple words spoken or not
spoken will not change that.  It is ropes and chains and handcuffs and locks that make me the
Master over you.  Think of yourself as a ‘slave’; it may help you come to accept your new life.
Or don’t.  Fight me all you can, that is okay with me.  In fact, I would rather you did.  Makes
owning and training you all the more of a challenge and much more satisfying in the end.”

Stella bowed her head, not in submission but in defeat.  She was losing this word game, just
as she had lost her freedom.  She would fight him; they both knew that.  She vowed to herself
never to give in to the man.  He might have her body and would use or abuse it as he wished, but
he would never have her mind.

Still, she knew something about this kind of man.  He would sexually use her, and would
cause her pain at times.  He might call it ‘punishment’ for some imagined misdeed or for no
reason.  But he would do it.  There was nothing she could do about that.  But…  And this was a
big ‘but’: she need not antagonize him.  Do not give him reason to inflict more pain than he
would otherwise.  Be meek and submissive.  Survive and keep your eyes open for a chance to
strike out and run.

Good advice.  She hoped she could adhere to it.
Strangely, as she sat there, heavily shackled, she found the sweet smell of his pipe tobacco

pleasing.  It reminded her of some boys back in college who thought it made them look more
academic if they smoked a pipe.

“My men will now take you to your room,” he continued.  “I had it fixed up just like a
prison cell.  I’m sure you will like it.  It is escape-proof.  Which is good, because it is not really
practical to keep you chained up like this every minute of the day, now is it?”

She said nothing.  A few moments later the two henchmen picked her up and carried off to a
life of imprisonment.



Escape Artist 2 - Imprisonment in Japan
At the end of the first book of this series, the famous and beautiful professional escape artist,

Stella Walters was sold her to a Japanese sadist.  Now boxed up and shipped off to Japan, she is
at the mercy of a man who takes delight in torturing beautiful women.

Excerpt:
On the gentle breeze came the soft sounds of a kagurabue.  The bamboo flute told that a

Shinto temple was not far off, for it is used in the mi-kagura, or ritual music of such temples.
That same late spring zephyr also bore the muffled sounds of pain through the pines of a

private estate just outside of Takamatou on Hakkaido, the northernmost island of Japan.  This
private estate was both fenced and large enough so that most of the muted noise made by the
suffering woman remained trapped within it, just as the woman was trapped within that large
house.

Had she not been gagged, the woman hanging by her ankles would surely have been
pleading or cursing in English, for she was not Japanese as were the other women kept prisoners
on that estate.  She had been born in far off America and only recently transported in a totally
helpless state like a piece of cargo across the ocean to the Land of the Rising Sun.

The girl’s slender body hung by bound ankles from the beam of a Japanese style house with
lots of paper sliding doors and very little furniture.  Hemp rope had been used to bind her arms
behind her back, wrists together and parallel in the Japanese style, and a lot of rope binding her
upper arms and around her chest.  She wore only a tight pair of black silk panties, nothing else.
Forced into her mouth was a large rubber ball strapped in place tightly.  The ball had two
purposes.  First it silenced her, at least as far as talking went.  Secondly it was a form of
punishment.  The rubber ball forced her jaw wide open and was wedged in place.  At first, it had
been merely uncomfortable but as time passed the muscles of her jaw began to ache.  More time
passed, and the ache grew into a pain then a torment.  Soon large tears were running up her face
to disappear into her long red hair that hung down all the way to the floor.

The ropes were uncomfortable and hanging by one’s ankles was no fun, but the worst of the
punishment was that gag.  Pain radiated up her jaw into her head.  She had shaken her head at the
beginning to try to dislodge the gag, even though from bitter experience she knew that would not
be possible.  It had been early in the day when Goshujin-sama had dragged her from her cage-



like cell and hung her by the feet in the empty room.  Goshujin-sama was not his real name but
what Tara had been taught to call him.  It meant “Master” in Japanese.  She was not sure of his
real name.  He called her tonko but she had come to realize over the month she had been in his
house, that it was not a name but a title.  It meant “slave,” or more specifically a “love slave”.

One of the sliding panels was open to a garden, one of several around the house.  If she
twisted her head a bit, she could see the pine trees and the small waterfall leading to the koi
pond.  Through that opening came a soft breeze, just cool enough to raise goose bumps on her
bare skin.

Goshujin-sama had not returned, and the poor American girl had to wonder if she were
going to hang upside down all day.  Considering some of the cruel torments he had inflicted
upon her, it was very possible that was, indeed, his plan.  No one else came by.  She could not
even hear the sounds of anyone, but that was no surprise.  This house, built in the old style yet
with modern materials and conveniences, was huge.  Only the distant, very faint sound of flute
music came to her to relieve her suffering.

As usual, she had struggled against the ropes as soon as she was left alone.  Also as usual,
she had not been able to loosen a single winding of the coarse rope.  In her prior life, Tara had
been the assistant and close friend of Stella Walters, the foremost female Escape Artist in the
world.  Stella had become involved in a plan by Federal authorities to bring down a man
trafficking in human beings.  Thomas Crofton arranged for attractive females to be kidnapped
then shipped to buyers in other countries.  Stella was bait in an attempt to gather evidence
enough to convict the wily criminal, but the plan backfired and she was taken prisoner and made
to suffer at the hands of that sadistic man.  In a foolhardy attempt to rescue her, Tara was also
captured.  A few days later, she was packaged up and shipped off on a long voyage, at the end of
which she found that she had been sold to a Japanese millionaire who enjoyed keeping a few
females around as slaves.

Over that next month, Tara was taught that her owner enjoyed tightly binding and
tormenting his slavegirls.  Punishments were readily dispensed for minor infractions of some set
of rules Tara did not really understand, or for no reason at all.  He simply liked to torture helpless
females.

One such undeserved punishment was this hanging by her ankles.  Her ass bore fading
whipmarks to attest to other punishments, and her breasts were sore from the needles he enjoyed
sticking into them.  Inserting the sharp needles into the soft flesh of her breasts did little damage
but was very painful.  Besides, she had always been afraid of needles, hating when she had to
have an injection for any reason.  Now she was forced to endure the anguish of having dozens of
pins stuck into her.  The first time he had pushed a needle completely through her nipple, she had
screamed loudly and jerked around within her bonds.  She still screamed as each needle entered
her flesh.  Goshujin-sama delighted in binding her tightly to a post with her breasts sticking out,
then turning them into pincushions.

By the shadows of the morning sun, Tara could tell that she had been hanging at least two
hours, maybe more.  Her struggles had come to an end; her cries ceased, save for a soft moaning
she could not help.  All she could do was hang and wait.

While she did, her thoughts went, as they often did, to her best friend, and, if truth be
known, her lover, Stella.  The last she knew of Stella, she was a captive of that horrible Thomas
Crofton.  The FBI plot to get evidence on him had failed; Stella and she were prisoners, and she
had no idea where Stella was.  It was enough to bring tears to her eyes beyond those caused by
the terrible ache in her jaw.  Was Stella experiencing the same kind of torture?  Or was Crofton



just keeping her a prisoner to play with now and then?  Or maybe Stella had escaped?!  It was a
good idea that her friend might be walking around a free woman.  And that maybe Crofton was
behind bars.  But, even if that were so, what about her?  Tara was in a distant country and a
prisoner in a system that made hard time at Alcatraz seem like a holiday.



Escape Artist In Trouble
While on vacation in the Caribbean, professional escape artist Stella and her beautiful

assistant Tara are kidnapped and held prisoner by an evil madman who wants to put Stella’s
skills to the test.  Each test becomes harder and more dangerous, and Stella knows sooner or later
her skills will not be enough.

Excerpt:
The guards placed the high heeled shoes before them and ordered them to put them on.

Then they were marched up the stairs and off to the first test.
Not too surprisingly, it was a warm and sunny morning, a totally blue sky and not the

slightest hint of breeze – yet. Breezes are the rule rather than the exception in the Caribbean.
They were taken to a small courtyard, much like the one in which they had lunch the previous
day. Only this one did not have a table and chairs, only three wooden posts cemented into the
ground with a square of bare concrete around them. The three posts were aligned in a row, about
three feet apart. They were made to stand beside the posts. One of the guards spoke into a small
radio, and then they waited.

Zack came happily into the courtyard, smiling at the two shackled women. “Oh, my,” he
told them, “but you look good in those shorts. You Americans call them hot pants, I believe.
Very nice.”

He snapped his fingers and a guard pushed Tara over to the end post. With a length of rope,
he bound her waist tightly to the post. With her hands cuffed high on her back, there was no way
she could reach down to the rope now holding her to the post. He then pulled her hot pants down
and off her legs, leaving her naked.

“Tara is here to give you encouragement,” he told Stella as the guard was unlocking her
hands from the cuffs. He then removed the collar, leaving her totally free – for the moment.
“I’m going to tie you to that post. You will then have fifteen minutes to free yourself. I assure
you, for a woman of your skills, it should be easy. However… If, after the fifteen minutes are
up, you have not totally freed yourself, one of my men here will come in and begin whipping
Tara’s pretty little ass.”



He turned to the other guard and snapped his fingers again. The guard grinned and picked
up short whip from the ground. It was only a couple feet long and made of braided black leather.
The end was thin and appeared is if it might have been stiffened. Taking a position behind Tara,
he pulled back his arm then let fly with a single stroke across her ass.

Tara yelled and jerked her leg. A thin red line began to form on her skin, testimony to the
effectiveness of the whip. She looked back over her shoulder to glare in anger at Zack.

“See, it will not do any serious damage but it does hurt, does it not, my dear Tara?”
Tara did not answer. The red, slightly swollen line across her cheeks answered for her.
“Very good. Now, if you will be so kind as to sit down beside this post?”
Stella sat on the concrete next to the post at the other end of the row. Zack knelt beside her

and put out his hand. A guard immediately placed a length of rope in it. He began by looping
the rope around Stella’s wrists behind her back. She was a bit surprised that he was binding her
wrists crossed, not palm to palm. That was normally a milder form of bondage and, therefore,
easier to work out of. Surely he did not intend this to be at all easy.

He did not. Taking her leg, he rotated her around and placed her legs around the post. Then
he bound her ankles together in a crossed position. It would keep Stella in that sitting position,
but was, again, a rather mild bit of bondage. If she freed her hands, it would be easy to reach
around and untie her feet.

She looked up at him with the unspoken question: was that all?
“Not quite,” he told her. Another piece of rope was handed to him, and he looped it around

her arms just above the elbows. When he pulled the loop in, her elbows moved closer. He did
not, however, attempt to make them touch. When they were about six inches apart, he wrapped
several more loops and then cinched the ropes down by winding what was left around them.
That cinching extended from one elbow over to the other, assuring that the ropes would not
loosen and fall if she managed to pull her elbows closer together.

The arrangement was snug but not overly tight. The pulling of the elbows together made the
cords around her wrists tighten, but it could have been worse, much worse. Had he forced her
elbows to touch, the cords would have been cutting deeply into her wrists. The man seemed to
know what he was doing, and she was sure he was well aware of just how difficult he was
making this position.

“You have fifteen minutes. Then your friend gets her ass whipped. Which will, of course
continue until you do free yourself.” He squatted down next to her so that his face was close to
hers. “Of course, we both know that this isn’t much of a challenge for a women of your
experience. But do not worry, the tests will get harder.”

Then he walked out, followed by the two guards.
Stella looked around. The two of them were alone, which surprised her. She had expected

him to stay and watch. But, of course, it was entirely possible that they were under the watchful
eye of surveillance devices hidden in the foliage. She began exploring the ropes with her fingers.



School for Escape Artists
Someone wicked is tormenting the minds of women, leaving them helplessly bound and

believing they will never escape.  Stella Walters, the world-famous escape artist, is called in to
help the police, although she is somewhat reluctant to take time away from her new school for
trainee escape artists.  Will she solve the crime, or will she simply become another victim?

Excerpt:
“Aurora, I would like to see you,” Stella began.  “After the classes today.”
“Yes, Mistress!”  Aurora liked to tease Stella by calling her “Mistress”.  But she did not

really mean it, while Stella’s prior assistant, Tara, often called her “Mistress” and meant it in the
D/s meaning.  Tara was much more submissive than Aurora, a fact that Stella had to deal with on
a daily basis.

Stella went back to the stocks and released the two students, telling them to hurry along and
join the rest of the class.  She did not mind so much Aurora’s playing with the students except
when it interfered with their learning.  Stella was most serious about this profession.

After the classes for the day were over, Aurora appeared in Stella’s office and smiled
sweetly at her boss.  “You wanted to see me?” she asked innocently.

Stella was brief and to the point.  She explained – once again – that student training came
first, playing around a distant second.

“I am afraid I am going to have to punish you,” she informed her assistant.  “Properly, I
should leave you overnight in the stocks.  I’m sure that it was your intent for those two poor
students to stay in there long enough for them to be really aching.  To do such to you would be
an appropriate punishment.”

Aurora said nothing.
“But I am not going to do that.  Instead, I will punish you in a more painful manner but for a

much shorter period.  Take off your clothes.”
Since there was not much clothing to take off, that did not take long.  Aurora had a fine

figure and enjoyed showing it off.  As she casually tossed her costume on the floor, she said,
quietly, “You do know that sooner or later, you will be tied up and under my power.”

“Probably.  That is the nature of our relationship.  Give and take.”
“And that whatever you do to me now may well come back to haunt you?”



“That is the normal way the game is played,” Stella conceded.  “However, in this case I am
not simply playing one of our games with you.  I am truly punishing you for breaking one of my
rules.”

Aurora said nothing but lifted one eyebrow slightly.
“And as such, this punishment does not come under our usual ‘give and take’ rules.”
Seeming to want to say something, Aurora opened her mouth, and then shut it again.
“Turn around,” Stella commanded.  Since she was holding a rope in her hand, it was obvious

what was going to happen next.  Aurora turned and placed her hands behind her back
submissively but not happily.  She knew that she was in for some real punishment this time.

The way that Stella bound her arms was what is usually called a “Reverse Prayer”.  The
arms were bent and the hands pulled up on the back until they were above the level of the
shoulder blades.  The wrists were bound together with the palms facing each other.  Then Stella
looped rope around the forearms down by the elbows and pulled until her forearms were tightly
pressed against each other all the way from wrists to elbows.  It was a position that most women
could not assume because it required a high degree of flexibility.

It was also a position from which even a trained escape artist could not free herself unless a
major mistake was made in the binding. Stella did not make major mistakes, or minor ones,
when binding another woman.  Aurora’s arms would stay bound up on her back until Stella
decided she had suffered enough. And suffering is what she would do, for Stella’s next move
was to roughly push Aurora down to the bed.  She then bound the girl’s ankles together, leaving
a fair amount of rope trailing off.  Aurora glanced up to the ceiling where a strong metal ring was
screwed in directly over the center of the bed with a strong suspicion she knew what was coming
next.  Stella’s bedroom was equipped with numerous such rings that served as anchor points for
all kinds of bondage.

As Aurora expected, the rope from her ankles was passed through that ring and pulled upon.
She watched as her feet rose from the floor. When they were at the level of the bed, she rested
backwards on her bound arms, and watched as her feet went higher and higher reaching towards
the ceiling. Her only comment was a grunt as her shoulders were lifted from the bed, leaving
only her hair or trailing down still in contact with the mattress. From her inverted position, she
watched as Stella removed her own clothing and climbed up on the bed next to her.

Stella positioned herself on her knees next to the hanging girl, and rotated so that her head
was positioned only a couple of inches from Stella’s sex.

“This is my punishment?  You simply want to force me to tongue you?  Or do you plan to
leave me hanging like this for a while longer afterwards?”

“I may. This little service right now is simply to warm me up.  We’ll get to more serious
punishment when I’m good and horny.”

“You’re always horny!” Aurora protested.
“As are you, my dear.  Now get to licking.  Here, I’ll spread my lips to help you.”
The room was soon filled with moans of pleasure.  Aurora may have been a little overly

hard on students, but she was great at using her tongue to hit all the nerves down there.  Even
inverted!  But, of course, this was not the first time she had been pressed into service for this
pleasurable task.

It was only a few minutes before Stella pushed Aurora away, an act that set her swinging
back and forth over the bed.  She shook her head, sending the luxurious hair flying around.  The
soft glow in her eyes clearly told that the seemingly cruel act was turning her on.



It was Stella’s turn to shake her head.  Her body had been responding more rapidly than she
expected and, if she were not careful, she might have an orgasm right there and then.  She had
planned to have one – she loved them – but not until after playing with the naughty assistant for
a while.

Climbing off the bed, she stretched with a cat-like grace, and walked around the bed.
“You’ve been a naughty girl, Aurora,” she purred.

“So what are you going to do about it, asshole?” came the retort from a sassy submissive.
“Haven’t you noticed that I have you totally in my power?” Stella informed sweetly.  “I can

do anything I want to you and you can do nothing to stop me.”
“Go to hell, bitch!”
Stella was already getting the riding crop out of her nightstand drawer as she listened to the

hanging girl’s defiance.  It was, of course, part of the game.  Aurora was not a stupid woman; she
knew full well exactly how helpless she was.  But the perverse nature of her
dominant/submissive sides made her play the part, no matter which side of the whip it was on.

A crack sounded in the bedroom, followed by a yelp from Aurora.  A small red spot began
to form on her left ass cheek.

“I should have suspected you wanted to do this when you tied my arms this way.  You don’t
want me to be able to protect my ass!”

“Or your tits,” Stella said calmly, and then followed it up with a sharp smack on the side of
her left breast.

“Shiiiitt!  That hurt!”
“Glad you noticed.”
Over the next ten minutes or so, there followed many more love-taps with that crop, leaving

her ass covered with red and both breasts moderately reddened.  Stella was an expert at this.  She
knew just how to make it hurt, but not too much.

“You bitch!  Stop this or I’ll scratch your eyes out!”  Aurora sounded like an unhappy
camper.

As she sought out fresh targets on the soft flesh, the idea came to Stella that what she was
doing was not so very different from what the serial binder was doing to the girls he kidnapped.
The tight bondage applied to both scenes.  And some pain as well.  The main difference between
them was that the unknown man did little in the way of extra pain.  He allowed the extreme
bondage to make the girl suffer, along with the mental anguish of knowing that she was
abandoned and would probably never be rescued.  Aurora did not have to endure that terrible
concept, even if she did have to wonder how long this snapping of a leather tab against her skin
and the ensuing sting and burning feeling would go on.  And, of course, not to forget the fact that
she was hanging by her ankles with her arms tightly and uncomfortably bound.  If Stella were of
a mind to leave her this way all night, she would be one suffering girl by morning!



The Great Escape Artist Contest
Extreme bondage, erotic clothing, danger and excitement – it’s all in a day’s work for a

female escape artist.  But a competition for the best escape artists in the world brings out the best
in people – and the worst.  Someone is determined that not all the women will escape…

Excerpt:
Her act was a straitjacket escape but not of the usual type.  Her straitjacket was custom made

and far more restrictive than the normal.  The top part was much as a normal straightjacket, with
sleeves for the arms that wrapped around the front and were attached to the back of the jacket,
forcing the arms into a tight wrap around the body.  The top part was buckled on with leather
straps and padlocks, all quite tight and secure.  But then the jacket differed from the norm.  There
was the normal crotch strap, a wide leather strap passing between the legs and tightly buckled to
prevent the jacket from being pulled up.  But there was a second part, a leather sheath that
covered her legs from the hips down to the ankles.  That sheath had a dozen straps to hold her
legs together, along with hasps to attach locks.  After the sheath was secured on her legs, they
would be bent double and a wide strap used to bind them in that doubled-up position.  There
were then several straps from that leg-binder up to the top part of the jacket to secure it and
prevent it from being pulled off the legs.  When it was finished, she would be strapped tightly in
leather from neck to ankles and with her legs folded.  It was a position from which no one should
be able to escape.

Most of the normal ways of working your arms out of a straightjacket would not work
because of the straps holding the top to the bottom parts.

She would be put in those leather restraints and then gagged.  She would be picked up and
placed inside a steel barred cage and locked in.  The cage would be atop a table about four feet
off the floor.  A short curtain would be pulled around the cage, covering only from the top to the
table level.  All under the table would be completely visible to the audience.

The escape was a double one; first the straightjacket then the cage.  The only negative part
of the escape was that it took time.  The cage was not large and gave her very little room to move
around in.  The locks were rigged to open by themselves two minutes after being locked.  When
the lock closed, it punctured a small vial of acid that then ate through a tiny metal clip.  As soon
as that clip was weakened enough, the lock could be shaken and would open by itself.  Working



her arms out would not be too hard because all the straps were not buckled as with a normal
straightjacket, but locked closed.  With the locks literally falling off, she could wiggle out of the
leather restraints.  The only problem could arise from one or more of the locks failing to
disengage properly.

Because of that, she had tested over fifty locks to perfect the mechanism, and was confident
that they would not fail her.

She would have a pick hidden in her rather brief costume and use that to unlock the locks on
the cage.

Her best time at doing all this was five minutes and eighteen seconds.  That was a bit long to
make an audience wait with nothing happening on the stage, so, as she climbed the stairs to her
apartment, she was thinking about what might be done as a diversion during that time.

Shedding her clothes, she entered the bathroom and took a shower.  When she emerged,
damp all over, she failed to notice the dark figure hidden behind the door.  A sudden shock jolted
her body, and then everything went black.

From his secret observation center, Carl Hardson watched as the figure dressed in black
placed the stun gun up to the back of Mistress X’s neck and as her body jerked backwards then
collapsed to the floor.

He was most interested to see what the figure would do next.  Leave her there and go
sabotage her equipment?  Or would he sabotage the naked woman lying at his feet?

Hardson had to switch cameras as the figure carried the unconscious woman down the stairs
and over to her equipment.  What now?  The figure placed her on a table and looked around at
the cages, chains and locks and boxes of leather restraints.  What was he looking for?

He found what he was looking for in a cardboard box.  From that he pulled several coils of
rope, white nylon and about a quarter inch in thickness.  Going to the naked woman, he began
binding her body.  The arms were bound behind her, the elbows very tightly together.  Then he
wrapped rope around her waist and arms, and cinched that down as tightly as he could.  The man
watching on the monitor could see how it cut into her stomach – it was that tight.

He bound her legs together, as usual at the ankles and again above the knees.  A rope then
went from the ankles up to the elbows and was used to pull her legs up into a classic hogtie.
Only he pulled very hard and forced the feet up higher than her bound wrists, almost all the way
to her bound elbows.  Her body was forced into an arch by the tightness.

This was a very tight hogtie, and one that most people could never get out of, even a
professional escape artist.  Hardson noted that as the man tied her, he seemed to be exuding
hatred with the viciousness with which he bound her.  Did he hate this woman?  Or all women?

The hogtie was very tight and secure, but he was not finished with the unfortunate woman.
From his pocket, he pulled a ball gag and forced it into her mouth.  When it was buckled tightly,
he tied a short rope from the back of the gag strap to her ankles and pulled until her head was
lifted and pulled back.  She was beginning to moan, perhaps coming out of the stunned
condition.

From his pocket, he took a small role of duct tape that he wrapped around her head,
completely covering her eyes.  Then he stepped back and looked at his work.

There was no question that if she were not already feeling pain, she would as she awoke
more.  It seemed every muscle in her body was strained by the tight ropes.  This kind of hogtie
was only used when you wished to punish the victim.  It was uncomfortable at the very start and
became extremely painful before very long passed.  A few hours of this kind of hogtie would be
agony for any woman.



The figure then picked her up like a piece of luggage, using the rope between her ankles and
elbows as a handle, and carried her over to the steel barred cage that was part of her act.  He
inserted her into the cage and closed the lid.  Ignoring the locks lying around, he tied the lid shut
with numerous windings of rope.  The knots were tied very tightly and in a dozen places to make
it difficult to get out of the cage.  Which was clearly a case of overkill, since it was highly
unlikely that Mistress X could possible free herself from the hogtie ropes.

For minute, the figure just stood there, looking at the secured package he had created.  Then
he draped a tarp over the cage and left.



Deadly Escapes
Some men (and some women) may think it’s very erotic to see a scantily clad young woman

tied tightly.  Some young women may find it very erotic to be scantily clad and tied tightly.
Some, just a few, manage to make a career of it, not only doing it publicly but also enjoying it –
and much, much more – with like-minded individuals in private.

Elena Montez is a professional escape artist, one of the best.  After all, she graduated from
Stella Walters’ School for Escape Artists.  But someone is sabotaging her escapes, and after she
nearly drowns in the “Water Torture Tank”, she decides to call on her former teacher for help.
Will they trap the saboteur at an important competition, or will this be Elena’s last performance?

Excerpt:
Elena kicked off her heels and stretched.  “You know,” she began, “I think that maybe I

need more practice at rope escapes.”
Stella smiled.  They both knew what she was really asking for, and Stella was happy to

provide it.
“Just happen to have some rope right here,” she said as she opened the suitcase.  Sure

enough, there were a couple lengths of white cotton clothesline neatly coiled up and waiting.
“You promise you’ll be gentle with me,” Elena said as she slid out of the red dress that had

been drawing all the male eyes in the restaurant to her shapely legs.  “It’s been a while since I
was tied up with rope.”

“How long?”
“Last week,” Elena replied shyly.  “But you will make it a challenge, won’t you?”
“Don’t I always?”
Before Stella had the coils of rope unwrapped, Elena had all her clothes off and was

standing there with a twinkle in her eye.
“Oh, I see you’ve kept up with shaving your pubic hair,” she commented.
“I have to.  Because of the skimpy costumes I have to wear.  Some of those are soooo tight

that any hair down there would show right through.”
“Right.  And your sweet little pussy doesn’t?”
“Oh...  Some...”



By the end of that little exchange, Elena’s hands were bound behind her back and her
elbows were caught in the rope and coming together to be tightly bound.  Which did wonders to
make her breasts stand out.

“Oh...” Elena sighed, “You tie so nice and tight.”
“You know that you’ll be punished if you fail to escape?”
“Of course.  You taught me that punishments are necessary to assure maximum effort at the

escapes.  No slacking off if you know that something nasty will be coming if you fail.”
Stella jerked the last knot at the elbows tight and turned Elena around.  “I recall that you

were very, very good at moving your hands around in front of you even when the elbows were
bound, as they are now.  I’ll have to do something to prevent that.”

The something Stella had in mind was simple enough.  She took some additional rope,
wrapped it tightly around Elena’s arms and body at the narrowest part of her waist, and then
cinched that rope down so tightly that it nearly disappeared into her waist.

As Stella was tying the final knot, Elena leaned forward and gently kissed Stella.  “That’s
ever so tight,” she whispered.  “I can hardly breathe.”

“Good.  You should feel the ropes strongly enough so you can’t forget that they are there.”
“Of course, Mistress.”  Elena’s eyes were getting that far-away look as her world shrank

down to just her and Stella and the ropes.  She twisted and pulled on her arms, but they both
knew it was not really an escape attempt but rather simply enjoying the feeling of her restraints.
Her arms were now pretty much useless, welded to her back and each other.  Given enough time,
a good escape artist such as Elena could work her way of that bondage, but it would not be easy.
In this case, she really did not want to get free.  They were not really practicing escapes.

Stella took her student’s head in both hands and gently kissed her on the lips.  Elena
responded by pressing her bare breasts against Stella’s and returning the passion she felt.  They
were both feeling a hunger but were not eager to obtain the final satisfaction too fast.  Slow and
gentle, each level of excitement enjoyed before moving on to the next one, and a sharing of love
as well as sexual arousal.

Soon Stella’s clothing was a pile on the floor and she was pushing Elena down to the bed.
The girl moaned as Stella’s hands roved over her body, exciting every place they touched.  Her
mouth clamped on one breast and teased the nipple into a glorious state of rigidity.

The foreplay could not be extended forever, and soon Elena was breathing, “Now!  Please,
do it now!  Let me at your lovely pussy!”

She was begging for the classic sixty-nine position so favored by lesbians everywhere.  But
Stella was in command and not ready begin what could not fail to lead to wonderfully satisfying
orgasms for both of them.  And she knew that Elena, while truly aching with desire and begging
for pleasure, could be lifted to an even higher state of arousal.  Pushing back the panting girl, she
stood up to look down at the naked and bound woman.

“I don’t see any progress towards your escape,” she commented dryly.
“Oh, Mistress, I tried, but I’ve failed.”  The voice was filled with self-pity.  “I know I must

be punished.”
Without being told to, she rolled over onto her stomach and slithered down until her hips

were just off the bed and she was kneeling with her breasts pressed against the covers.  She
formed her hands into fists and pulled them away from her lovely, smooth ass.  As she prepared
herself to cry, Stella was fetching a riding crop from the suitcase.

The first swat was delivered without warning and struck her squarely on the right cheek.
Elena yelped and jerked her bottom, but she did not move from that bent over position.  The next



one came on the left cheek.  For a few seconds, Stella admired the two red spots on that cute
little ass before adding to the count.

After a dozen such strokes, and none of them mild or half-hearted, Elena was crying.  And it
was for real.  That riding crop was not much as real whips go, but it hurt and made the girl’s ass
burn.

“Turn over,” came the command that Elena expected.  While not eager about the next stage
in this little drama, she struggled to turn over without hands to help.  She rested her hips on the
edge of the bed and spread her feet widely apart to expose her shaved and oh-so-sweet little
pussy.  She leaned backwards, which pushed her breasts out and up to make them a better target.
She said nothing, but Stella could see honest fear in her eyes.  There was something worse than a
few swats on the rear coming, and Elena knew it would really hurt.  That was the way the game
was played.  The bondage was real and the ropes both tight and effective at robbing her of hands
and arms.  Likewise, the pain would be real.  No love-taps, not play acting, nothing like that.
Stella was going to hurt Elena.

But this was a strange punishment because it was given and taken out of love, not hate or
anger.  These two women were playing an exciting game that few women ever dare explore.
Strange as it would seem to most people, this binding, this giving of pain, and this domination of
one over the other was an act of love.  They were both riding high on an emotional and exciting
trip.

“You should try harder,” Stella told the student.
“Yes, Mistress.”
“This will help you remember that.”
She struck the left breast hard enough to indent the flesh and make it bounce.  Elena

squealed loudly and jerked her body away from the riding crop.  A nice red blotch was forming
on that breast, right next to the nipple.  Stella backhanded the other breast, adding a matching red
mark to it and making Elena whine like a whipped cur.  But she immediately resumed the
position that offered her body to the riding crop.

“Brace yourself,” Stella said needlessly.  Then she swung the riding crop upward between
the spread legs.  This time there was a real scream as the pain on her most sensitive place lanced
up into her body.  She twisted up into a ball, and slid down to the carpet where she lay moaning.

Knowing that the timing was just right, Stella dropped the crop and lifted Elena to her feet.
She pushed her over and watched as she bounced on the bed.  Then she was on the bound girl,
grabbing a breast with one hand and squeezing tightly enough to bring fresh tears to her eyes.
Her other hand sought the injured place between Elena’s legs, pushing them apart to gain access.
The finger inserted came out wet and warm.  Were she a man, she would have rammed her penis
deep into that tunnel and it would have slid in nicely and been welcomed.  But Stella was not a
man, and she had no penis with which to ravish her lover.

Instead, she climbed atop Elena’s body as she lay on her bound arms, turned around and
brought her face down to her pussy, while wrapping her arms around the girl’s hips to hold her.

Having no arms to hold onto Stella, Elena lifted her head and sought to do the same to her
Mistress.  As Stella started giving a good tongue-lashing to Elena’s clitoris, she lowered her hips
to make it easier for the younger girl to return the favor.

Both women tried to prolong the enjoyment, but the need was too great and soon they were
both having intense orgasms accompanied by much trembling and moaning.



Afterwards, Stella took Elena in her arms, pushed one leg between hers and pulled them
breast to breast on the bed.  For a long time they both floated in the warm afterglow of
lovemaking.

Both love and pain were given and taken in that strange sharing.  Yet both were more than
satisfied.  And, on another day, they would exchange places in the erotic drama.



Sled Speed, Private Dick Series
Most of us who are of a certain age grew up reading about the hard-boiled private detectives

who often ignored the rules to get the job done, all the while drinking large amounts of whiskey,
cleaning their gun, and bedding down the dames.  Sled Speed is one of those – sort of.  This is
another on-going series, so there will be more of this man who called himself a “private dick.”

Sled’s First Case: The Case of the Blackmailed Lesbian
Every great Private Investigator has to start someplace.  This is the story of that famous PI,

Sled Speed, and the case that started him on his fabulous career.  It involves a pair of drop-dead
gorgeous lesbians and a blackmailer who gets greedy and wants more.  As with all Sled’s cases,
there are beautiful women in peril and Sled, naturally enough, cannot sit back and do nothing
when he knows there’s a beautiful woman in distress.  Can he come to the rescue before the
kidnapper does his worst?  Will the young woman suffer anything worse than confinement, harsh
treatment and strict bondage?  Not if Sled can help it…

Excerpt:
I was smiling as I left the hotel room.  My visit with Miss Sanderson had been most

productive.  Of course, she hadn’t cooperated at first, but the old Sled Speed charm and smooth
talking soon had her singing like a canary.

I was looking for one Cliff “Mad Dog” Ivers, and Miss Honey Sanderson just happened to
be his current girlfriend.  Mad Dog might have been only a two-bit petty thief freshly graduated
to major crimes, but he had a taste for prime, grade-A female flesh, I’ll give him that.  She filled
out that blouse and tight jeans very nicely.

Upon seeing me standing there in the hotel doorway instead of her boyfriend, she tried to
slam the door in my face.  I kicked it open, slammed it shut behind me, and proceeded to wrestle
her to the bed.  It was only a matter of a minute and I had her hands tied behind her back and was
pushing her face into the pillow.  Experiencing some degree of difficulty in breathing, she got the
idea quickly enough and ceased struggling and trying to scream at me.  I let her up enough to



breath, then flipped her over onto her bound arms.  I’ll admit, it was so distracting to see her
chest rise and fall as she panted, that I almost forgot why it was I came to have a talk with her.

Just to keep her from kicking me, I straddled her legs and pinned her to the bed.  After a few
choice curses directed my way, she calmed down enough to let me get a question in edgewise.

“Where’s Mad Dog?”
“Go to Hell.”
Now, I’m not a big one on slapping a helpless dame around, but I also didn’t feel like

discussing this issue rationally and calmly in hopes of appealing to her sense of justice and fair-
play.  I mean, some people, you gotta slap them around a little just to get their attention, you
know?

It took only one slap to make her cheek nice and red, and make her see the wisdom of
cooperation.

“One more time,” I told her.  “Before I get rough with you.  Where’s Mad Dog?”
Those green eyes flared anger but I also saw what I was looking for: fear.  She could sense

that Sled Speed was one rough customer not to be fucked with.  She talked.  Mad Dog, it turned
out, was at the house he had just rented.  And probably with a friend of his, Nick the Trigger.
Amazing the names these criminals come up with.

I pulled out a little more rope from my pocket (always keep some handy), and began to bind
her ankles together.

“Aren’t you gonna fuck me first?” she asked.  I think she was being a bit sarcastic, but it was
hard to tell from the expression on her face.  It was a seductive grin.

“What’s the matter, Mad Dog ain’t givin’ you enough?”
“Mad Dog is a prick,” she opined.  I refrained from pointing out that was a pun, considering

what she was asking for.  Then she smiled at me and added, “Is that a gun in your pocket, or are
you glad to see me, big boy?”

She had me there.  Having wrestled her to the bed, part of me had become interested in that
sexy little package.  “Well, if you insist...” I said as I unzipped my fly.

When she saw how interested I was, she muttered, “I insist!” and tried to spread her legs.  I
forgot about binding her feet and was busy getting those tight jeans pulled down.  Didn’t take
long and quickly as that we were doing the horizontal tango on the mattress.  As it usually
happens, she found my massive tool and manly staying power most pleasing.  All in all, it was a
good ride for both of us.

Afterwards, I took the rope and bound her ankles together.  She was sort of dreamy and a
little spaced out at that point and didn’t even seem to notice when I rolled her over onto her
stomach and turned the bondage into a nice, tight hogtie.  Then I rolled up her panties and
shoved them into her mouth.  I tied the gag in place with some thin cord cut from the curtains.

I wasn’t being cruel in binding her tightly – well, maybe a little – but I didn’t want her
calling Mad Dog to warn him I was coming.  I figured that the hogtie would hold her for a few
hours, probably more.  When Sled Speed ties a woman, she stays tied.

Now you understand the smile on my face as I left the hotel room and made towards an
appointment with Mad Dog.



Kidnapped Sorority Sister
A sorority stunt goes wrong and one beautiful young woman disappears, stolen from a

shipping crate in which her sorority sisters had packed her naked and tightly bound body.  A
Private Detective is called in, and Sled Speed is on the case!

From a sorority house where the young coeds play more with rope than tennis rackets or text
books, to a brothel down in old Mexico, Sled Speed follows the trail of the abducted young
woman, encountering many kinky characters along the way.  And more tightly bound and
gagged women then he would have thought possible.  And whipped women, punished women…

Aided by the sexiest housemother to ever grace a sorority, Sled hunts for the imprisoned
Buffy, hoping to find her before she’s turned into a prostitute.

Excerpt:
Mistress Wilma rose from the bed, and it was good that Buffy did not see the wicked grin

upon her face.  Rebellion in a slave is something most masters and mistresses like to see.  It
gives them both an excuse to punishment the rebellious woman and the joy of doing so.  The
riding crop was resting upon the dresser, conveniently at hand.

“Am I to understand that you refuse a direct order?” asked Wilma, sweetly.
Buffy said nothing.
“You will kneel by the bed and place your body upon it.  Or will I have to force you?”
Buffy considered continued rebellion but decided that it would be better to rebel only when

necessary.  Leaning over the end of the bed was not the same as performing the ordered sexual
act, and Mistress Wilma could easily force her.  She could always call in slave to help.  He
would probably gladly hold her down while the riding crop was unleashed upon her bare bottom.



She shuffled forward and tilted her body over the bed.  The satin comforter felt cool and smooth
against her breasts.

There was a sudden, violent sting in her left cheek, accompanied by a slapping sound.  Buffy
jerked upright and her fingers flew to the injured flesh.

“Get back down or I’ll tie you that way and give you an extra two dozen strokes as
punishment for not staying down.”

Buffy lowered herself back to the bed, thinking that it did hurt but that it was not something
she could not handle.  If taking some pain in the ass would mean her being released, it would be
well worth it; a small price to pay.

Buffy squealed as the second swat landed upon her other cheek.  But she managed to keep
from jerking upright.  That seemed important to her, that she not be tied down to the bed.  Being
chained up was one thing, and it did make her helpless, but she could at least move around some
and that gave her a sense of some freedom, however false.  Being tied down would make her
immobile and more vulnerable.

Two, she counted silently to herself.  She wondered how many strokes of that riding crop it
would take before Mistress Wilma would cease.

The count rose to ten, evenly distributed over both globes, inflicting considerable pain to
those surfaces.  Buffy found herself crying, the tears falling to make dark stains upon the red
satin comforter.

As the count reached twenty, Buffy began to have doubts.



The Case of Multiple Kidnapping  (Previously titled “Kidnapped!”)
What’s a poor Private Dick to do?  My little sister, Susie, decides she wants to be a private

dick… err, make that “detective” or “investigator”, like me, and comes in with her college
education and totally ruins my life.  I was happy being a tough-talking, hard-nosed PI making
just enough to keep myself in booze while flirting with gorgeous dames who would do anything
if I get proof that their husbands are cheating.

Suddenly, all that changes.  I’m in a fancy upscale office, have a highly efficient secretary,
more clients than I know what to do with, and, worse of all, a computer on my desk!  It’s enough
to make a hard-boiled PI cry.

Then this mob boss kidnaps my old flame (which still burns brightly in my heart) to force
me to rescue his daughter from another mobster.  Mobster number one is tormenting Linda
Goodbody, love of my life, and sending me video of it, while mobster number two is torturing
number one’s daughter and sending photos to him.  Just when I think I have everything worked
out, my little sister is nabbed, and graphic video of her torture is showing on my cell phone.

You’ll need a computer program to keep track of all the kidnapped girls…

Excerpt:
Shortly after Linda had been subjected to a forced orgasm, another young woman, this time

in Italy, was being treated much less kindly.
Angelica was dragged from her closet and taken to the room where she had been hung by

her ankles for three long, very uncomfortable hours the day before.  This time she was hung by
her wrists, leaving her toes several inches off the floor.  Ropes were then tied to her ankles and
threaded through rings attached to opposite walls.  When they pulled on those, her legs were
spread widely apart.  For a little while they admired her curvy form in its strained condition, but
eventually had to attend to the task at hand.  While one managed the camera, the other took a
stance directly before her.  In his hand was a belt; just a simple man’s belt of brown leather,
about two inches wide and held doubled over with the buckle in his hand.

The dark-haired beauty stared at that belt in disbelief.  It was obvious to her fear-filled mind
that with her legs spread wide, her most personal and sensitive place was an available target.
She began to whine even before his hand swung back and then upward.  Just as the belt impacted
squarely upon her sex, a flash went off and the event was recorded.  The camera did not,



however, catch her scream.  Perhaps they had misjudged the degree of pain such a whipping
would create, for them were both surprised by the loudness of her reaction.  The way her body
jerked and tried to twist was nice to see, as was the look of shock and pain on her pretty face.

“No!” she cried at them.  “NO!”
But the evil man was already lining up the belt for a second strike directly between her legs.

She tried to twist her hips away, but with the ropes holding her legs too tautly she could do
nothing but watch as the belt went back then became a blur as it swung forward.  Her cry was
even louder than before. The flash went off upon impact, but this time catching not the strike
zone, but her facial reaction.  There could be no mistaking the pain upon those lovely features, or
the fear in her eyes.

“Let’s get a few more,” the man with the whip said, “just to make sure we get a good
photo.”

As the belt again came up and smacked into the soft flesh, her head jerked backwards and
the scream was cut off in the middle.  Then her head sagged forward and hung there.

“I think she’s fainted,” the man with the camera said.
“Yeah.  Maybe I’m hitting her a little too hard.”
The first man was moving around, snapping a couple photos showing Angelica hanging

limp in her bonds.  “Guess we got enough,” he said.  “Alberto only sends one photo a day.”
“Just when I was getting started.  Maybe I could whip her a few more time, just to let her

know we mean business?”
“I think she knows.  Anyway, it’s not as much fun if they don’t react.”
“Oh, I’ll get her to react.”  Leaving the room, he returned a short time later with a bucket of

cold water that he threw into her face.  Her eyes opened, seemed a bit confused, but then settled
on his face.  “Please don’t hurt me…” she said, meekly.

“Got to.  Boss says so.  You better brace yourself and try not to faint.  I’ll just bring you
around again.”

He stepped back and eyed the dripping wet nudity.  With a vicious smile, he swung the belt
underhanded and up into her sex.  Angelica screamed again, tried to jerk her hands out of the
ropes, and then glared pure hatred at the grinning man with the belt.  So he swung again, just to
listen to and enjoy her scream.

When he had completed a full ten count of those vicious blows to her sex, he rested a
moment.  She was sobbing and moaning.

“Hurt?” he asked.
Again that looked of pure hatred.  “Try it for yourself, asshole!”
He laughed.  “How about another dozen or so, bitch?”
She tried to spit in his face.
“Hey, how about me?”  The other man had put down the camera.  “I’d like a few swings up

there, too.”
With a grin, he handed the belt to the cameraman and stepped back.
Angelica was shaking her head slowly and moaning, “Nooooo…”
The impact was loud, as was the scream.  If looks could kill, that man would have dropped

dead on the spot from the one she gave him when the shock had died down enough for her to
stop screaming.

Again he brought the belt up.  And again.  On the fourth swing, she fainted again.
“Maybe we should stop now,” the first man said.  “Don’t want to damage the merchandise.”



“Hell, the Boss, he don’t care.  He wants this bitch hurt.  You do know who she is, don’t
you?”

“No, not really.”
He was told.  “Raszini’s kid, huh?  No wonder the Boss wants the photos.  He’s sending

them to Raszini, isn’t he?”
“Damned right!”
“Well, I guess we should put her away for now.  I wonder what the Boss will want us to do

to her tomorrow?”
“Something more personal, I hope.  Something up close and very personal.”
“Yeah…”



Experiments in Pain
Someone is snatching coeds right off the university campus, but no one knows what is

happening to them – except, of course, the kidnappers and the girls themselves.  Held prisoner in
cages, ropes and chains, the girls are subjected to all manner of painful experiments, apparently
in the name of scientific research.

When the malevolent figures in white coats kidnap Linda Goodbody, a particularly close
friend of Private Detective Sled Speed, all hell breaks loose.  It is not long before bullets are
flying and assorted damsels in distress are rescued in the nick of time, but finding Linda is
proving more difficult.  Will Sled manage to track her down before her beautiful body and
wonderfully intense sex drive is ruined forever?

Excerpt:
Pain.
That was the name of the game, thought Phyllis as she suppressed a groan of agony.  That

was all these bastards wanted: pain.  My pain.
The kidnapped sorority sister had been fixed up in a manner that would ensure discomfort

edging into pain as time wore on, but just her restraints were not enough for the two men who
held her captive.  First off, she had been dragged from her cage while half asleep that morning,
and taken into the room next to the cages where she had been tortured the day before.  In her
cage she was naked, her wrists crossed and bound behind her back, and her ankles tied together,
also crossed.  She had found that the best way to sleep was on her stomach with her legs bent at
the knees because the cage was not long enough to allow her to fully stretch out.

The large room they took her into combined the impersonal, sterile aspects of a research
laboratory with the equipment of a dungeon.  There were no windows, no photos or paintings or



other decoration upon the bare walls.  One wall was lined with strange looking electronic
equipment, files and two desks with computer terminals. The rest of the room was given over to
the traditional devices of the Spanish Inquisition: pillory, stocks, whipping post, and other
devices not so easily named but designed to inflict pain and agony upon the female form.

The day before, they had bound her to the round wooden post, then whipped her bottom
until she felt as if her poor flesh had been torn to ribbons.  It was to her surprise when she was
taken back to her cage and able to explore her rear end with her fingers, only to find the flesh
swollen and sore with ridges where the whip had touched, but unbroken.  As the younger one
slowly whipped her, spacing the blows out across her whole bottom and in time, the other one
took notes.  From the few comments they made, she gathered that they were establishing her pain
tolerance.  At least, to that wicked little black whip they used.  Never had Phyllis experience
such pain.  Her bottom had been spanked many times, even hit a few times with a belt, but never
with an honest whip designed to inflict pain. That was far worse than anything she had every
experienced at the sorority, even during their rougher games.

This morning, she was set down in a chair in the dungeon part of the lab, a metal chair
bolted to the floor and lacking arms.  The younger guy knelt down to untie her ankles.  As he
did, Phyllis looked around nervously.  There was that terrible pole that had held her so solidly
while this bastard wailed away on her ass.  The pillory suggested prolonged agony for a girl left
in it all day.  Phyllis knew how uncomfortable it could become when enforced immobility was
your lot.  She had often spent a few hours in some tight rope bondage in the sorority basement,
or even in her own room.  And there was that special chair in the basement – the one with the
dildo in the middle of the seat, the chair that held each girl very firmly, but very pleasurably.

The man took the ropes off her ankles and stood up.  As he did, Phyllis, in a wild moment of
desperation, stood and brought her knee up as hard as she could into his crotch, a blow that, had
it landed, would have disabled any man.  Fortunately for him, the blow did not connect with its
target. Instead, her knee struck his thigh.  He had been expecting something like that.

“That was a mistake,” he told her calmly.  “Our experimental subjects are expected to be
well behaved at all times.  If not, they are punished to enforce proper behavior.”  He pushed her
back down into the chair.  “You stay there,” he commented.  Then he casually walked over to
that pole where she had been lashed the day before and dropped the rope next to it.  He selected
several more lengths of rope from a cabinet and brought them over to where she sat nervously
watching him.

Phyllis was scared.  Her ill-advised attempt at freedom had gained her nothing, expect
perhaps a punishment.  But after the whipping of yesterday, she had to wonder what he meant by
“punishment” and what it would be like.  She cast a glance at the door through which they had
brought her.  And the door at the other end of the room.  Did freedom lie beyond?  Could she
dash for it, open it with wrists still bound behind her, and be out before he caught her?  Unlikely.

“Don’t even think about it,” he said, his back turned to her as he tossed the ropes next to the
pole.  “The doors are locked.  Only the Professor and I can open them.”

Phyllis felt her heart sink.  “Please…” she began.  “Why are you doing this to me?”
“You are an experimental subject.  We are exploring the limits of human female endurance

of and tolerance to pain. And other aspects of that general problem.  The Professor is a brilliant
and respected scientist.  Together we are pushing back the frontiers of knowledge in the area of
pain.”

“But why kidnap me?”



He laughed.  “You are rather stupid.  Do you think it’s easy to get volunteers?  You had a
little taste of the experiments yesterday.  Do you think most women would offer their bodies for
such experiments?”  A very evil grin came over his face as he added, “And experiments far
worse than a little whipping.”

Phyllis whined in fear.  This could not be happening to her!  It was a nightmare.
“The police will be looking for me,” she said, trying to keep her voice from trembling.
“Please, don’t go through that whole spiel.  I’ve heard it from the others.  First you’ll

threaten me with the police.  Then you’ll tell me that you’ll escape.  Then you’ll tell me how rich
your father is and that he’ll gladly pain any ransom.  All of which makes no difference.  I have
all the money I want, there is no way the police will ever find this place, and escape is
impossible.  Now shut up.”



The Case of the Kidnapped Countess
A beautiful Countess is abducted, and Private Detective (or, as he prefers to put it, “Private

Dick”) Sled Speed is on the case.  Only, this time, he has, reluctantly, a partner.  His not-so-little
sister, Susie, is determined to become a private investigator, and has decided that big brother
would make the perfect teacher – although she seems rather keen to learn other lessons, those
involving ropes, handcuffs, chains and extreme bondage from various other men (and women)
along the way, much to the consternation of her protective elder brother.

Things get really tacky when the bad guys snatch Susie and begin making demands on Sled.
With a couple of not-too-bright henchmen who want to make Susie suffer, a mysterious “Boss”
behind the evil, and a convention of BDSM people, you have a typical Sled Speed novel: lots of
bondage, torments and action-packed danger.

Excerpt:
Susie waited all of five minutes before slipping her card key into the back pocket of her

rather tight Capri pants and took off.
Her destination was the conference going on in the large room downstairs.  For a straight-

laced, farm raised girl, she found some of those displays strangely alluring. All those beautiful
and ever so sexy women displaying handcuffs, leather cuffs, ropes and chains were a strange
attraction for her.  Then she had run into that nice young fellow, Kurt.  He took one look at her,
smiled so sweetly, and asked if she would like to model for him.  It was most interesting for a
while.  Before being locked up, she had shed most of her clothing, leaving her fine body covered
only by a pair of panties.  Then she spent a few wonderful minutes as the center of attraction for
those men with their cameras.  As she posed this way and that, she became more and more aware
of just how helpless Kurt had made her.  Those multiple sets of handcuffs on her arms and ankles
would be totally impossible for her to remove by herself.  The chains and locks added an element
of immobility to the inescapability.  The whole scene was awakening feelings she did not even
know she had.  Strange feelings.

And then her big brother came along and spoiled everything.  Kurt looked so hurt when he
was ordered to remove the handcuffs.  Sled ordered her to dress and then practically dragged her
back to the hotel room.



Well, big brother was off doing some of his private dick things, and little sister was on her
own.  The conference was still going downstairs but that would be the last night for it.  So that
made this her last chance to explore some more of the kinky side of life.

As she had made her way through the exhibits, she saw at least a dozen models in some
stage of restraint or modeling very erotic fashions.  Often both at the same time.  One in
particular caught her attention.  The woman was a little older than she and was dressed in a very
revealing thong bikini of purest black satin.  She had been bound with white nylon ropes, very
tightly, gagged and then stuffed into a small, steel-barred cage.  The cage was secured with two
large padlocks and the bars looked too thick to be bent by a gorilla, let alone a bound woman.
Susie stepped a little closer to more carefully observe the way in which the young woman was
bound.  Her arms had been bound behind her back, the elbows tightly corded together.  Her legs
were also bound together, at the ankles and again above the knees.  That would have been
enough to assure her security, but she had been forced to kneel down in that small cage and then
was bent in half so that her chin was down on her knees and her body strained into a ball.  The
gag was a funny one that Susie had never seen before.  There was a piece of rubber four or five
inches wide wrapped around her head, covering her from chin to nose.  In the middle, where her
mouth is, there was a small tube sticking out with a metal screw on it.  Her cheeks were puffed
out as if her mouth were filled with something.

She did not look very comfortable.  In fact, from what Susie could see of her eyes, she was
most uncomfortable.

“That’s a inflatable gag,” said a voice behind her.  She turned to see an older man with a
gray Van Dyke beard and long, silvery-gray hair.  “There is a rubber bladder inside her mouth.
Like a balloon but much thicker.  It was deflated when inserted, but once secured inside her
mouth it was pumped up with a hand pump.  When the balloon had filled her mouth as much as
possible, the valve there was closed and the pump removed from the tube you see sticking out.
The balloon inside her mouth quite fills it and pushes her tongue down. Believe me,  she cannot
speak.”

Behind the older man, she saw Kurt standing there, grinning.  “This is the girl I was telling
you about,” he told the older man.  “Isn’t she something!”

The man looked Susie up and down with an appraising eye, nodded, and agreed, “Yes, quite
nice looking.”  His eyes never left Susie as he spoke to Kurt.  “Would you be interested in
modeling some more?” he asked.

“Depends,” she answered.
“On?”
“How I would be dressed and tied.”
“Dressed?” he smiled.  “As little as possible.  You have a fine figure; it would be a shame to

hide any of it.  As to the way of being tied…  Well, now, that depends on what you would like to
try.  Donna here will be in the cage for another half hour, but after that her ‘tour of duty’ is over
and the cage will be empty.  Matt over there is selling these cages and would like to have a
model in it as much as possible.  Would you like to try the cage?”

Susie looked back to Donna.  The woman had managed to turn her head towards Susie when
she heard the discussion.  She could not speak, true, but her eyes were shouting to Susie.  “This
is terrible!” they said.  “Don’t let them do this to you!”  She shook her damned near immobile
body to emphasize her statement.



Susie turned back to the two men standing there.  “What is the purpose of binding her and
then locking her in a cage?” she asked.  “Seems one or the other would suffice to make her
helpless.”

Kurt gave her a look that clearly said the answer should be obvious to anyone with half a
brain.

“It is to emphasize and intensify the helpless feeling she is experiencing,” the other man told
her.  “By the way, my name is John.”  He bowed slightly to her.  “As you pointed out, the ropes
alone or the cage alone is sufficient to secure her.  The effect of combining them is to make a
stronger psychological impression on her mind.  Also to make a stronger impression in the mind
of the viewer.”

Susie turned back to Donna, who was feeling around with her fingers.  It was about the only
part of her that could move.

“You do get a stronger feeling of helplessness when you look at her, do you not?  Stronger
than if you were to look at Carman over there.”  He pointed to another exhibit.  “She is secured,
but only by one pair of handcuffs on her wrists and another on her ankles.  She cannot free
herself from them, yet she presents a totally different sense of helplessness, does she not?”

“Yes, I see what you mean.”  Susie frowned for a second, then asked, “Is it possible to make
an even stronger impression on a girl than Donna here is going through?”

“Stronger yet?” John asked.  “Perhaps.  What if we were to take this cage, bound girl and
all, and put it into a slightly larger shipping crate made of stout wood with brass corners and
hinges and three hasps for padlocks.  Then, take that shipping crate and shove it into a closet that
it barely fits into.  Close and lock the door.  Then leave the house, locking all up behind you.
Drive away, leaving her like that and totally alone miles from any other habitation.  Would that
impress you as stronger?”

Susie smiled, but it was a nervous smile.  “Yes, sir, that would be even worse for the girl it
is happening to.”  Then she frowned a little.  “But it would not look as good because you
couldn’t see anything.  Just the house sitting there.”

“Ah, yes, but you would know how helpless she was with multiple restraints.  We often use
multiple restraints.  The bound and then locked in a cage trick is common.  So is the bound,
chained up, then locked into a crate.”

Susie was watching Donna as she listened.  The bound girl was frowning and straining her
body against the ropes and steel bars.

“She knows that she cannot free herself,” Kurt said.  “But still she tries. It’s sort of a
psychological thing.  She has to try; her mind makes her.”

“And she will be like this another half hour?” Susie asked.
“And she was like this for the last half hour, before you came,” John told her.  “An hour in

the cage is enough to earn her a rest.”  He smiled at her, in a rather fatherly way.  “Can you
imagine if she was left like this all night?”

Susie sucked in air.  “All night,” she repeated.  “That would be… Well…”
“Intense?” suggested John.
“Yes, very intense.”
Susie was unaware that she was licking her lips.  Just the tip of her tongue showed.
“Very intense,” she repeated.
Kurt glanced at his wristwatch.  “Twenty-two minutes until we let her out,” he stated.  It was

obviously both a suggestion and a question.



Susie looked at the girl who was the center of a lot of attention.  Numerous photographers
were snapping her photo from different angles.  Others without cameras still stood and watched
for a while.  Susie even noticed two women in the small crowd, both of whom seemed fascinated
with the scene.

“Unless, of course,” John began, “someone wanted to take her place and let her out early.”
His voice trailed off in question.

“It would be a kindness to her,” Susie said slowly.  “She is suffering.”



The Case of the Mad Scientist
In this, the fourth tale from the cases of Sled Speed, Private Dick, something very unusual

happens.  Sled finds himself teamed up with three gorgeous heroines from other John Savage
novels: Stella Walters, Tara and Blaze Lane.  To further stretch credibility, the escape artist, her
assistant and the last of the rough, tough, hardboiled detectives are recruited by the CIA to locate
and retrieve a scientist who has fled with vital secrets.

Under the guise of giving a benefit show of Stella’s escape artist act, they go undercover in
Japan and begin searching for the evil doctor.  As you would expect from a John Savage novel,
there will be lots of beautiful females tied, chained, handcuffed and bound, not to mention
punished and sexually used.  Sled Speed has done it before, but will he be able to outwit this
Mad Scientist?  Or is this his last case?

Excerpt:
It was embarrassing to admit that this Japanese guy had gotten the drop on me, but truth was

all three of us were caught off guard.  My head hurt like one wicked hangover but without
having spent a fun night before.  When I awoke, these guys were manhandling me into this funny
room.  Before I could really get my wits about me, they had stood me up to this pole and
handcuffed my wrists behind it.  I growled at them and promised that as soon as I got free they
were going to be in a world of hurt.  They just ignored me.  Probably didn’t speak English.

After a while, this other fellow, who I heard them call “Gato”, came in carrying this naked
woman, the same one we saw in one of the cells next door.  He dumps her on the floor and gives
me this stupid grin.  Then he kneels down and ties her neck to the other pole.  The funny thing is
that he is tying her loosely.  When she is tethered to the pole by that loose neck rope, he leaves
the room.  About ten minutes later I hear noises and look up to see two men looking at me
through the window.  One is an older Japanese man; the other I recognize as Dr. Sorren.  The
doctor is explaining something to the older man.  I can just hear what they’re saying because the
door is open.



“I chose a woman’s sexual attributes and responses first because those are easier to alter the
DNA for.  My virus enters the body and goes directly to the places where the DNA is to be
modified.  It reproduces rapidly and begins making the changes programmed into it.  It is also
designed to avoid the body’s normal response to an invading virus.  Once the virus begins
reproducing, the changes come about rapidly.

“That woman you see in the chamber was a perfectly normal woman with, we assume, a
perfectly healthy, normal sex drive.  But after the injection of my virus in concentrated dose, she
began to change.  If you will compare her now to these photos, you will see that her breast size
has increased and her overall appearance has become more sensual.  Her waist is smaller, her
legs more shapely, and she is even prettier than before.  The changes are not massive but
nevertheless present.  But what is more dramatic is the change to her emotions.  I had
programmed the DNA changes to make women more alluring and sexually attractive, but also to
have an increased sex drive.  As you can see, there have been physical changes.  But the most
surprising was the degree to which her sexual nature had changed.  To put it mildly, she became
a raging tigress, demanding but never satisfied with sex.”

He turned to someone behind him and said, “You two will see this for yourselves very
soon.”  There was a smug smile on his face that I promised I would take delight in wiping off.

“Gato will now free the woman.  Watch her reactions.”
That Gato fellow came back in and removed the gag from her mouth before unlocking the

handcuffs of the naked woman at my feet.  Then he backed out quickly, almost as if he feared
her, and shut the door solidly behind him.  I looked down and saw that she had untied the loose
rope and was slowly getting to her feet.  She looked around the room, stopping to stare through
the window.  She seemed especially to be looking at Gato.  Then she turned to me.

I’ll tell you right now, I’ve never seen such a wild look in a woman’s eyes!  Not even Linda
Goodbody, my ex-girlfriend, damn her eyes, ever looked that wanton and hungry, which is
saying a lot because she was one hell-on-wheels in bed.

Suddenly the woman was on me!  She tore at my clothes, ripping an expensive shirt to
pieces and then attacking my pants.

Just undoing the belt and pulling them down was not fast enough for her.  She ripped them
right off me, and didn’t care if she scratched my legs in the process.  Before I could try to push
her away with my leg, she was kneeling and had grabbed my manhood in both hands, stuffing it
into her mouth.  Like a vacuum cleaner, she was sucking and licking and acting as if my getting
an erection was the most important thing in her life.

She was making animal sounds as she eagerly sucked away.  It was the most intense
blowjob I had ever experienced – by far.  It was only natural that my manhood responded and
quickly grew to its normal, immense, female-pleasing proportions.  When she figured it was
ready, she tried to shove it into her pussy.

As soon as her hand guided it into her, she straddled my body and wrapped her legs around
both me and the pole.  Then she began a very vigorous pumping that would have worn out any
woman in a few minutes.  She, however, seemed to be able to keep it going indefinitely.

I’ll have to admit that it did feel good.  Ignoring the fact that I much prefer to be the
aggressor in this kind of contest, she was comfortably tight around my rod and already well
lubricated.  It resulted in a pretty good screwing, even if I had little to contribute beyond the
obvious.  I did, however, call upon my world-famous staying power and held off my climax for
as long as I could.



I wish I knew how long it went on.  It might well be some kind of world record.  I was pretty
sure that she had her first orgasm only a minute or so after she started.  And more after that.  I
could tell, because each time she would pause, tremble all over and then take a deep breath
before continuing.

I may one of the world’s best lovers, but every man has his limits.  Eventually, the pounding
and sliding and clenching of my rod by her muscles got to be too much and I shot my load.  She
didn’t seem to notice.  She just kept right on bouncing her hips against mine until Junior became
too small to stay in.

When that happened, I assumed she would finish, tell me what a wonderful ride it had been,
and thank me.  Instead, she became angry that the ride was over.  Well, what the hell could I do?
I’d given her far more than most men could ever have, and she still wanted more.

From that point on, things got nasty.  She was digging her claws into my side and shoulder
as if a little pain and some blood would revive my limp member.  I tried to tell her that if she
were patient and just waited a little bit, Junior would take interest again and we could have
another ride.  That was not what she wanted to hear, even if she did understand me.  Just when
she was becoming more physical in her demands, and rougher with me, this Gato fellow came in
and shoved a hypo into her ass.  She turned on him and chased him out of the chamber.  I saw
her sink to her knees and then fall flat on her face.  I don’t know what that was he shot her up
with, but it put her out in just a few seconds.

A couple guard types came in, unlocked me, and then dragged me out to one of those cells
we saw when we first entered.

The handcuffs were put back on and I was locked in.  I had noticed as I was leaving the
chamber, that Gato was locking the girl in handcuffs again, and that both Blaze and Aiko were
standing by the two men.  Both of them had been stripped to panties only and their arms were
tightly bound behind their backs.  A short length of chain and a couple padlocks connected their
necks to help keep them under control.  After that, I was out of the picture for a while.



Secret Agent Blaze Series

Tortured Spies
Blaze was only a secretary.  By chance, she bears a remarkable resemblance to a beautiful

American spy, and by another remarkable coincidence she makes the acquaintance of a CIA
administrator at very time that same American spy was on a vitally important mission but has
been captured and is being painfully interrogated.  A Russian agent will divulge essential
information only to the spy whose picture he has seen.  Blaze, therefore, is the CIA’s only hope,
and her mission is simple and apparently without risk or complications.

Unfortunately for Blaze, it is not so straightforward.  She too is captured, more than once,
and each time falls into the hands of sadists whose interests are as much in the sadistic and
sexual torment they can inflict on her naked, bound and defenseless body as they are in
extracting any information from her.

And then it becomes even more complicated…

This is the first of the Blaze Lane books.

Excerpt:
They had ripped off her blouse and skirt, then torn the bra from her body, leaving a

magnificent pair of breasts exposed to their evil, leering eyes.  Only her black lace panties
remained, along with what was left of one nylon on her right leg.  A man with a belt had been
whipping her bottom, slowly pacing out the blows so that each would be more effective and so
that the punishment, which he was enjoying very much, would last longer.  At first, the lovely
young American had cried out and jerked that fine body with each impact.  But after a few
dozen, the cries became less and the jerking of her hips away from the belt lessened.  Now it
took more of his strength to evoke a decent cry.  He paused to let his arm rest.  The chief
interrogator came over and inspected the battered bottom.



He pulled down the panties that he might see more closely the red and swollen flesh.  It was
not marked with swollen red lines such as a whip would make.  The wider belt did less damage
to the flesh but still delivered a lot of pain.  If necessary, he would change to a true whip later.
That, he knew from experience, would make her scream quite nicely.

Walking around to the front, he enjoyed the view of her black pubic patch and those
wonderful breasts.  What a target they would make for a whip!

“Miss Smith,” he spoke.  “Are you ready to talk?”
“I told you, I know nothing.  I am just a tourist.”  Her voice was weak and her head hung

down, the black hair hiding her lovely face.
“You are an American spy,” he said sharply.  “We already know that.  What I wish to know

is what is your assignment in our country?”
“I told you, I’m just a tourist stopping here before going on to Russia.”
He considered for a moment the idea that she was telling the truth.  Perhaps she was just

passing through and her real assignment was in Russia.  But she had been identified at the airport
as an American agent.  That new computer scanning system was paying off nicely.  She was
picked up before she could even get into a taxi.

“We have ways of making you talk,” he said, totally unaware how famous that line was.
“You will tell us all.  Continue.  Only this time, hit her flanks and that lovely bush there also.”

He stepped back to watch again.
The whipper shifted his position and delivered a strong blow to her flank.  She cried out as

the previously untouched skin began to turn red.  Slowly he worked his way around until he was
striking blows directly across her venus mons.  As the belt landed there, she cried louder and
jerked around nicely, her legs kicking out.  She tried to twist her body about to protect that
sensitive area, but hanging there gave her little freedom for movement.  He had no problem
striking the black hair-covered target.  Which he did with delight.

“Would it not be easier to use drugs?” asked a lieutenant standing by the chief.
“Sure it would,” he replied.  “But I prefer the old-fashioned ways.  Don’t you agree that this

is a much nicer show?”
“Yes, sir.  Much nicer.”
The whip was swung underhanded and landed a blow directly between her legs.  This time

she screamed.  Yes, the chief told himself, a much nicer show.



Blaze ’n’ Saddles
Blaze Lane was an inexperienced yet lovable secret agent who made her first appearance in

“Tortured Spies”.  Stella Walters was a professional escape artist, as readers of “Escape Artist”
will know.  CIA agents, like Blaze, need many skills, not least how to escape from difficult
situations.  Stella is the ideal instructor, and soon forms a close friendship with Blaze.  When
Blaze is sent to London on a mission no more complicated than to interview a Chinese spy being
held by British Intelligence, it seems there may be much more to be learned much closer to
home.  Conveniently ignoring the CIA rules about not operating within the USA, Blaze and her
partner return to investigate a ranch where it may well be that international secrets are being
exchanged.  Blaze being Blaze, it is not that simple, and when it all goes horribly wrong and
Blaze has the opportunity to make a single telephone call, she has completely forgotten all the
emergency CIA contact numbers.  All she can remember is Stella’s number, and manages to call
it and leave just a brief message before she once again finds herself a prisoner in tight bondage
and pain.  The owner of the ranch is, as one would expect in a John Savage novel, particularly
interested in using and abusing women, and putting them in as much sexual agony as he can
possibly devise.  He can hardly be expected to change his ways when presented with a body as
desirable as Blaze’s – or Stella’s, after her unsuccessful rescue attempt.

Excerpt:
On the Boss’ orders, she was pushed up against a post and her arms pulled behind it.  It was

then that the Boss admonished his men to bind her extra tightly.  Two of them eagerly began the
process of binding her arms together behind the post, then wrapping a great deal of rope around
her body and the wooden post.  One had smarts enough to bind her ankles together before her
legs were wrapped, to make it harder for her to work her way out.  Not that any of them believed
she could do it; the ropes were cruelly tight, especially around her chest where the tightness
made her breasts stick out like ripe melons.

Under his orders, some more rope was wrapped around her head, through the mouth,
effective gagging her as well as locking her head against the post.  Had the men been looking a
little higher than they were, they would have seen fear in her eyes, but their vision was lower
down and they missed that.

“Now,” began the Boss walking back and forth before the captive woman, “I am going to
ask you some questions.  Give me truthful answers and you won’t be hurt.”  He paused



dramatically.  “But lie or refuse to talk, and you will experience great pain.” He smiled wickedly
as she grimaced.

He snapped his fingers and one of the men handed him a whip.  Not much in size, but it was
mainly a thin, stiff metal rod covered with leather.  The end was very thin and would act almost
like a knife when it hit female flesh.  He took the whip, made a few preliminary swishes through
the air before her, and then asked, “Who do you work for?”

Blaze could hardly say a word, both from fear and from the ropes through her mouth holding
down her tongue.  She managed to force out something that sounded like, “Mummphle Loon
Shhir.”

“What?” the Boss said, then, angrily, “Get that rope out of her mouth!”
One of the men jumped to obey, thinking to remind the Boss that he had ordered the gag in

the first place, but had just enough smarts in his tiny brain to realize that the Boss probably did
not want to hear that.  He took off the rope gag.

“Now, again, who do you work for?”
“Mayfair Loan Service,” she said.  It was partly true.  That was the small company she had

worked for before being recruited into the CIA.
“Wrong!” exclaimed the Boss.  Then he swung the whip across her breasts.
A surprisingly loud scream echoed off the wooden walls.
All eyes were drawn to the thin red line crossing the front of both breasts.  Blaze’s body

shook and strained against the ropes holding her.  Her head tossed from side to side a few times
as she sucked in air.  “That hurt!” she informed loudly.  Looking down at her breasts, she could
just barely see the red line of swelling up flesh.  It had scored her breast just above the nipples.

“Now,” the Boss continued calmly.  “Who do you work for?”
“I told you, Mayfair Loan…”
Her statement was cut off by another scream as the whip swept across her breasts again.  A

thin red line was forming, this time just below the nipples.  Blaze’s eyes were wide open with
fear.  The pain shooting into her body from those abused breasts was more than she had ever
known.

“I…” she began but nothing more came out.
“I can continue this all night,” he told her.  “Now, who do you work for?”
Blaze tensed.  Her eyes closed as her body braced for another painful blow to her wonderful

breasts.  But that did not happen.  Instead a burst of fire shot across her upper thighs between two
windings of the rope.  He had cut a fresh line across her thighs and the pain was almost as bad as
the first two strokes.  Blaze gasped and whined loudly, trying to keep the scream in.

Her head was moving back and forth in denial.  “Please, no more! That hurts so much!” she
pleaded.

The Boss smiled.  The men watching licked their lips, and bulges in their pants increased in
size.  There is nothing like inflicting pain on a gorgeous woman to arouse a man.

“Once again, who do you work for?” he said.
Blazes’ eyes opened wide as she shook her head.  But then she remembered who she was: a

secret agent for her country, and bravery overflowed in her.  “I can’t tell you.  No matter how
much you torture me, I will not tell you.  Wild horses couldn’t drag it out of me!”

He delivered the next cut right over her pussy.
“The CIA!” Blaze howled.  “Oh, that hurts!  Ohhhh…”
She began sobbing, with big tears flowing down her cheeks to fall on the injured breasts.
“See, boys, a little incentive and she’s singing like a nightingale.”



The boys were nodded agreement, looking much like a line of three bobblehead dolls.
Behind the post, her hands were twisting around frantically in response to the pain being

delivered on the other side.
“Now we go to the second question.  What are you doing here?”
Blaze looked around frantically but saw no chance of rescue.  “Nothing,” she blurted out.

“Nothing.  We are on vacation!”
With a chortle, the Boss cut the whip across her thighs again, this time between two other

windings of the rope.  Again she howled in pain and tried to thrash about.  Her body, however,
moved only slightly despite her straining against the ropes.  Her head tossed from side to side,
but that was all.

“Like I say, I can continue this all night,” the Boss said.
At that point two things happened.  The newlyweds, having heard Blaze’s scream, came into

the stable.  Instead of looking shocked at what they saw, they smiled.  “Oh, goodie, he’s torturing
the bitch!” said the blonde wife.  “Can we watch?”

“Of course,” Silverman said graciously.
They walked closer to get a better view.
At that moment, the second event occurred.  From a distance there came a man’s scream

rushing in through the open stable door.  It sounded as if he were in terrible agony to judge by
the long, drawn out cry.

Blaze heard it and her heart skipped a beat.  That had to be Mark!  What was being done to
him?  Later, she realized that if she heard him, then he probably heard her screams as well.

The man with the Middle Eastern appearance walked in, took one look at the naked, bound
and whipmarked Blaze, and smiled.  He got as close as he could and leaned against a stall door
to watch.

The Boss saw him but said nothing, returning instead to his bound beauty.  “Again: what are
you doing here?  And I don’t believe you are on vacation.  Vacationers don’t carry Glocks.”

Blaze swallowed hard and tried desperately to think of a convincing lie.
The whip swished and fresh pain appeared on her abdomen just above her pubic patch.

Again she howled; she could not help herself.
At that point, she did the logical thing.  She fainted.



Blaze to the Rescue
Secret Agent Blaze Lane seems to find herself in tight bondage far more often than anyone

deserves or could possibly want.  As much as she enjoys the challenge of escaping from
skilfully-tied ropes and other restraints, particularly when applied by one of her friends who
might also feel the desire to sate his (or her) lust on Blaze’s magnificent body or, perhaps,
encourage her efforts to escape by the application of some mildly painful punishment if she fails,
far too many bad men she encounters in the course of her career are far more extreme in the way
they want to deal with her.

But Blaze is very good at her job.  It’s not that she’s particularly skilful (she’s not), and it’s
not that she’s particularly clever or knowledgeable (she’s definitely not).  She simply has plenty
of plain dumb luck – and “dumb” may well be the right word.  Of course, Blaze Lane has other
assets, not least her unshakable optimism, her outstanding good looks and a body that no red-
blooded man can possibly ignore.  She also happens to be an extremely good shot.

Inevitably, Blaze’s success makes her less than popular with other agents, particularly men
who have had to work very hard to reach their current status.  It’s not too much of a surprise,
therefore, to find that Blaze has been sent on what must surely be a suicide mission, along with
another female agent who most definitely has upset the men within the Agency – she hates them.

Excerpt:
“How the hell does she do it?”
“Huh?”
Matt Houston turned back from the window to face the visitor in his office, Henry Hensley.

“How does she do it?” he repeated.
“Do what?” asked Hensley.
“You’re her handler, you should know.  Blaze has got to be the worst secret agent we’ve

ever had.  Yet, she manages to complete every assignment, and with flying colors!  How does
she do it?”



Hensley settled back in the chair and bit his lip.  “I’ve been wondering that myself,” he
finally admitted.  “I guess she’s just lucky.”

“Lucky!?  Plain dumb luck doesn’t cover it.  What about that incident in Venice?  Bruno
Cappora, the man known as the ‘Killer of Venice’, had a gun on her, she was handcuffed, and he
was about to shoot her.  Then what happened?”

“Well, apparently Bruno was allergic to cats, and Blaze had just been petting one and when
Bruno began sneezing violently he dropped the gun and she picked it up.  Just lucky.”

“Lucky?  And that time she was naked, hogtied and gagged in the basement of the Serbian
Secret Police.  Yet she escaped.  How?”

“Well, she said that a rat ate through the ropes and she was able to sneak out a basement
window.  I guess animals just like her.”

Houston stomped around behind his desk and plopped down in the well-worn chair.  “She’s
a menace to the Agency.  We have the most highly trained agents in the world; everyone of them
of high IQ and physically fit.  Yet she has a higher success rate than all of them!  She can’t
decrypt a simple code.  Can’t lie worth a damn.  She thinks that hand-to-hand combat is slapping
the opposition silly.  Or hitting him over the head with her purse.  She thinks a strenuous
workout is two laps of the pool then lying out in the sun with her bathing suit off to get an even
tan.  All she knows about spying she got from watching James Bond films, for Christ sake!”

“She can shoot well,” interjected Hensley meekly.
“Oh, and there’s that.  Anytime she fires a gun the bullets home in on the target bull’s eye

like homing pigeons.  She just can’t miss!”
“Well, she’s good looking, and that body…”
“Hensley, stop it!  There’ll be no sexist comments.  Not politically correct.”  Houston sighed

and leaned over his desk, fists balled.  “Oh, yes, she’s good looking!  Most of our agents are
males and damned near every one of them is begging me to assign them with her on missions.
Except for Brucie Handsworth.  And we all know about him.

“Did you know that, based on her record, she would have won the ‘Agent of the Year’
award if I hadn’t intervened and ordered it be given to Worthsmith.”

“Wasn’t Worthsmith killed when he slipped on a banana peel and struck his head on a fire
hydrant?”

“That’s beside the point.  She’s a real headache for me,” he summed up.
“Well, I guess we could fire her.”
“Why?” Houston moaned.  “She’s given us no reason to fire her – beyond being a real pain

in my rear.  It just isn’t fair!”
“Well, maybe we could give her an assignment so dangerous that she could never complete

it and survive,” suggested Hensley.
Houston froze, his eyes fixed upon the letter opener in the shape of a Japanese Samurai

sword.  For a long time he stared at it, yet not really seeing it.  In his mind’s eyes he saw Blaze in
front of a Russian firing squad.  And kneeling with a huge scimitar about to descend upon her
bare neck.  And being staked out on a nest of fire ants by the rebels in some God-forsaken
jungle.

When he finally looked up there was a strange glow in his eyes.  Hensley almost winced
when he saw it.  An evil smile curved the corners of his mouth.

“I have just gotten an assignment that demands our toughest, smartest agents.  One that even
the best would agree is damned near impossible.”

“Is it dangerous?” asked Hensley, catching the drift of his boss.



“Very.  Some might even say it’s a suicide mission.”  He was smiling as he said it, very
close to chuckling aloud.  “A very low probability of returning.”

Turning his chair towards the sunny Virginia sky, he leaned back and rested his hands
behind his head.  “And,” he said, “I know just who I’m going to send with her.”

“Who is that?” said Hensley, suddenly worried.
“I’ll kill two birds with one stone!” chortled Houston, aware that it was a pun he was

making.  “I’ll team her with Agent Orange.”
Hensley relaxed, and a grin spread over his face…

* * * * *

…Agent XX was running across the tops of railway cars, chasing the bad guy, the two of
them trading shots as the train sped along the countryside.  The wind of the high speed barely
ruffled the perfectly creased tux of Agent XX and he jumped from car to car, an arrogant smile
on his face for he knew he would catch this villain.

“Gee, but they’re lousy shots!” commented Blaze from her position on the floor.
“They’re running along a speeding train, honey.  That makes it harder,” said her friend Sally

from the couch.
“They’re still lousy.  And that bad guy has fired eighteen shots from the Smith and Wesson

model 67 .357 Magnum.  It only holds six round.”
“Honey,” said Sally sweetly as she nudged Blaze with her foot, “you may know guns, but

you still haven’t gotten out of those ropes.”
Blaze only grunted as she tried to reach her fingers down to where the knots on her ankles

were tightly secured.  The hogtie she was in was, however, a very good one, applied with loving
care by a friend who had lots of practice at binding the Agency spy.  It was, of course, just so
Blaze could practice getting out of the ropes, an admittedly useful skill for a secret agent.  At the
current time, while the movie on the large screen TV was nearing the exciting climax, Blaze had
been hogtied for almost an hour and a half, struggling, resting, and then struggling again.
Because Sally was a very close and good friend of Blaze’s, she had added a very tight pair of
crotch ropes between her legs and pressing very hard against her most sensitive places.  With the
struggling and all, that pressure had been varying and, to be totally honest, was stimulating the
poor, helpless young woman.  So, both the movie and Blaze were approaching exciting climaxes
at the same time.

Without taking her eyes of the daring, handsome, secret agent on the screen, she was
clenching her thighs and rocking her body.  Just as Agent XX was dispatching the villain over
the cliff, Blaze gasped and went rigid.  She closed her eyes and floated along on a wonderfully
intense orgasm high until the credits had finished rolling, having to endure multiple orgasms
because the pressure of those two crotch ropes kept squeezing her between them.

Sally switched off the TV and sat there watching Blaze moaning and slowly, very sensually,
arching her body against the ropes.  She sighed.  Blaze was not very good at being an Escape
Artist – even though she had been given private lessons from the number one female escape
artist in the world, Stella Walters – but she got an A for effort.  She was always begging Sally, or
someone else, to tie her so she could get practice.

On that evening, Sally was feeling ornery and a little bit nasty, so she did not untie Blaze
after the naked and quite helpless girl had exhausted herself.  Instead, she grabbed Blaze by the
ropes connecting her wrists and ankles and carried her into the bedroom, where she deposited her



on the thick fur carpet at the end of the bed.  She then slowly removed her own clothing,
knowing that Blaze, having recovered pretty much from her wonderful orgasm(s), was watching.
When that rather fine body was as naked as Blaze’s was, she sat on the end of the bed, spread her
legs wide and lifted Blaze by the shoulders to pull her up until she was resting upright on her
knees between Sally’s bare thighs.

“You know what your punishment is for failing to escape, don’t you?” she asked Blaze.
“I can guess,” said the bound girl with a shy smile.
“For not escaping, you’re going to have to use your tongue and lips to bring me to sexual

satisfaction.  And you know how long that can take.  I have excellent self-control.”
“I know,” sighed Blaze dreamily.



The Repression Series
This is the only time I’ve ever written a four book series, all with a single plot line.  Which

means they should be read in order.  The series tells of a future time when the world has changed
a great deal from what we know now.  There is a quite repressive world government operating
under the guise of a religion.  But, as with human nature, there are plenty of people ready to take
advantage of power and abuse it – along with a lot of innocent people.

Repression
In a world torn apart then rebuilt by religious fanatics, personal freedom is a thing of the

past.  A beautiful young woman can be snatched right off the street and made a prisoner simply
for voicing an opinion against the world government.  Thus it is with Dawn.  While walking
home one day, she is grabbed, shackled and locked in a steel box to be taken away to a prison for
“penitence and purification.”  Which means she is constantly restrained by handcuffs and ropes
and other devices designed to inflict pain upon innocent young female bodies.  She is forced by
the iron grip of shackles and the tight clutch of ropes to a life of constant, endless prayer and
punishment at the mercy of sadistic nuns.  Then she finds that her prison is interested in much
more than her spiritual salvation.  Her overseers begin to do more than punish her, they begin to
use her lovely body for sexual purposes!

She is told that escape from that prison is impossible.  But how can she face a lifetime of
constant pain and abuse?

This is the first of the famous Repression four book series.  Also available in a single
volume as “The Repression Saga.”

Excerpt:
“I can’t do any more until the nun arrives,” the guard told her.  “Get used to it.  You’re

going to have to live with ropes and chains and gags for a long time.”
Dawn frowned.  If she were finally at the place they were sending her for “purification and

penance” why was it necessary to keep her bound up like a wild animal?  Surely this place was
like a prison?  The cells and walls kept the prisoners in, not ropes and gags.

There was a noise, and the guard turned to throw a smart salute to the newcomer.  Dawn
tilted her head to see who it was.

The woman was wearing black, but Dawn immediately realized that it was not a guard
uniform.  It was…  Well, Dawn did not know what to call it.  The whole suit was made of leather
and fitted its owner like a second skin.  With a high and tight neckline, it covered almost every



bit of skin, yet made the woman sexier than full nudity would have done.  The fair-sized mounds
of the top told of breasts at least as large as Dawn’s.  The waist was slender and flared nicely out
to the hips.  Dawn could not see below that, but she just knew that those leather-clad legs ended
in high heels.  They clicked on the concrete floor as she walked up.  Her blonde hair was pulled
back in a tight ponytail. Dawn could see no earrings, nor any make-up.  The young woman had
deep blue eyes and over-sized lips that made her seem to pout.

As the two guards stood by, this woman walked slowly around the newly arrived guest.
Dawn had never felt so strange under the gaze of another woman before.  She was simply not
used to being looked at like a piece of beef or a prized animal.  She shuddered under that
predatory gaze; it made her feel like a mouse cornered by a cat.  The woman reached out and
pulled one of the pubic hairs sticking out from the tight rubber panties.  Dawn uttered a small
noise as the hair was yanked out of her skin.  It was not a lot of pain, but it was unexpected.

“Untie her legs,” she ordered.
Dawn was glad to hear the order.  Next, she truly hoped, would be her arms, which hurt

much more than her legs.
The two men easily pulled her up to a sitting position at the edge of the table, and began

unknotting the ropes with difficulty.  The prior guards had finished the bondage of this girl with
seriously tight knots.  As the ropes were peeled from her flesh, Dawn was amazed to see the
deep, red marks left behind.  They had been put on tightly enough, but being folded up as she
was had made them cut in all the more.

As they were removing the ropes, Dawn suddenly saw something that frightened her a lot.
In the gloved hands of this woman was a short, black leather whip!  The slender whip was only
two feet long, and it ended with a thinner strip of leather.  Dawn had no real way of knowing
about such things but instinct told her that such a whip would hurt.

Her legs free, Dawn waited for them to start on her arms.  They did not.  Instead, the woman
nodded to them.  “Take her to the prep room.”



Repression 2 – Rebellion
Dawn Cranston, the heroine of Repression, is back after having escaped from the evil of

Saint Secundina’s, a prison and den of perversions disguised as a religious abbey.  With no place
safe and no friend to help, she is on the run from those who would gladly see her dying a slow,
painful death.  While searching for the rumored resistance movement, she inadvertently causes
an old friend to be sentenced to a lifetime of pain in that same Saint Secundina’s.

In the meantime Sheri, an important member of that underground, is arrested and shipped in
chains to a specialized interrogation center that inflicts unbelievable pain to extract every bit of
information a prisoner knows.  She resists but as her body is tortured and abused, it will be only
a matter of time before she reveals a very important secret, something the underground must
prevent by any means.

‘Any means’ happens to be Dawn.  Against her desire, she has to go back into Saint
Secundina’s, where painful memories haunt her, and into an even worse place that makes Saint
Secundina’s look like kindergarten picnic.  Pretending to be a nun, she searches for Sheri and
encounters more whippings, torture with electricity and other abuses of the female body than she
would have thought possible.  When her deception is discovered, it is her body that becomes the
target of those skilful torturers.

This is the second book of the four book series.

Excerpt:
The two nuns moved her over so that she was standing above a rod sticking out of the floor.

Sheri looked down at the rod below her and was puzzled.  The end of it looked like a man’s
penis!  It was apparently made of plastic molded into a very accurate likeness, even down to the
colors.  But as she looked closer, she realized that this was bigger than any male penis she had
ever seen, which was not a large sample of all possible penises but enough to get a fair idea of
what to expect.  This was king-sized, no doubt about that.  She overheard one of them calling it a
“dildo,” whatever that meant.

Then she realized that she was standing directly over it and she was naked.  If that thing
were to come up…!



It did come up.  Some kind of motor was attached to the shaft and it began to rise with a
slight humming sound. It twisted slowly around as it rose.  Sheri squealed and tried to back
away but the nuns expected that and held her firmly.  She tried to kick one of them.  She did not
want that thing inside her!  The kick was blocked and a slap delivered to her face, stunning her
for a moment.  Then she felt a sharp pain in her right breast.  Looking down she saw that the
other nun had taken her nipple between thumb and forefinger and was squeezing.  The bad part
was that she was digging in with her fingernails and that made it much more painful.

Sheri whined but could not back away while her nipple was held captive.  The nun then
grabbed her other nipple, and with just two fingers and two thumbs held the girl in position.  The
other nun was on her knees, positioning Sheri’s hips so the upcoming monster was sure to hit its
target.  Sheri felt the head of the beast pressing against the opening and lifted up on her toes, a
tactic that only gained her a few seconds grace before it was again pressing eagerly at her vagina
entrance.

It was inevitable.  One nun held her in place by the nipples, while the other spread her labia
to grant entrance to the replica.  They backed off only when it was high enough so that Sheri
could not step off it.  Still it hummed to itself and continued to push up into her.  She was already
standing on tiptoes and whining at the discomfort.  Up it came until it seemed to be up against
some internal barrier.  Its further efforts to enter her became painful instead of just
uncomfortable.  She cried out and begged them to stop it.

They did, or the motor was set to stop when it encountered enough resistance.  Either way, it
halted its upward motion but did not lower at all.  It was a very solid rod that could not be
dislodged or moved even if she had her hands to try with.  She was left standing on her toes with
no way to get off that thing inside her.

One nun checked the ropes on her wrists, found no adjustment needed, then they both left.
Sheri wanted cry out for them not to leave her.  The question immediately in her mind was

how long?  A few minutes would just be unpleasant.  Ten or twenty minutes would be
uncomfortable.  More than that would become painful, she was certain.

She tried the ropes around her wrists again without results.  She tried to lift one leg as high
as she could, hoping to be able to lift off the beast.  No chance.  She settled back down on her
toes.

Minutes passed.  Was this all there was, simply a prolonged, very uncomfortable standing
but nothing else?  It looked like that.

The muscles in her lower leg were getting tired.  More time passed and they began to burn.
Some more time and they were trembling.  It was about then that she realized she was not as high
on her toes as she had been.  Yes, it was actually easier to stand there!  Was the thing lowering?
No, she had not heard any motor sound.  And it did not really seem lower.  She came to the
conclusion that her body had accepted some more of the monster.  She had sunk a bit more onto
it.

With a sigh, she wondered if she would sink down until her feet were flat on the floor.  If
she did, she would undoubtedly be in intense pain.

She kept looking around her, hoping they would return.  Surely they did not intend to leave
her like this for a very long time.  Did they?  Maybe a few hours was not much time to them, but
it would seem an eternity to her.

Despair was making serious inroads to her hopes when she felt something inside.  Yes, it
had lowered a bit!  Go on, you bastard!  Get all the way out.



It was, indeed, lowering slowly.  But it came to a halt well short of the distance that would
allow her to step off it.  Then it started back up.  Sheri moaned.  This could not be!  They would
not dare!  The shaft reached an upper limit which forced her high on her toes, then began back
down. It was as she feared.  The artificial penis was duplicating its male counterpart’s motions!

Slowly up, then slowly down.  Up and down, twisting slowly around as it did.  The motion
was not without its effect upon the young woman.  It is impossible for a woman to ignore
something that large sliding up and down inside her sex.  She might tell herself to ignore it, but
her body knew what this was and responded with a warming of her sex.  The dildo increased its
speed just a bit and she felt just a bit more heat between her legs.  Skillfully as any experienced
male, it worked Sheri to higher and higher states of arousal.  By the time it was taking only a
second on each trip, her eyes were closed, she was breathing very hard, and flushing all over her
face and down her neck.  Fighting to keep from an orgasm, Sheri knew she was fighting an uphill
battle, one it did not take her long to lose.  The dildo began to vibrate as it pumped away inside
her.  That was all she could take.  Her vagina exploded into a fireball and she tilted her head back
to utter an animal cry of pleasure.

Having an orgasm is normally a wonderful thing for a woman.  But when she was standing
upright and impaled on a rigid shaft, it could be quite unpleasant.  If she spaced out, she might
not be able to keep standing.  If that happened, she might fall and that shaft do some damage
inside her.  So Sheri could not abandoned herself to the glorious feelings.  She had to clamp
down on the ecstasy and keep on her feet.

It was not easy.  She danced around on her toes and had to make an effort to straighten her
legs.  Her body wanted to curl up into a ball, but she fought it.  When finally she was off the
orgasm enough to stop worrying about falling, she was panting, exhausted and strangely happy.
It has been about the most unusual orgasm she ever had, but, like most of them even when not
the best, it was still pretty good.

This is torture? she wondered as she became calmer.  Maybe they miscalculated.  Maybe
they had not intended for her to have an orgasm in the first place!

Now all she had to do, she told herself, is stand there and wait for them to let her off.  That
should not be too bad.  The dildo was near its high point inside her but not as painful as it had
been at first.

Then she heard the humming sound.  “Oh, shit!” she said aloud.  “It’s starting again!”



Repression 3 – Revenge
The third book in the “Repression” series.
Dawn, who had already suffered greatly and risked all in rebellion against the evil nuns, was

once more a prisoner.  She was having electrical prods shoved in very sensitive places, with even
worse acts being promised by wicked, sadistic nuns, a group who really knew how to deliver
unendurable pain and did so enjoy their work.

The resistance movement now had knowledge of a weapon that could mean the downfall of
the hated One World government and the return of the Church to an organization of hope and
love in place of the perversion it had become.

The mission: to rescue Dawn and to save the world.
Simple, no?

Excerpt:
A suddenly shock and bright light intruded upon the darkness, dragging Dawn back from the

blessed relief of unconsciousness into the real world of pain and suffering.  With a moan she
opened her eyes but could not see anything beyond a bright white haze.

A second shock jolted her head and evoked a cry of pain as a nun’s hand slapped her hard on
the face.  “Wake up, bitch!  You’ve slept long enough.”

Dawn was groggy as her mind began to form thoughts once again.  Along with the ability to
think came the memories; memories of hours of unendurable pain that left her body exhausted
and burning all over.  Dawn’s eyes opened expecting to see that evil Mother Superior and her
electrical prod.  There was a nun before her but this one was different and held no prod.  A hand
slapped her face again, but this time only a mild slap that stung but did not rock her head back as
the others had.

“Come on, bitch, stand up!” came an order after the slap.
Dawn was more awake now, and beginning to become aware of her circumstances.  The last

she remembered she was bound to a chair totally unable to move while that Mother Superior
poked her with the electrical prod and asked questions.  Dawn vaguely remembered finally
telling all she knew because the prolonged agony was more than any woman could take.  She
also remembered that the pain continued even after she had spat out everything she knew about
the resistance.  She could feel that her arms were still bound tightly, but she was not in a chair,
rather lying on some kind of metal table. Her legs were being pulled around by hands and her



body rotated until she was in a sitting position.  It was then she noted that her legs were not
bound in any way, although her arms were tightly bound behind her with the elbows together as
they normally were, and many ropes binding her arms to her body.  She tried to flex her fingers,
only to find that she could not unclench her fist.  Something encased her hands and prevented her
fingers from moving.  She had no idea what that might be.

“Stand, bitch, or we’ll see if you like the taste of the whip.”
Weakly she slid off the table and almost fell because her legs were too weak to hold her up.

Again those hands held her leaning against the table while strength slowly came back to her legs.
She looked over to see another nun standing there with one hand on her bound elbows and the
other on her hip.  This nun was dressed in the usual nun’s uniform of a black leather catsuit, very
tightly hugging her curves, high heeled boots that laced up the front and went all the way up to
just below the knees.  The catsuit showed very little skin but still made the woman look more
sexy than if she were totally naked.

“Can she walk yet?” asked the nun who liked to slap and call sinners “bitch.”
The one asking questions was dressed differently.  There was the usual black leather but this

time the front had an oval shaped opening that framed her big breasts.  There was no bra, but
nuns never wore one anyway.  Besides, it appeared that the tight leather of the catsuit provided
support enough.  The breasts protruded straight out, pointing at Dawn like twin cannons.

“She’ll be able to in a minute,” the other nun replied.  “You can see that she really had a
rough time over at Saint Secundian’s.”

The first nun grunted but said nothing more.  Dawn looked to the woman who had shown
her the only kindness any nun ever had.  She was a young woman, maybe twenty-three or four.
Her features were vaguely oriental, with just the slightest slant to her eyes and shading of her
smooth skin.  Her hair was jet black and done up in the usual ponytail.

Looking back at the first nun, Dawn could see beyond the two huge bare breasts to a face
looking as if the owner had been a prizefighter.  The nose was bent a bit one way then the other
as if broken more than once.  Her hair was a dirty blonde and her lips unusually large.  The hazel
eyes were hard as they glared at her.  Having considerable experience with nuns, Dawn knew
this was one who would gladly hurt her, often and for long periods.  She would enjoy every
second of it.

Dawn tried standing up.  The legs were shaking but held her, along with the help of the other
nun.  She took a step forward, then another.

“Good, bring her along.  The Boss wants to see her.”



Repression 4 - Retribution
Dawn’s life is nothing but pain, sexual torment and bondage.  Still a prisoner at Saint

Susan’s, an escape-proof underwater prison devoted to the constant punishment of special
sinners, there seems little hope for her.  Along with her is Jane, the former Nun who once helped
her escape from captivity, and Julie, the daughter of Bishop Diane Crofton, who also helped
Dawn.  Meanwhile, the pitifully small resistance movement is struggling for ways to save Dawn
and Jane, and getting nowhere.  Even taking prisoner Bishop Diane’s second in command earns
them nothing but trouble.

Along with the usual graphic descriptions of sex and sexual torment, this fourth and final
book in John Savage’s “Repression” series also features gun battles, kidnapping, earthquakes,
Great White sharks, revolution, treachery and betrayal, and, as might be expected of a really
good erotic novel, true love that battles against the odds to succeed.

This is book four of the famous Repression four book series. All four books are available in
their entirety in “The Repression Saga.”

Excerpt:
Saint Susan’s, as Dawn had discovered, was not a retraining center like Saint Secundina’s,

nor was it an establishment devoted to extracting information from people, as Saint Dorina’s
was.  This place was intended for only one purpose: to punish.  Nothing was wanted from the
prisoners, save for them to suffer.  Restraints were constant, the food literally dog food fed to
them in bowls on the floor, and the torture never-ending.  She had been there only a week but
already she was feeling desperately depressed.  This was all life would be? Constant torture?
They were even careful not to give the prisoners, sinners as the Church called them, a chance to
die.  It might happen during the punishments; if so, no big deal to Mother Superior Olga and the
Nuns who ran the place.  Likewise, if a sinner went insane from the cruel treatment, that was fine
with them.  They simply tossed her out of an underwater hatch to provide food and sport for the
Great White sharks that were always around.

Actually, this current punishment was mild compared to that which she had endured since
coming to Saint Susan’s.  Her body had been racked by bondage both contorted and prolonged.
Her skin had been marked with whipmarks many times.  Her nipples were sore from harsh clips
being snapped on them, and her vagina ached from having huge objects shoved in there.  So, just



sitting on a cold floor and feeling your arms and shoulders ache was almost pleasant – by the
standards of Saint Susan’s.

In her little punishment room, she was in total darkness, which, oddly enough, bothered her
more than the ache and pains of the ropes.  There is a part of all humans that fears the dark.  We
are creatures of the light, and total darkness can distort rational thinking.  Through the cold, hard
walls she could feel slight vibrations; the constant hum of the air conditioning, the occasional
sounds of a motor someplace or the other, and a rare clacking of high heels as one of the Nuns
walked by outside the locked door of her cell.

Thoughts of the friends she had made in the Resistance came to her.  Were they still alive?
Or had they been caught by the Guards and hauled off to be disposed of as dissidents.  She
remembered her parents, although she was forced to admit to herself that it was harder to conjure
up their images in her mind.  Other faces haunted her memories: the Nuns who had tortured her,
the Guards who had transported her around and stolen a quick grope or more when they could,
even the beautiful yet evil face of Bishop Diana Crofton, the leader of the Church in the city
where Dawn had grown up.  That woman was so entrenched in the Church policy that she
condemned her own daughter to the same hellhole Dawn was currently suffering in.  She had
seen Julie a few times but had little chance to talk. Julie was one of the only people who had
helped her, and she had strong feelings for the slender, young girl.

These and memories of the tortures she had endured over the last six months wandered in
and out of her mind as she sat there in the dark.  The horrible feeling of electrical shocks to
sensitive parts of her body, the kiss of the whip, and even the pain of a branding iron pressed
against her lovely breasts to mark her forever with the initials of Bishop Crofton.  All these and
more haunted her dreams, and made her waking moments none too pleasant either.

She wondered what was happening to Julie.  When last she saw her, she was hanging upside
down by wire tied around her big toes.  She remembered the tears flowing down the girl’s lovely
but pain-twisted face to fall upon the floor.  Her view was cut off when she was hauled away to a
different torture.  Her heart went out to the girl who had risked and lost all to help Dawn.

Her thoughts were interrupted by the sound of heels clacking on a metal floor coming up to
the door and stopping.  For a few long seconds there was no additional sound, and Dawn waited.
Was someone coming for her?  Was it dinnertime already?  It was with mixed feelings that she
heard the lock on the door click, and it began to open.  Mixed, because if she was removed from
that small, dark room, she might be taken to someplace not so cold and those tight ropes
removed from her arms.  Or she might be taken to someplace where the torment would be worse
than just being locked in a dark room with pained arms.

One of the Nuns was standing there, but all Dawn could see was the dark outline of a
woman looking down on her.  For a while, all the Nun did was look.  The silence made Dawn
uneasy.  But then everything in this place made her uneasy.  The words of the Mother Superior,
Sister Olga came back to her: “You were sent here for punishment, nothing else.  Here we only
punish.  Constant, intense punishment.  Nothing else.  I can tell you that all who come here never
leave.  Nor do they die of old age.”

“You’re lucky,” came the voice of Sister Katrina, the Nun who seemed to take particular
delight in torturing poor Dawn.  “You’ve been summoned to the Mother Superior’s cabin.”

Dawn was not sure if that was good or bad.  During the time she had been a prisoner of Saint
Susan’s, she had been tortured by all the Nuns, and even forced to service them in a lesbian
sense, but never by the hand of the head Nun herself.  Would she prove to be the cruelest of them
all?



“Get on your feet, sinner!  Hurry up, I haven’t all day.”  The command was emphasized by a
quick snap of the riding crop in her hand against Dawn’s left breast.  She struggled to her feet,
mostly by pushing against the wall.  Then she was being led out and down a corridor.  The
Mother Superior’s cabin was in a part of Saint Susan’s she had not seen before.  Immediately she
knew she was in a different world.

First, there was the carpet beneath her bare feet.  After walking on metal floors, it was
strange to be standing on something soft.  Then there were the colors and fabrics.  Instead of bare
metal walls, almost every square inch was covered in tapestries and drapes.  Several of the
tapestries depicted scenes of a rural nature; farms, forests and plains.  In one there was a sled
drawn by three horses racing across a snowy field.  In another three Cossacks on horses were
chasing a wolf through a pine forest.  Where there were not elaborate, colorful pictures, there
was cloth in warm shades of russet, browns, tans and oranges.

The furniture was also different from the rest of the underwater prison.  Here was a large
bed with a very comfortable looking spread, the color of coffee with cream.  There were dressers
and a make-up table with large mirror, all of polished wood.  Across the end of the room was a
picture window like the one in the Mother Superior’s office, with a view of a coral reef.  By the
dimness of the ocean view, Dawn knew it was after sunset.  Two exterior floodlights illuminated
the multi-colored coral and the hundreds of fish in vivid colors themselves.  Some of them
seemed to be coming up to the window and looking in.

Sister Olga, as she preferred to be called, was standing by the window, looking out upon the
colorful scene.  She turned when Dawn was marched in.



The Repression Saga
The four books of John Savage’s “Repression” series in one volume.  The story of a future

world in which dissidents are incarcerated and sexually abused by sadistic nuns under the
pretence of “penitence and purification”, and one girl’s fight to escape and to bring down the
corrupt hierarchy.  Please note that the cost of all four books in this one package is considerably
less than the cost of them individually.

Excerpt:
The light blinded Sheri when the transportation box was opened.  It had been a long, very

uncomfortable drive for the captured girl.  The chain holding her to the back of the box cut into
her middle.  The handcuffs had tightened up because her hands were caught and pressed between
her back and the steel wall.  Her back ached from being bent over and she had cried herself out
of tears during the hours of riding in that steel cage.

As she blinked in the bright light, she felt hands upon her ankles and the handcuffs there
coming off.  Likewise, more hands unlocked the chain from around her waist.  She was lifted out
of the box and set upon her feet.  As her surroundings came into focus, she felt like crying again.
This was obviously a prison.  There were armed Guards, bars on the windows, and shackled
prisoners standing nervously in a line.

A Guard with a clipboard came up, looked her over and checked his notes.  “Processing
room seven,” he called out.

Two other Guards, whom she had not seen because they were behind her, grabbed her arms
and forced her off towards a row of doors not too distant.  Each had a number on it.  Inside
number seven, she found a small room, a desk and two chairs.  The one on her side of the desk
was bolted to the floor.  They sat her down, making sure that her handcuffed wrists were behind



the chair’s back, and then locked her ankles together with another pair that were connected by a
short chain to the chair.  Another short chain came up and was locked to her handcuffs with a
padlock.  They left her chained to that chair.

For a long time Sheri sat alone in that room.  There was only a single overhead light, and no
windows at all.  She could feel air moving slowly through the room but the walls must have been
thick for she could hear nothing from the outside.  Nervously she tested the handcuffs on her
wrists and ankles but found them tightly locked.

All kinds of stories came to her mind about those taken by the Guards.  All were killed.
Most were sent to slave labor camps.  The pretty girls were sent to brothels.  A whole host of
horror stories offered up by people who had no knowledge of what they were talking about.  The
real trouble for most people was that no one ever returned once arrested by the Guards.  So no
one knew for sure what happened to them.  The only ones who knew some of the real facts were
a small group who made up the underground, and of which Sheri had become a member.  Even
they did not know all the facts, just enough to scare them.

When the door opened she was surprised to see a nun enter.  The white on black habit
headpiece proclaimed her profession, but Sheri knew that most of the nuns were not religious
persons but rather the true guards and wardens of the woman’s prisons they called abbeys.  Her
connections with the underground movement had taught her a little about the true state of things
in the world.

Without preamble the nun demanded, “Do you know the name James Cartwright?”
“No.”
“James Cartwright was arrested very close to where you were arrested and at about the same

time.  He is a known terrorist.”
Sheri felt herself go cold.  She did know the name; it was the man Sheri was to pass that

packet of documents on to.
The nun had seated herself opposite Sheri and was looking at a single sheet of paper in her

hand.
“Your name is Sheri Martina.  You are nineteen years old.  You graduated from Madison

High School and worked for a while at the One World Regional Relocation Center as a clerk-
typist.  Then you disappeared.  Your whereabouts for the last six months are unknown.”

Sheri waited tensely for the questions to begin.  Those six months had been spent with the
underground movement.  She knew a fair amount about the workings of the movement, enough
to be trusted with the delivery of important information.  Which also meant that she knew
enough to be of interest to the Guards.  And, apparently, also their bosses, the Church.

No questions came.  The nun studied the paper a bit more then put it down with a sigh.
“You will be transferred to Saint Dorina’s.  There you will tell all you know of the resistance
movement. After that…”  She looked up and into Sheri’s eyes with a very evil smile upon her
face. It was more frightening that she left the sentence unfinished than if she had made all kinds
of dire threats.

“I know nothing of any resistance movement,” she protested.
Ignoring her, the nun rose from the chair and left the room without another word.
Sheri began to shake.  What was this Saint Dorina’s?  She knew there were abbeys within or

near their city, such as Saint Secundina’s.  What and where was this Saint Dorina’s?  Some of
the stories she had heard about Saint Secundina’s were bad enough.  That there was a place
specializing in making prisoners tell all they knew, she had not known.  That very idea scared
her to the bottom of her soul.



Two guards entered the room.  They removed the shackles holding her to the chair and
marched her out of the room.  Their destination was another room, larger and filled with crates
and boxes and steel cages of assorted sizes and shapes.  She was forced to stand as they took
rough measurements of her body.  A box looking somewhat like a coffin was wheeled over and
set upon a table.  It was made of metal, probably steel, with rivets showing and hasps on the
sides were locks could be used to secure the lid down.

Sheri was forced to sit in a chair and a small cart wheeled over to her.  While one guard held
her shoulders down, the other took a small black rubber bag with a hose coming from it, and
inserted it into her mouth.  She tried to resist the thing, but their strength was too much for her.
The rubber bag was totally in her mouth when they began fitting a rubber mask over her head.  It
was much along the lines of a scuba diver’s hood, save that it had only one small opening in
front.  When they had forced the rubber hood over her head and smoothed it down, the opening
was positioned before her mouth.  The rubber tube from the thing in her mouth went through that
hole.

The rubber hood was tight around her head and cut off her vision totally.  It even dampened
her hearing where it covered her ears.  She could not see what was happening but felt that tube
going into her mouth move.  There was a hissing noise and the rubber bag inside her mouth
began to enlarge.  Someone was pumping air into it!  As it grew in size, it tried to push her jaws
open.  It also pushed her tongue down.  There came a point where it could inflate no more.  The
tight rubber hood was working to hold her jaw shut while the inflatable bag was trying to push it
open.  Some more movement on the tube and then the pumping stopped.

The hood and bag made a very effective blindfold and gag.  She could not see, could not talk
and already she was uncomfortable.  In addition, the rubber tasted very bad in her mouth.  She
shook her head but to no avail.

She was pulled up to her feet and the handcuffs taken off.  Strong male hands held her arms
while someone else was busy taking off her clothing.  She tried to pull back but was held in
place.  The blouse was easily removed by unbuttoning it, and then the rest of her clothing was
cut off, save for her panties which were ripped off none too gently.  Once naked she was lifted
and turned horizontally.  She felt something soft under her back and pressing in on the sides.  But
the back of her neck met with a hard edge.  She could not see it, but she had been lowered into
that coffin-like box.  It was, however, not a coffin and was, in fact, shorter than she was tall.  Her
neck had been placed in a half circle at one end while her feet were up against the other end.

Hands pushed her arms down by her sides.  Wide straps began going around her arms and
body, holding her down tightly to the foam backing of the box.  Straps passed over her ankles,
knees and waist.  More on her arms, even some across her chest.  When finished, she was firmly
secured to the bottom of the box.  The lid was then closed.  She could feel the foam padding
pressing against the front of her body.  And the hard edge of the top half of the head hole against
her neck.  From the jerking of her box, she could guess that the lid was being locked down.

She felt herself lifted and rotated until she was standing upright, or at least the box was.  Her
rubber-clad head was sticking out of the top but the rest of her body was tightly pressed by foam
padded and tight straps, and out of sight.  For a long time she was left standing like that.

It was not as uncomfortable as the transportation box had been.  But then that rubber hood
and inflatable gag were quite unpleasant by themselves.  Eventually she felt a couple jerks, and
then she was moving.  A whole series of movements and halts occurred, until she had no idea
where she was or what was happening to her.



In reality she was sitting on the loading dock of the Guards transportation division.  Guards
moved many such boxes around, loading some into trucks, unloading others.  She was loaded
into a truck, left alone for a while, then felt the truck moving out.  For several hours that box
with the helpless prisoner inside was driven down roads and over highways to be delivered
eventually to an airport.  After another hour’s delay, the box with its human contents was loaded
onto a cargo jet and shipped across the Atlantic to England.  There were several other human
cargo boxes on that flight, none knowing about the others, and all very uncomfortable for the
entire trip.



Other Books Not Part of a Series

Alien Property
Earth is no more than a breeding ground for slaves.  The most beautiful women will be taken

to provide pleasure for sadistic humanoids, their minds wiped clean of any memory of their
former lives so that they can be trained to serve in any way, however bizarre the desires of their
new masters (and mistresses) may be.

But Tara is beginning to remember.  Slowly but surely, the memories of her life on Earth are
returning. She cannot accept the restraints, the torment and the sexual whims of those who use
her as nothing more than a toy for their pleasure.  She must escape.  But how?

Excerpt:
He turned his attentions back to the naked property.
“She looks pretty good,” he commented.  “Probably better than that last one.  She didn’t last

very long at all.”
“You’re rough on them.”
“Of course.  They’re only terries, after all!  Bred to be beautiful and sexy.  And cheap

enough.  If one doesn’t last long, just toss her out and buy another.”
“Of course.”
Again he looked askew at her.  “You know,” he began slowly, “it might be a good idea if

you were to learn a little respect.  Maybe a day spent as a property would teach you something.”
It was hard to tell, but Tara thought that Dee’s face turned a little pale.
“You wouldn’t do that.”
He said nothing and Tara could not tell what he was thinking.  From what she had learned so

far, terries were considered less than dirt by these people, and she doubted someone would treat
one of their own like that.  But…  This was a strange world she had awoken into.  May well be
that was no idle threat.

Whether the byplay between those two was serious or not, it was pushed aside by his turning
back to Tara.  “Take her down to her cage and get a permanent collar on her.”

“Right away.  Come on, terrie.”
Tara followed Dee out of the room but could feel the man’s eyes burning holes in her back.

Or maybe it was just that he was watching her ass wiggle as she walked out.



The house was apparently quite large.  They passed through several rooms before coming to
what looked like a closet without a door.  Tara saw no one else and wondered if that big house
held only the two she had seen.  At the doorway, Dee stopped and pushed Tara into the small
closet ahead of her.  As soon as they were in, she said, “E down two.”  The floor immediately
began to lower.  It was an elevator but not a box shaped one.  They passed the floor below the
one they entered on and then stopped at another level below that.  This area had only a corridor
passing left and right with half a dozen doors.  Unlike the level above, all the walls in this one
were painted depressing blue-gray.  Even the floor and ceiling were of the same color with only
the doorframes breaking the monotony.  Dee led her to one of those doors and touched it.  The
panel disappeared and she was led into a room that instantly turned her blood cold.

It was a torture chamber, nothing less.  The walls were either real stone or a good simulation
thereof.  The ceiling had wooden beams with a few metal hooks and rings here and there.
Around the floor were scattered what were obviously torture devices.  Tara saw a pillory, a set of
stocks, a full functional looking rack, two posts going from floor to ceiling, a chair made of flat
iron bars, an ancient scarred wooden table and an assortment of ropes, chains and whips lying
about on the table and various hooks on one wall.

“Oh, I forgot to tell you,” Dee said with a healthy dose of humor.  “This is his idea of a
dungeon.  He got it from some videos of such places on Terra.  He was fascinated with the idea
of a room devoted to cruel and crude instruments of torture.  Oh, and they all work, he saw to
that.  Over there is your cage.”

Tara looked in the direction indicated and found, in the corner, a cage made of iron bars.
What frightened her the most was that it was only three feet tall, not much wider and only seven
feet or so long.  The end swung open like a door and she could see hasps and locks where it
could be closed and locked.  She shuddered.

“Oh, you like it!  He will be happy.  The prior terrie toys we’ve had spent their nights in
there.  And a lot of their days.  When no one was using them.  It’s small and dark there and cold
and totally, totally secure.  A hydroserpent couldn’t break down those bars.”

Dee went to one of the stone blocks on one wall and touched it.  The stone disappeared and
shelves were visible.  From one of them, she took a circular band of silvery metal.

“This is your collar.  You will, of course, wear it at all times.  Here, bend your head down
and I’ll put it on.”

“I don’t think I want it,” said Tara with a tremor in her voice.  Shock upon shock was piling
up on the poor girl and fear was eating away at her insides like a vicious rat.  Ever since waking
up in that cold coffin, she had been trying to keep a level head on her shoulders and both
understand and accept what was happening to her.  But this dungeon was just too much!  She
wanted to break down and cry – or maybe scream a bit.

“Would you rather I use the rod on you?” Dee asked calmly.  “It does hurt a hell of a lot.”
Tara looked to the red rod on her belt and shuddered.  “Please…  This is getting to be a bit

too much.”
Dee sighed and reached for the rod.
Tara began softly crying but bent her head down.  Dee placed the silver band around her

neck.  She could feel it closing by itself and almost molding itself to her neck.  When Dee moved
her hands away, Tara lifted her head.  She knew that the band was now locked on with no
keyhole or seam.  It was about two inches wide, rather thin and cool on her skin at first.  After a
while it warmed up to body temperature.



“This collar will stay on you forever.  It will only unlock itself if you die.”  Dee seemed
delighted to be telling this to Tara.  “I can’t take it off.  And I’m not sure if anyone else has a
key.  But don’t worry, you’ll get used to it.  Before long you’ll forget it’s there.”

“Thanks.”
“Was that sarcasm?” asked Dee.  “Sometimes with you terries it’s hard to tell what you

mean.”
“I meant nothing by it,” she responded, eager to offer no offense.
“Good.  I don’t like sarcasm.  That would earn you punishment.”
Tara almost opened her mouth but shut it.  She was about to say, “That does not surprise

me,” but thought better of it.
“Now you can crawl into your cage,” Dee told her.
“What about my arms?  Aren’t you going to take these things off?”
“Why?  You don’t need your arms for anything.  You can’t do a thing to that cage.  Besides,

leaving those on will keep you from playing with yourself.  Property is not allowed to pleasure
itself.  One of the rules.”  She said it with a sweet smile on her lips.

Once again Tara held back a retort.  Instead, she walked over to the corner where her cage
rested and looked down into it.  There was no bedding, nothing. “Don’t I get something to sleep
on?”

Dee smirked happily.  “Of course, you have the stone floor.”
With a sigh, Tara lowered herself to one knee then both.  She was still too tall to crawl in, so

she had to bend over.  Shuffling in on her knees, she went into the cage, feeling the iron bars
closing in around her.  When her feet had cleared the end, Dee shut the door and placed two
large padlocks through the hasps.  The clicked shut loudly.

“Would be a lot easier to use mag locks but this is more authentic. It is, isn’t it?  More
authentic, I mean.”

“All the best dungeons have them,” she said.
“That is sarcasm, isn’t it?  Well, maybe I’ll punish you later.  Right now, it’s lunchtime and

I’m hungry.  See you later, terrie.”
She did not await any reply from her property.  When she was gone, Tara shifted onto her

side and allowed herself a good cry.  Her shoulders ached, the stone floor was cold, and it
seemed to her that the bars and stone walls were closing in on her.

Besides, Dee had just reminded her that she was hungry.



Amazon’s Revenge
In harsh times in a hard land, a woman traveling alone might well become prey for all sorts

of men with evil on their minds.  But if that woman is an Amazon, it is the predatory males who
should beware.  Across a heartless, desolate land a single woman is searching for a snatched
princess destined to be sacrificed on the altar of a cruel god.  Along the way, she encounters a
young woman locked into a heavy yoke and being dragged along by men who want to see her
stoned as a witch.  It was a mistake the men will never make again.

An action adventure set in a long-ago time, this new John Savage novel is more action than
erotic, but still filled with tight bondage, suffering, captivity, and the ravishment of helpless
women.  What more could you want?

Excerpt:



The light from a torch preceded the man.  It was only one man, who entered and stuck the
torch into the dirt before the prisoners.  For a while he stood there, looking at both women and
grinning.  But his eyes were mostly on Selena.  “By Seeros, but you are one hell of a woman,” he
said.  “I would love to shove my prick into you.  But the priest says you have to stay a virgin,” he
added, grumpily.  “So…”  He turned to Leeloo, who was aware enough now to be looking at
him.  She cringed away as he knelt and took her chain in his hands.  It was easy for him to pull
her out into the open by that chained leg.  Pushing her legs apart, he prepared to sate his lust on
her battered and abused sex.

Alas, it was not to be!  Teela was standing behind him, poking the tip of her sword into his
back.  He froze, his manhood dangling outside his leather pants, only half awake but eager for
action.

“Back off her,” Teela told him in Trade.  “Slowly.”
The man obeyed reluctantly, coming to a standing position upon an order.
“Put that thing away,” Teela told him.  “It’s disgusting.”
After removing his prick from the women’s sight, he looked nervously around, surprised to

see four women instead of the two helpless ones he had expected.
“That lock,” Teela said, “where is the key?”
“I don’t have it,” he proclaimed.  “Monamote has it.”
“Monamote… Is he that big man?”
“Yes.  He is the biggest of all.”
“You are going to show me where I can find Monamote.  I’m sure he won’t mind loaning

me the key.” Her words were emphasized by a poking of the sharp point into his belly.  Not too
deeply, just enough for him to get the point.  “Or I’ll cut off his prick and feed it to him.  Same
for you.”

“That won’t be necessary,” came a rough voice from the entranceway.  “I’m here.”
The tall man was standing, blocking the entrance and holding a massive sword.  Behind him

were two others, both holding crossbows pointed at the free women.  Teela and Tam froze.
“Cannu, take their swords.”  As the man collected the weapons, Monamote was gloating.  “I

saw you sneak away and figured this was where you were going.  So I came to make sure that
you didn’t take it in your mind to fuck the Golden One.  I know how hard it is for you to keep
from poking your rod into anything resembling a female.”

“I wasn’t gonna fuck her,” Cannue protested.  “I ain’t that stupid.”  He dropped the swords
at Monamote’s feet.

“You two, take off those clothes.”
Teela glared at him.  Tam saw the look in her eyes and knew that she was considering

leaping at this man.  From what she had been told, for an Amazon to be raped by a man was both
a disgrace and the worst thing that could happen to one.  From what she had seen of Leeloo,
these men were perfectly willing to satisfy their lust on any female, save, of course, for the
Golden One.  To Tam, it was obvious that Teela would rather die in a hopeless battle than allow
a man to take her.

“No,” Tam said quietly.  “Another time.”
Teela looked at Tam.  There was no doubting the anger in her eyes.  But Tam was already

unbuttoning her vest.  With extreme reluctance, Teela began to do the same.  Selena, from her
position on the floor, moaned.  There was little question in her mind that these men would
eagerly use Teela and her friend.  And how terrible that would be for the Amazon, whom Selena
knew to be a virgin.



Monamote sent Cannu to fetch some ropes, then enjoyed seeing two very nice bodies
unveiled before him.  That taller one was quite nice.  He almost licked his lips at the curves, full
breasts and shapely legs.  She was almost as beautiful as the Golden One.  When the final piece
of clothing was off, she stood defiantly facing him, making no attempt to cover her private parts
with her hands.  An Amazon does not cower before a man.

When the ropes arrived, Monamote was careful to assure that each of the now-naked girls
was covered by a crossbow before he stepped forward to begin binding them.  Teela was first,
and her hands soon tied behind her.  The wrists were crossed, but still he looped the elbows and
pulled them tightly towards each other, with the effect of tightening the ropes around her crossed
wrists to a painful degree.  Tam was next, bound in the same way.



An Eternity In Pain
Sadistic men will punish Jeannie in cruel and terrible ways, but Jeannie is no ordinary girl.

She is under a curse imposed centuries before.  She must wander from man to man, seeking
those who will cause her pain and then revealing to each that, if the right conditions are fulfilled,
she has the power to grant him up to three wishes.

Jeannie is driven not only by the curse, but also by her own intense desires.  She will never
age or die, and it may be that her suffering will last for eternity.  She finds that there are women
too who delight in abusing her…

Excerpt:
Turning to the bed, he emptied out a shopping bag.  “Look what I bought you!” he called

cheerfully to her, lifting up a rubber ball with a leather strap through it.  “A real gag!  And here is
a pair of nipple clamps.  The guy at the adult marital aids store said they can be screwed down as
tightly as you want to give as much pain as you want.  Isn’t that nice?”  Oh, and here is a really
nice goodie.  This belt goes around your waist. The strap here goes between your legs.  And see
what’s attached inside that strap?  Right!  That’s a dildo to shove into you, and this smaller one is
a butt plug.  You can guess where that goes.  These buckles let me put it on you as tightly as I
want.”

He paused to stroke the phallus replica.  “I shouldn’t have bought this for you. It is really
showing too much kindness to a woman who cheated me out of a wish.  But I’m sure it will give
you some pleasure during the hours when I’m gone and you’re tied up here.”

He laughed at his joke.  Little did he know that giving her pleasure when left along and
bound tightly was exactly what that device would do.  Jeannie had been bound with one of those
on her before, and found that by struggling she could obtain very nice orgasms.  She forced
herself not to smile.

Leaving the new toys on the bed where she could see them, Marvin retreated to the kitchen
where he opened a can of stew and heated it in the microwave.  Then he returned with a bowl of
it and a spoon.

“Lunch time, little girl,” he told her cheerfully.  He knelt down again and offered her a
spoon of the beef stew.  Rebellion filled her mind but she forced it down.  Basic survival came
before revenge.  She opened her mouth and took the stew in.



It was obvious that his feeding her was neither an act of kindness, nor the act of a servant.  It
was simply another way of showing her just how dependent she was on his kindness.  And how
helpless she was.

She ate it as fast as he spooned it in.  She was hungry and, while not the best stew she had
ever eaten, it was satisfying her hunger.

The meal over with, he informed her, “I’m going out again.  I’m talking to a real estate agent
about buying a nice, big house someplace where I can enjoy the good life and keep you my
prisoner.”

For the first time since his return, she spoke.  “Please untie me.  My arms are numb.”  She
did not add that her body ached in numerous places.  That would only please him.  But most men
balk at the idea of actually doing damage to a woman, so telling him she was having circulation
problems might get her into something more comfortable.

Marvin considered the statement.  He knew he had bound her very tightly, so her claim was
not unreasonable.  He hefted the chain curving from the doorframe to her neck as if weighing it.
“I guess you will still have this to keep you secure.”

When he untied the rope holding her upright, she fell over flat on her breasts.  He found that
amusing.  The ropes came off and left the usual red indentations in the flesh of her arms and legs.
He gave her freedom to use the bathroom and get the feeling back in her arms, knowing that the
chain and padlocks still made her a prisoner.

When he had loaded his briefcase with gold coins and was ready to leave, he returned to the
bedroom.  Jeannie was lying on the bed, looking very much like an exhausted woman, which she
was.  Strange how just kneeling there totally bound can exhaust you as much as vigorous
exercise.

Without a word he turned her over and locked a pair of handcuffs on her wrists.  Then the
other pair on her ankles.  If that had been all, she would have been relatively comfortable for the
rest of the day, but he added a little something extra to her restraints.

From his original purchase at the hardware store, he took another padlock, pulled her feet up
behind her and used it to lock the handcuffs around her ankles to the handcuffs on her wrists,
making it an all-steel hogtie.  He added the ball gag to keep her silent.  Stepping back to view his
work, he was satisfied.  He especially liked the way this hogtie made the cuffs dig into the skin
of her wrists and ankles.  No circulation problems this way, but she would not be too
comfortable.  Then he left her for the rest of the day.



Angel in Reform School
Angelique is going to suffer.  Falsely accused of a serious assault on her stepfather, she must

spend three years at reform school.  But this reform school is run by a sadistic and kinky
Headmaster and Headmistress, who punish the young women for the slightest infraction of the
rules, and invent misdemeanors deserving of punishment when none exist. In the punishment
rooms in the basement, whippings and tight, painful bondage are common, and Angelique will
undoubtedly spend much of her time undergoing torment for the amusement of the two sadists.
Almost as bad, or worse, is harassment by a group of tough, mean, lesbian inmates.

When there is the chance of a little gentleness and love from one of the young women, it is
hardly surprising that Angelique soon finds herself attracted to the sort of relationship she would
never have previously considered…

Excerpt:
Before the light went off, the Headmistress and a guard came in.  Angel was surprised to see

that it was a male guard, one of the very few men on the staff.
“Stand up!” Barton ordered them.  When Angel and Emily were standing by their beds, the

Headmistress waved her hand towards the girls, an order to the man behind her to do as he had
been instructed.  He stepped forward, grinning at the two frightened girls, and produced two
pairs of handcuffs that he used to secure their hands behind their backs.

With the Headmistress leading the way and the guard following, they were marched out of
their room and down the corridor.  The ultimate destination was the basement punishment rooms,
a part of the school that neither of them had yet seen.

They stopped in a room that was bare save for a horizontal iron bar fixed between two
wooden posts and a display of assorted ropes hanging from pegs on a wall.

“Unlock that one first,” she said to the guard, and Emily was freed of her handcuffs.  “Fix
her over the bar,” Barton said sternly.  “But first, Emily, take that uniform off.”

Neither girl had changed into their nightgowns because they knew that they would not be
sleeping – for a while, at least.

“Please, do I have to be naked?” Emily asked.
“Do it, or I’ll have the guard take it off.”
Emily, her nervous eyes fixed on the male guard, began unbuttoning her blouse.  The guard

grinned at her, undoubtedly enjoying the reluctant striptease show.



Emily turned her back to him, so he did not see her breasts.  When it came to the skirt, it
looked as if she would refuse.  Looking back over her shoulder, she seemed about to plead with
the Headmistress, but the look in that woman’s eyes deterred her.  She unbuttoned the skirt and
slipped it down to her ankles.

“Secure her,” Barton barked.
Eagerly, the guard stepped forward and took Emily by a bare arm to lead her over to the

horizontal bar.  Using his hands freely on her body, he bent her over the bar and pulled her arms
down and then behind her.  He locked her wrists with the handcuffs but only after having pulled
them behind her legs. When he stepped back, she was held in a bent over position, her sweet
little ass sticking right up and the delicate little slit just peeking through between her legs.

Barton ignored it, but she could see that the man found this exciting by the bulge in his
pants.  She knew if she gave him the word, he would love to shove his prick into the girl.  She
smiled at the thought of how frustrated he was going to be this night.

“Angel, your turn.  Get out of those clothes.”
It was most unpleasant to be disrobing before a strange man, but she knew she had no

choice.  She removed the blouse and skirt, placing them carefully on the floor.  She did not turn
away from the man’s interested gaze, nor did she move to cover up her breasts or pubic bush,
even though that urge was strong.

“Secure her also.”
A minute later, Angel was bending over the same bar, next to Emily and with her hands

joined behind her legs.  Her long black hair hung down to the floor, and she could feel the cold
air of the basement raising goose bumps over her bare skin.

“You may go now,” the Headmistress said.  Angel peered around her legs and saw the
disappointed guard leaving.

For long seconds nothing happened.  Angel was certain that the punishment would involve
the whipping of their bare bottoms; this position almost demanded that.  But how bad would it
be?  And with what would their bottoms be struck?

She looked to the other side and could see Emily.  Her eyes were closed and she was
trembling, partly from the cold air but mostly from fear.

She sensed that the Headmistress was directly behind her.  That was confirmed when she
felt hands on her wrists.  The handcuffs had been snug; now they were tight.  Each had been
closed another click.  A moment later she heard the clicks and knew that Emily’s were also
tightened down as far as they would go.

Angel closed her eyes, expecting that very soon the punishment of her bare ass would begin.
But nothing happened.  Just as she was about to open her eyes to see what was happening, she
heard the rattle of chain.  A moment later there was the feeling of cold steel against her ankle.
She looked down and saw another handcuff being locked around her left ankle.  Its mate was
attached to the other ankle. But that was not the end of the securing of Angel Brooks into a state
of total helplessness.  A hand came into view.  It held a large padlock.  She watched as the lock
was placed through the single link joining her ankles and the pulled forward and placed through
a ring in the floor.  When it was clicked shut, her ankles were secured to the floor.

The same was done to Emily’s ankles.  Angel had been wondering if she could lift one foot
and bring it over her joined wrists.  If she could, then she could step out of the cuffs and be free
of the bar.  But with her ankles both joined and locked to that ring set in the concrete floor, that
possible escape route was denied her.  She would stand bent over in that one spot until the
Headmistress chose to release her.



The woman behind them seemed to be in no rush to begin the punishment.  Angel heard her
boots on the floor but did not look around to see what she was doing.  The urge to speak to
Emily, to offer some words of comfort and encouragement, was strong but suppressed for fear of
additional punishment.

When the first stroke came, it was a surprise.  Not that it was unexpected, but because it was
far worse than Angel had feared.  The burst of pain in her left ass cheek was a shock.  Her body
jerked within its bonds, snubbing her wrists and ankles.  She lifted her head and cried out her
pain.

A moment later Emily’s weaker cry had joined her own, and she knew that the smaller girl
was now sharing the same pain and burning in her ass.

She tried to reach up with her fingers and could just touch the bottom point of the pained
patch.  She was just looking back to see what had cause so much pain when the second blow
struck her right cheek.  She could not help the jerk of her body as fresh pain burst into her.
“Ohhhh…!” she wailed out.  “That hurt!”

Angel turned her head just in time to see a yellowish rod striking Emily’s bottom.  In a way,
it was fascinating.  The flesh at the point of impact indented then sprang back.  Immediately it
began turning red.

A rod!  Some kind of wooden rod was being used to beat their bottoms.  It was too thick to
be a switch but still flexible.  The thought came into her mind that it was a cane, a rod of willow
or bamboo.

The blows came slowly, divided pretty much evenly between both cheeks. The first had
been shocking in their intensity, but the later ones were worse.  The abused flesh was swelling up
in red lines, and, as it did, became more sensitive.  The more her bottom was whipped, the more
each blow hurt.

Emily was the first to scream.  Angle held out longer but finally had to give voice to the
terrible pain shooting into her body.

Still the beating continued.  In the pause between blows, Angel wondered how many had
been given her.  At least two dozen, she thought.  And still it continued.

When the blows finally ceased, both young women were sobbing and wetting the concrete
floor with their tears.  Both felt as if their asses were on fire.  Both felt as if the soft skin there
had become a mass of battered, bruised and swollen flesh.  They were correct.  The total area
between the upper buttocks and the tops of their thighs was covered with angry, swollen flesh,
burning ugly blacks and blues where the hardest blows had landed.

After a few minutes, Angel felt a touch on her sore ass.  Fingers slowly and softly traced the
welts there.  So sore of the flesh, that even that light touch hurt.

“Maybe you’ll think twice before playing with each other,” came the harsh voice behind
them.  “If I have to punish you again, I won’t be so lenient.”

Angel felt her hair being pulled aside so the squatting Headmistress could look her in the
eye.  “Can you imagine how this would feel on your breasts?”

Angel did not want to.
Barton stood and placed herself behind the girls.  A sudden, hard open-palmed slap from her

hand on the sensitive flesh brought forth loud squeals.  Then she was leaving.
“You’ll stay like this all night,” she told them from the doorway.  “Pleasant dreams.”
They heard the door close and a lock clicking shut.  The light went out.



Aztec Captive
Pursued by a sheriff, then a relentless band of bounty hunters, Luke flees with his captive, a

beautiful young woman, farther and farther into old Mexico until he becomes lost in the
uncharted jungles where Mayan ruins lay hidden under the green canopy.  There he comes upon
a hidden tribe of natives who fled the coming of Cortez and have been hiding ever since, keeping
their old ways alive.  But those old ways included the sacrificing of young maidens atop a stone
altar at the first light of dawn on special holy days.

Susan is taken from him by a wicked white man who has been accepted into the tribe
because his cruelty matched their own.  At his hands and those of the sadistic natives, she
undergoes suffering and anguish so her pain will please their gods.  She is bound, whipped,
tormented and used in sexually abnormal ways to please both the gods and the lust of men.

And as her suffering continues, she is aware that the day is drawing close when her
whipmarked and battered body will be sacrificed.

Excerpt:
A priest walked up and stood next to Susan.  “Ah, time to begin,” Wolfgang said.  Then he

stepped back and waved a generous hand as if offering the naked woman to the priest.
Her leash was taken and she was led out of the room.  As she neared the door, Wolfgang

called to her across the room, “Have a nice day!”
Susan Waistcote did not have a nice day.
She was led to the square where the night before she had seen a maiden suffering from

cruelly tight ropes twisting her body into a painfully unnatural position.  The first thing she noted
was that the young woman was gone; the space between the four short posts was bare.  She had
to wonder if the scream that had awakened her that morning was the same woman meeting her
final fate.  Very likely.

Looking to the jungle around the buildings, she calculated how far she might get before a
native spear plunged into her back.  The man holding her rope leash did not seem to be expecting
anything but a submissive, docile prisoner.  She might be able to jerk back and make a dash for
the greenery beyond the square.  And if she failed in her grab for freedom, well, a quick death
was preferable to a slow one.

Just as she was about to tense her muscles and make her play, a voice in her ear told her, “It
would not be wise.”



Susan turned her head to find Wolfgang walking along side.  “What would not be wise?” she
asked, trying to calm her beating heart.

“Running for it.  I can read your mind.  And you’re wrong on both counts.  You could not
outrun them, and they would not kill you.  They’ll simply run you down and the drag you back.
And you know what they would do then?  A punishment far worse than what was going to
happen to you.”  He was grinning.  “They do not like to encourage captives to try to escape, so
the punishment for an attempt is rather harsh.”

“Harsher than sacrificing me to the sun god?” she asked sarcastically.
“Not quite, but a lot more painful.”
“You’re a sick bastard.”
“Now, now, you shouldn’t insult one of the high priests.  Honorary, of course, but still a

member of the ruling class.”
“You can go to hell!”
He laughed.  “And you’ll feel like you’re in hell!  I’ve seen what these people can do to

make a girl suffer.  I’ve even added a few new tortures to their arsenal.  But they didn’t need any
help.  They’ve been refining that art of torture over the centuries.  Make the Spanish
Inquisitioners look like choirboys.”

No tart reply came to her lips.  She was too scared to think of one.
“Ah, here we are.  They will start you off with a simple one.  Later, when you’re used to the

mild torments, they’ll increase the severity.  Have to keep you fresh and in enough pain so that
you will show the gods how good their people are.”

The conversation broke off there because Wolfgang stepped back to allow the guards to
move Susan into the middle of the square.  She was pushed down to the bricks until she was
sitting with her legs stretched out before her.  Then they took off her shoes, having trouble with
the laces.  Apparently they were not used to shoes that tied.  But finally both shoes and the
tattered remains of her socks were tossed aside, and a man began binding her ankles together.
When he had wrapped rope around the ankles a dozen turns, he cinched it down and then ran the
rest of the rope over to the post straight in front of her.  He passed the end of the rope through a
hole in the top stone and around it.  Then he stood by with the rope in his hands, waiting for
something.

Meantime, someone behind her was tying rope around the rope already on her wrists.  That
rope was passed through the hole in the post behind her.  At an order from one of the priests,
both men pulled on the ropes.

Susan felt her arms being pulled out behind her at the same time as her feet were being
pulled forward.  The tug was relentless and she felt her arms going farther and farther behind her.
Eventually the movement stopped, but the pressure remained.  She was leaning backwards,
resting on her hands with her arms propping her up.  Her legs were straight out in front of her.  It
felt as if they were trying to pull her apart.  Her shoulders began to ache, the strain being the
worst there.  It was not a comfortable position to be tied in.

It was also not the most terrible form of torture.  Susan had to wonder if something else
would be done to her to increase the pain.  Something much more unpleasant than being
stretched between two posts.  But nothing more was done.  Most of the guards and priests who
had accompanied her disbursed to other tasks, leaving only two guards who took positions
outside the square on which she sat and already looked bored.

It was early morning and already the day was hot.  The humid air of the jungle valley did not
help one’s comfort, either.  She bowed her head and wished that they had at least untied her



arms.  Even if it was only to tie her a different way, it would have been nice to get those aching
elbows apart.

There was more torture, but Susan did not discover its nature until later in the morning when
she began to have visitors.



Brigand’s Captives 1
Captives of a band of brutal outlaws, the beautiful young women of a defenseless village

were sure they would be put to the sword.  After all, that was all they could expect in those harsh
days, and prisoners were of little value.

But Broshu and his sadistic barbarian gang felt there was something different about these
women, and resolved, for the moment at least, to take them along.  Of course, the women would
be bound and restrained and unable to escape or take revenge for the destruction of their village,
and would be punished for the slightest misbehavior, but that was to be expected.

When, by chance, they discovered a clue to an immense store of treasure, it all began to
change.  Now the outlaws had a purpose, other than simply looting, burning, pillaging and killing
– and, of course, enjoying the delights of the women they now had with them.  Their journey was
now to take them through a land of dangerous female warriors and to the hiding place of a cult of
sadistic monks where even they would be startled at what they found…

Excerpt:
He had expected more of a fight from this one.  She had hidden and attacked him when she

thought he was unaware.  And would have cleaved his head from his shoulders had he been a
mite slower.  But now she lay there, panting and glaring but not moving.  Of course, there was
little she could move, but he had seen woman fight with all their strength even though tied tighter
than this one.

Slowly, he removed his jerkin, and quickly enough the leather pants were lowered and then
cast aside.  The male rod that sprang forth was, as he well knew, of bigger than normal size and,
in its aroused state as it was now, had surprised and pleased many a woman.  He watched as her
gaze lowered from his face to his tool, searching for whatever reaction she might have.  She said
nothing and her face was hard to read – beyond the hatred, of course.

This one, he promised himself, was going to not be a quick thrust and grunt.  Oh, no, he
wanted to stretch this one out until he could no longer hold on. She was as beautiful and sexy a
woman as he had ever seen.  No, he corrected himself: this one was more beautiful than any
other.  Inside, he felt a longing for her body stronger than he had since he was a teen and the
mysteries of women were just unveiling.  He ached to shove his tool within her.

Kneeling between those spread legs, he prepared to do just that.



“You want it?” he demanded.
“Please kill me,” she said.
“Is sex so bad that you wish to die first?” he laughed.
“With you – yes.”
“I have known many women who thanked me.  Many.”
“Sluts,” she spat.  “Whores!  Or helpless captives who were powerless to prevent it.”
“Not at all.  Still… why don’t you tell me how it was for you afterwards?”
“No!  Kill me.”
“No.  It would be a waste.”
She begged with her eyes and he knew she was serious, but he also saw something else in

those eyes.
Well, he told himself, she might get her wish, but later, after I have poked her a good one.

All the same, he did not really want her unless she wanted it too, so he paused, watching those
eyes carefully.

She said nothing, but her eyes were fixed on that thick rod of his.
All right, he thought.  I can wait.  She’s going to want it; I just know she wants it.
For several minutes it was a battle of wills.  He knew she wanted it, and she was determined

not to tell him she wanted it.  He waited.  And waited.  And waited…
“All right!”  The words burst from her lips like an expletive.
“You want it?”  He was sure, but he wanted to hear the words.
“I want it.”
“You want what?”
Her eyes were shut and her face was screwed up into a grimace of pure hatred.
“I… want… you… to… fuck… me.”  She spat each word at him.
“I didn’t quite hear you.”
“Fuck me!” she screamed.
“Oh.  Well, if you’re sure…”
Spreading those black curls, he searched for and found the opening he sought.  Then his

massive rod was pressing against that opening, demanding entrance.  Grabbing both of her ass
cheeks with his big hands, he lifted her hips and shoved in a mighty heave.

She cried out, not a scream but more than just a startled cry.  Looking at her face, he could
see her eyes were closed and her features still contorted into a grimace.  Smiling, he began a
slow, even pumping.  That smooth, hot flesh felt so good.  And tight too!  But not a virgin, he
noted, and then was too absorbed in his task that he no longer noticed such minor points.

In, out, in out.  Well, not quite out.  With long, powerful strokes, he pumped away.  His
hands left the ass and wandered up to grab those wonderful breasts.  With his strong fingers
squeezing, he knew he would probably leave bruise marks but he did not care.  The whole
universe was shrinking down to his aching penis and her juicy, hot cunt.

His hands left those breasts and his arms wrapped around her, and then he was holding her
body tightly to his with his rod buried deeply inside her.  He grunted as his fluid shot into her
deep channel; she whined.

He had hoped to make it last longer, but the sight of that perfect body, and the warm, tight
embrace of her cunt clutching his manhood was just too much.  And there was something she did
that he had never encountered before.  As the climax approached, the muscles in her vagina
clenched like a hand holding tightly to his rod.  Then they squeezed, as if that hand were milking
his prick.



As he rolled of her, his only thought was “Damned good fuck!”
Later, when his body cooled down, he looked over at her.  Big teardrops were creeping

down her cheeks, accompanied by tiny, hurt whines.
“Oh, come on now, it couldn’t have been that painful,” he told her.  “I’m big, but not THAT

big!”
Those dark eyes opened slowly.
“I’m not crying because it hurt,” those full, ripe lips told him.  “I’m crying because it didn’t

hurt.  I’m crying because it felt good.”



Brigand’s Captives 2
Broshu and his band of warriors were on the track of treasure, taking with them the women

they captured when they raided a village, the Temple “Virgins” they took from the monastery
where they found out about the treasure, and two man-hating female warriors they just picked up
along the way.  Of course, all the women were kept shackled or bound, and of course the women
were used in whatever way the men pleased, and/or punished whether they deserved it or not.
What did you expect from a John Savage novel?

Excerpt:
After dinner, Broshu announced that the women from the monastery would be available to

any who wanted them.  All save for the golden haired one, of course.  Shara he took over to his
bear skin sleeping mat and sat her down.  Willow came walking up and stood there looking at
him and at the nearly naked, incredibly beautiful woman.  Both of them had their hands secured
behind their backs, Willow with her shackles and Shara with rope.

Broshu looked up at Willow and could read her mind.  She did not want this other woman
with her man!  He wanted to laugh with joy.  What better could life bring?  Two beautiful
women to use as he wished, loyal men to follow him, and all of them on their way to find a
treasure!

“Tonight, Willow, you will watch as I use my other woman,” he said, rubbing it in.
“I will not watch,” she said, trying to keep the anger out of her voice.  “I’ll let you have

privacy.”



She turned as if to leave when a sharp order from Broshu halted her.  “Stay right there,” he
commanded.

He walked around just outside the camp area, head turned to the ground.  Willow stared on
in wonder.  What was he looking for?

Several times he reached down to pick up something.  She found out what it was when he
came back.  He dropped a large handful of small, sharp rocks on the ground before her.

“Kneel there,” he told her.
Willow looked up at him in shock.  Kneel on those sharp rocks?  That would hurt.  She

made no move to obey.
“Kneel or I’ll give you to the men for tonight.  Want that?”
Willow felt like crying.  She hated this man, no matter how good he was when he screwed

her.  Slowly she lowered herself to the ground, grimacing as her knees came in contact with the
hard rocks.

“Now you stay exactly like that,” he continued.  “And watch as I show how I can please this
woman.”

Without waiting for any reply from her, he turned his attention to the golden haired one.
Easily he spread her legs apart and untied the cord on her loincloth.  Pushing her back onto her
bound arms, he placed himself between her legs.  When he discarded his own clothing, she
stared at his already erect rod, massive in its glory.

“You can’t put that inside me!” she cried out.  “It will not fit!”
“It can and will,” he told her, not bothering to remind her that it had fitted in there once

before.  But instead of grabbing her hips and shoving it deep inside her, he played with her
breasts for a while, stroked her flanks and even took her head in his hands and kissed her.
Instinct was too powerful for her to fight, or even to want to fight.  Her body responded as he
knew it would to his touches and the sight of his maleness.  Her whines turned to moans of
pleasure as her body heated up.  When he had the blunt end of his prick pressing against the
entrance to her inner area, she was spreading her legs wide and moaning in invitation.  She
trembled when she felt it pushing inside and forcing her flesh to accept it.

He went slowly, even though it was his urge to shove hard and deep.  As his massive rod
slide farther and farther inside her, she was panting, her head turning from side to side.  She was,
as he expected, moist and hot inside there.  And damned tight!

When he began pumping, slowly at first, but increasing in speed, she was thrusting her hips
upward as if trying to force him as deep as possible inside her.  Between his grunting and her
loud moaning, a bit of an audience had assembled.  A few of the men called out encouragement
to him, but he did not hear them.  He had enough to occupy him and he did not need
encouragement anyway.

Because he knew that granting the greatest pleasure possible for a woman made them feel
strongly for a man, he forced himself to take his time to assure that Shara reached that wonderful
moment when it seemed to her that her body exploded into flames.  When that happened, she
thrust her hips up as hard and far as she could, her whole body trembling with the incredible
overload of feeling.  Only after that happened did Broshu allow himself the same pleasure,
although it always seemed to him that women felt it so much stronger, and longer, than men.

The show over, his men wandered away, seeking one of the available women.  Soon there
were the sounds and sights of sexual intercourse all over the camp.  Naked bodies glowed
warmly in the firelight, and panting and moaning were the only sounds.  The only women



protesting were for former women warriors, Rawna and Leona, both of whom might never learn
to like a man using their bodies.

Broshu turned to ask Willow if it had been a good show for her and found only a handful of
rocks where his other woman had been kneeling.  Quickly he was on his feet.  She might have
been shackled, but he had not yet put the chains on her ankles and she could walk away while
everyone else was engaged in watching or doing.

He found Willow sitting on a fallen tree trunk not far off.  Glad that she had not tried to run
away, he came up to her and tried to sound very pissed off.  “I told you to stay kneeling there.
You disobeyed.  Why?”

Willow did not answer.  The firelight was faint over there but he could see a few tearstains
on her cheeks.  She did not have to answer for him to know that she could not stand to watch him
fuck another woman.  Good!  That was fine with him.  All that hard work he had done in
screwing her every night was paying off; she was becoming emotionally attached to him.  Maybe
– eventually – he could leave the shackles off her.

Then he shook his head to clear it of such stupid ideas.  He could never trust her.  It might
seem that she was feeling strong affection for him, but sometime, anytime, she might remember
that he had slain her father with his own hand, and then she would slit his throat as he slept.

Picking her up from the trunk, he shook her shoulders.  “I do not like being disobeyed; not
from my men, from my horse, or from one of my women.”  He made sure that the “one of” was
emphasized.

Quickly he pulled down her pants, forced her to step out of them, and then tossed the pants
aside.  From the waist down, she was now naked, that black triangle between her legs looking
dark and mysterious.  But instead of throwing her on the ground and fucking her soundly, he sat
on the trunk and pulled her down until she was lying over his knee, butt sticking up nicely.  He
took her shackled hands in one of his and pulled them away from the nice, firm, smooth ass.
Then his other hand came down hard and fast.

The blow stung very much for his arm was powerful and his hand large.  He did not spare
her; he used all the strength he could in that blow.  It hurt!  She could not help but to cry out
loudly.

As he held her firmly down, he began a long and wicked spanking of that bare ass.
Spreading the blows around, he covered all of her twin globes until the skin was all a wonderful
shade of red.  Her struggles and wiggling body, he quickly found, was having an effect upon
him.  His manhood, so lately having done its job and withdrawn to a smaller size, was now
enlarging again!  So he continued the paddling of that bare skin, accompanied by loud sobs from
her.

When he could stand it no longer, he ceased the spanking and lifted her from his knee.
Before she could realize what was happening, she was being lowered onto his rigid prick as he
sat there.  Quickly, that massive shaft was plunging deeply into her.  The fact that the tunnel
there was hot and wet almost to the point of dripping, did not surprise him.  As she sat on his lap,
he lifted then dropped her body, making, as it did, a good substitute for the normal pumping.
Lift, drop.  Lift, drop.  She wrapped her legs around his body.

Then came the second part of her punishment.  Making no attempt to stretch the act out, he
came somewhat rapidly, shooting his seed into her and ramming her body down on his shaft.
Then he was out and finished for the second time in only a few minutes.

Willow, on the other hand, had just been approaching an orgasm of her own.  So close she
was that she could feel the tingle coming.  Then he was out and she was dumped on the ground.



Twisting her hands around, she tried to touch herself, but the shackles held her wrists a little too
close together to allow them to reach.  She moaned and wanted to pound the ground in
frustration, but she could not even do that.  The sobbing that had begun from the burning pain on
her ass, continued as an expression of the horrible frustration inside her heated, aroused body.



Compelled to Bondage
Nancy was an innocent, naive, and very conservative young woman who just happened to

have the body of a Playboy Bunny.  When she buys a fancy sports car, suddenly her life changes.
She begins acting like a slut, a wanton woman seeking not only sex but very kinky sex at that.
Against her natural inclinations, she seeks out men who will bind her with ropes, hurt her, and
then use her body as they will.  And the most amazing part is that she begs them to do it!

What strange force compels her to such degrading sex acts?  Why does she dress in
revealing clothes and stand on the street corner like any ordinary hooker inviting men to use her?
And why are these men always those who understand how to control a woman with handcuffs,
ropes and the whip?

When she finds herself provoking a sadistic pimp into abusing her so severely that she fears
for her life and then abandoning her far from home, she knows she has to do something about the
compulsive force driving her to such sexual deprivation.  But what?  And will she find an answer
before something even more serious happens to her lush body?

Excerpt:
I spread my legs a bit, put my hands on my hips and challenged him, “Okay, do your best.

You agree to the following rules.  You can tie me anyway you wish.  When you’re finished, you
give me an hour to get free.  If I get out, you can tie me again and have your sex but it will cost
you.  If I can’t get out, you can have me free.”  I paused to blow him a kiss.  “For the rest of the
day and all night,” I added in that husky, sexy voice I was coming to know pretty well.

He smiled but said nothing.  Instead, he came to me, walked around behind me and took my
hands off my hips.  I could feel the rope looping around my wrists and wondered how good he
would be.  Or, more exactly, would I be getting paid for this or going home with empty pockets.
If I had pockets on that dress, which I didn’t.

The ropes on the wrists were pretty tight and cinched down.  That meant, I knew without
knowing how I knew, that there were additional windings of the rope put over the main ones.
Those additional windings tightened down the main bunch and allowed you to make them all
even tighter than it would have been.  He knotted the rope several times.  I was paying attention
to what he was doing.  Something told me that in order to have a chance at escape, I would have
to know exactly how the ropes had been put on and where each knot was.

He looped the next rope around my elbows and I knew I was not going to get paid.  If he had
only tied my wrists, I might have been able to work the ropes off or reached a knot with my
fingernails.  But with my elbows tight together, there was little chance of that.  As each coil went



on, I could feel how tight it was.  And when he passed rope between my forearms to cinch down
the main windings, I was certain that this man knew what he was doing and I would not be
getting free.

He checked the ropes after knotting them, and was satisfied that they weren’t loose.  I
agreed but without saying a word.  These ropes were tight — very tight.  He asked me to sit on
the edge of the bed and put my legs out.  I did so and watched as he wound rope around my
ankles then cinched it down and knotted several knots as tightly as he could.  I noticed that he
had left about three feet of rope trailing away from my ankles, and I wondered what that was for.
Then he tied my knees together with rope just above them.  My legs were tied pretty tightly but
not quite as tightly as my elbows, I noted.

“Please stand up,” he asked and helped to my feet.  My arms felt almost the same as
Maurice had done, only perhaps a bit tighter.  He turned me around and lowered me to the bed,
and then pulled me up until I was laying face down in the center of the bed.  I felt him getting on
the bed and wondered if he were going to try and screw me right then and there without allowing
me a chance to escape, but I was wrong on that count.  Taking the rope trailing from my ankles,
he passed it between my forearms and then back down to my feet.  He pulled and I felt my feet
coming up as my legs bent.

Soon my legs were doubled and my feet were near my hands.  He looped the rope around
my ankle bondage again and back through my arms.  He pulled tighter until I felt the backs of
my ankles pressing against my palms.

The name came to me: hogtie.  It was a way that I had never been tied but one I just
somehow knew was a mainstay of the rope crowd.  And for good reason.  It was a very good way
to make a girl helpless without a great deal of rope.  With her ankles tied to her wrists, she was
doubled up backwards and very limited in what she could do.

I felt him tying the final knots up to the ropes on my elbows and felt my heart sink. I was
certain there was no way I was going to be getting out of this tie.  I had only a little experience in
being tied, all of it over the last couple weekends, but I just knew, sort of like instinct, that I
would not be working my way free of this one.

He got off the bed and looked down at me.  I could see that he was breathing a little hard
and there was a bulge in his pants.  I looked up to meet his eyes, then asked, “This all?”

“That’s all.  I don’t think you’ll be getting free from that.”
“You base that observation on experience?” I asked, my alter ego feisty up to the very end.
“Yes.  Had a girlfriend named Brenda who liked to try to get out of being tied up.  She was

pretty good.  So I learned how to tie her better than she could get free from.  The hogtie was the
best way.”

“I’ll bet.  You have done a good job,” I admitted.  “I guess you have tied up a girl or two.”
“A few.  But that was years ago.  I’m rusty at it.”
“Pretty tight for rusty,” I commented drily.
“Some things you don’t forget.  Like riding a bicycle.”  He grinned at me, and I smiled back.
“Could you do two things for me?” I asked.
“What?”
“Tell me your name.”
“Brian.  And the other thing?”
“Scratch my nose.  It itches.”
He put his hand next to my nose and I rubbed it on his knuckles.
“Thanks,” I said.  “Now, if you’ll excuse me, I have some serious struggling to do.”



“Of course, my dear.  One full hour, I believe you asked for.”  Now that he had me all naked
and tied up, he was more relaxed.  “Will that be enough, or would you like two hours?”

He was teasing me because we both knew that I couldn’t get out of those ropes…



Conquering Dawn
Richard had a reputation, and perhaps it was not misplaced.  Rich, powerful and handsome,

he attracted many women, always achieving his objective of reaching their submissive side and
gaining total and complete control over them.

Dawn was a little wild, very sexy, and had nothing better to do than to enjoy the sunny
California beaches, lifestyle and many, many men – without finding real satisfaction with any of
them.  Richard intrigued her, yet at the same time his arrogance and self-centered attitude
repulsed her.

Richard was determined to include Dawn in the list of women he had owned body and soul.
Perhaps he would keep her, rather than discard her once she was totally obedient and submissive
to him, as he had done with so many others.  Surely she could not resist his charm, and surely
she would be willing to submit to whatever he wanted once she had experienced his undoubted
abilities in the bedroom (and anywhere else he chose to take his women).

Excerpt:
Smack!
“Ouch!  That hurt!”
The naked woman wiggled and tried to crawl off Richard’s knee but his strong hands held

her in place, bent over his knee as he sat on the edge of the bed.
What had started as a fun game of horizontal dancing on a bed had changed when he pulled

her over his knee just as she was getting all hot and bothered by his caresses, kisses, and the
attention he was paying to her taut nipples.  As she was pulled onto his lap, she wondered what
kind of sexual position he was trying for.  A little more foreplay would be nice, but if he was



about to ram that nice-sized rod into her sex, that was okay with her.  She knew from the heat
down there that she would be all juicy and ready to accept it.

Brandy – which was not her real name anyway, just the one she had given him because she
felt it was much more exotic than Hilary – had considered herself lucky to have caught the eye of
that handsome man in the bar.  A woman not inexperienced with being picked up and taken to
bed when the mood struck her, she was happy that this one was much better looking than the
average salesman traveling to their city and looking to cheat on his wife, or pot-bellied middle-
aged man hoping desperately to get lucky.  This one had a wonderfully hard body, as she
discovered to her delight as the clothes began coming off.  She knew her figure was not bad – not
centerfold quality, but not bad at all.  And she still retained the good looks from her high school
days when she had no trouble attracting the boys.

When Richard suggested that they go to his apartment after a few drinks and preliminary
“feeling out” chitchat, she was happy.  This was going to be a night she would brag about to her
girlfriends.  She wished she could sneak out her cell phone and take a photo of him to show those
bitches who probably would not believe her.  But, before she could find some excuse to reach for
her phone, she found herself in his arms, her heart beating faster, and a heat beginning between
her legs as she was pressed against that hard body.  His hands were so strong, yet oddly gentle,
as they removed her clothing.  In return, she began unbuttoning his shirt, eager to see what lay
beneath.  When one hand wandered down below his belt, she almost gasped aloud at the size of
the hard rod it found there.

She found herself on her back on a massive bed and with every stitch of clothing scattered
on the floor.  She was glad she had worn her best pair of black panties and bra.  They had cost
enough but, damn, they made her look good!  Too bad that they were in sight only a short bit
before being cast to the floor.  In the dim light, she watched as he removed the shirt and slid out
of the pants with the grace of an athlete.  Then he was kneeling over her, those strong hands
sending shivers everyplace they touched and that gorgeous male body making her mouth water.

She grasped the back of his head as he bent to toy with her nipples, circling them with his
tongue and sucking gently.  Nerves tingled as she arched her back to thrust her breasts upwards
to get more of this wonderful attention.  Without realizing it, she was moaning softly as the heat
grew.  She had consumed just enough margaritas so that it was easy to slip into pure relaxation
and let her body enjoy the experience without questions or concern.  If it turned out he did not
use a condom, that was all right.  She had “morning after” pills at home.

It was at that point she felt herself being pulled over his knee.  At first, her only thought was
how wonderfully strong he was.  He practically lifted her from the bed and turned her over.  Her
breasts were pressed against one hard thigh while the other was under her hips.  She felt her
hands being pulled together and the wrists crossed.  Then, while one hand held those wrists
tightly together, the other lightly patted her bare bottom.  Before she could react, that soft pat
turned into a hard, stinging swat.

“Hey, that hurt!” she exclaimed.
It did not occur to her to be worried about the pain.  She well knew from experience that

some men enjoyed inflicting a little pain on a woman.  And – truth be known – a little sting on
her ass turned her on.

The second swat was noticeably harder.  This time she grunted but said nothing.
Instinctually, she tugged at her hands, only to find that his grip was quite solid and the wrists
would not separate.



Smack!  The third was even harder than the prior two.  His guy had a strong arm and a hard
hand, she thought.  For the very first time, a tiny bit of doubt entered her mind.  Just how much
pain did he intend?  She hoped that she would not have to shout at him or threaten him should he
one of those bastards who really, really enjoy hurting a girl.  In the gap between the third and
fourth swats, she had time to realize that this spanking was making her “hot to trot,” as her
mother always put it.  So long as he did not get too carried away, that would be fine with her.

Smack!  Smack!
Okay, time to call a halt.  Her bottom was beginning to burn as well as sting.
“Hey, Richard, how about throwing me on the bed and getting on with the fucking?”  She

had found that men loved it when she talked dirty.  “Shove that great big, hard prick into my
cunt.”

He did not obey.  Instead she jerked as the hardest of all swats landed with a loud smacking
sound.

“Hey!  That hurt.  Why the hell are you spanking me?”
For the first time since they entered his fancy apartment, he spoke.  “Because I want to.”
“Well, that’s enough.  My bottom hurts.”
Smack!
“Damn it!  That’s enough.”
“No, it isn’t.”
This time she made an honest effort to pull her hands apart.  And failed.  Damn, he was

strong!
“Woman need to be spanked regularly,” he told her in a maddeningly casual tone.
“Who told you that crap?” she retorted, trying to force a little anger into her voice.  Truth

was, so far the relatively mild burn and sting in her ass was only turning her on more.  But she
was not going to admit that to him.

Smack!
This time she kicked her legs, but his hand on her ass prevented her from wiggling off.
“I don’t want this!”  She was well aware she was lying, but felt she had to protest.  If she did

not, he might begin to really hurt her.  She had not often thought about it, but she was aware that
there were men who were real sadists, not casual amateurs, and who wanted to seriously hurt a
woman.  “I want to be fucked!” She raised her voice but tried to keep a sultry, sexy tone.  That
line usually got her what she wanted.

Smack!
“What you want is not important,” his calm voice told her.
“The hell you say!  Now let me up and get on with the fucking, or I’ll get dressed and walk

out.”
Smack!
This was getting out of hand, she felt.  Time to escalate her protests.  “If you don’t let go of

me, I’ll scream.”  That usually got a man to back off.
Smack!
“Ohhh…!  Damn!”
Tears began to form in her eyes.  The pain was reaching the point where it began to override

the excitement it generated.  Well, almost.
“I mean it.  I’ll scream!”
Smack!  Smack!  Smack!



The blows were delivered rapidly and hard.  A loud cry came from Brandy, not really a
scream but sign that the pain was reaching a higher level, a level much more than a playful
spanking.

With a sudden move, she felt herself lifted and turned.  Before she could react, she was
kneeling before him, facing him, her breasts almost touching his knees.  Her hands were free but
he had taken a hold of her shoulders.  Her bottom was burning and hurt just enough to kept
reminding her of the spanking.

“You are free to get dressed and leave,” he told her, his eyes locked on hers.  “Or you can
beg me to take you back over my knee and spank you again – a dozen hard swats.  Enough to
make you sincerely cry.”

Brandy was surprised.  No man had ever acted like this before.  Her first impulse was to tell
him to go to hell and reach for her clothes.  But the words did not come, and her body did not
pull away.  Her eyes lowered to that massive rod of flesh pointing at her.  The want of it inside
her was an ache begging to be satisfied.

“You don’t have to hurt me to get me ready for sex,” she said slowly.  “I’m ready.”
“I’m not hurting you to excite you.  I’m doing it simply because I want to.”
Her mind was in a state of confusion.  What was going on here?  Part of her told her she

should leave and not get mixed up with this kind of man.  But a more emotional part begged her
to stay.  She could see that hard cock pointing straight at her, eager as she was for it to be shoved
into someplace dark and moist.

“Can I have the fucking without the spanking?” she asked.
“No.”
“Don’t you want it too?”
“Of course I do.  But there are some things more important that a momentary bit of

pleasure.”
“Like?”
“No discussion.  Either you beg for the pain and then the screwing, or you leave.”
Brandy sniffed, and felt a single tear on her cheek.  The idea was crazy.  A dozen more

swats would be more than all those so far.  At least, she thought it would be; she had not been
keeping count.  And they would hurt.  No question about that.

She heard a voice saying, “Please spank me,” and realized it was hers.



Criminally Insane
Sandra Morrison was a new criminal investigator for the state, fresh out of the academy.

Because she would not be recognized, she was chosen to go undercover to investigate rumors
that the female inmates of Stonebrook State Hospital for the Criminally Insane were being
abused.

Once inside, posing as an inmate with the promise that head of the state Division of
Criminal Investigations would ensure she is released after a month gathering evidence, she finds
that the rumors grossly understate the conditions the female inmates have to endure.

Harsh conditions and daily suffering prevails.  Punishments are dealt out for any reason or
no reason.  Instead of being a source of healing care, the institute is a hell pit of degradation and
abuse.  Sandy endures whippings and worse at the hands of an ingeniously cruel couple of
administrators.

When the time comes for her to be rescued so that she can make her report, there is a little
surprise awaiting her.  Sandy faces a lifetime of torment with no chance of release, enough to
drive her truly insane!

Excerpt:
Sandy was surprised when light flooded in.  The lid was lifting, something she had

desperately wished would happen for what seemed like a very long time.  How the hell long had
she been keep a prisoner in that box?  In the dark and in total immobility, her mind had been
playing tricks on her.  She began to wonder if they had forgotten about her and she would stay in
there until she starved to death.

Squinting to get used to the bright light, she saw Frank standing over the box.  Slowly she
lifted her feet.  The muscles of her legs were stiff.  Then his strong hands were on her, lifting her
from the metal prison.  Holding her upright with one hand, he closed the lid with the other, and
then sat her down on it. He knelt and began unbuckling the straps on her legs.  She looked down
and noted that there was a red band around her legs right above the knees.  When her legs had
been folded, the strap tightened considerably and had been cutting into her for a very long time.

He was then untying the cord that held the rubber wedge in her mouth.  It had been in place
so long she had almost forgotten it was there.  She worked her jaw around and almost said a
thank you, but bit it back.



The white canvass straitjacket was still holding her arms wrapped around her body, and he
made no move to release her from its hold.  Instead, he placed a pair of \shoes on the floor at her
feet and told her to put them on.

Sandy slid off the box and looked down.  There was a pair of shiny, black patented leather
shoes, but she hesitated before putting them on.  There must be some mistake.  These were high
heeled pumps, complete with pointed toes and slender, stiletto heels that had to be at least four
inches high!

“You can’t be serious,” she told him.
“Put them on,” he repeated.
She pushed one shoe a few inches forward with her bare toe.  “I can’t wear these.  Without

hands to balance, I’ll fall.  Those heels are way too high!”
“Put them on,” he said, a little stronger this time.
Sandy frowned, but the look in his eyes was not humorous.  This was not a joke; he was

serious.
She slipped her toes into one shoe.  The fit was snug but she managed to work her foot all

the way into it.  Then the other one.  When she tried to stand, she tottered and almost fell.  She
had to lean against the box to keep her balance.

“This is ridiculous!” she protested.  “I’ll fall if I try to walk in these.”
“Come this way,” he held a hand towards the door.
Sandy took a tentative step and her foot wiggled.  Those heels were not only high, they were

also very thin.
As she tried another step, being very cautious and slow, memories flashed into her mind of

trying on her mother’s high heels when she was a child.  She had gotten into trouble for breaking
one of the heels.  But here she was, trying to walk, bound into a straitjacket and almost naked
from the waist down, save for that leather strap passing through her crotch, and walking in higher
heels than she had ever tried.  That strap between her legs was wide enough to cover her Venus
Mons, but also rather tight and had been doing a good job of pressing against her sex for the last
few hours.

The male attendant did not hurry her along.  Apparently he was used to women having
trouble walking in those heels.  The only sounds were the click-clack of those heels on the
wooden floor. Slowly, one foot before the other, make sure you have that foot planted firmly
before shifting your weight.  It was like trying to walk on your toes: not impossible but not very
easy, either.

Too busy trying not to fall, the lovely young woman was not paying too much attention to
where she was being led.  Mostly she kept her eyes on the floor because that helped her keep her
balance.  Being able to hold her arms out to the sides would have helped but that was denied her.

Finally, the edge of a desk came into view and she halted.  Looking up, she found herself
staring into the eyes of a kindly, friendly looking priest.  At least that was the first impression.
He was middle aged, a little overweight but not too fat.  His hair was going gray at the temples
and he eyes were a pleasant pale blue.  He looked very much like a priest she remembered from
the wedding of a friend.  He lacked only the vestments of office to complete the picture.  He was
smiling at her.

“Welcome to Stonebrook,” he said in a deep voice. For a few long seconds the two of them
stared at each other, evaluating each other.  This had to be Karl Houser, the superintendent of the
hospital.  The photo in the file had been taken at least ten years before, but she recognized him.



“I have been looking through your file,” he began, nodding to a folder on his desk.  “Your
case is interesting.  Dr. Grant diagnoses you as schizophrenic.  You have attacked several people
and demonstrate pronounced hostility towards certain types of men.  Although you can appear
perfectly normal and rational, at times violent rages will overpower you.”

Sandy frowned.  That was not what she was told would be in the folder.  This made her
sound like a dangerous criminal!  She opened her mouth to protest but then clamped it shut.  She
was confused, but if she openly stated that she was not as the file said, it might come
dangerously close to blowing her cover.  Instead, she had to content herself with, “I am not
dangerous.”

It sounded like weak and lame the way it came out.
He smiled in a disgustingly fatherly manner.  “If you say so.  However, we cannot take any

chances here.”  He leaned forward.  “And we know how to care for potentially violent people
here.”

She went on the counterattack.  “Why was I locked in a metal box?  It was very
uncomfortable, to say the least.”

“That is standard practice with new inmates,” he told her, that condescending smile never
leaving his face.  “It helps to show you that we are serious here and will not tolerate
inappropriate behavior.”

“But I did nothing!”
“Consider it a lesson.  I do not wish any inmate to form the impression that we are soft here.

The sooner you learn that, the more pleasant your experience here will be.”
Pleasant!?  What had happened to her upon arrival was close to torture. With a sinking

feeling, she began to realize that the rumors of patient abuse might well be very true.
Again she was confused.  Should she promise to be good?  Or curse him?  What would a

real, truly insane patient do?  Short, of course, of leaping over the desk and trying to bite off his
nose.

She said nothing.
“You are a very beautiful woman, Miss Morrison.  It is a shame that your mind is not a

beautiful as your body.”
What the hell?  He was coming on more like a lecher than a doctor of psychiatry.
“And why am I being forced to wear these high heeled shoes?” she said.
“You are less likely to run,” he told her.
Although that was true, if she really wanted to run, she could kick the shoes off and dash for

the door.  Not that running would get her anywhere, what with the straitjacket.
She wanted to snort disagreement at him.  Instead, she went on the offensive again, or tried

to.  “How long am I going to have to wear this straitjacket?  It is hot inside here and very
uncomfortable.”

“You will wear it as long as you are a threat to yourself.  Some inmates wear them almost
constantly.”

Sandy Morrison had a very strong urge to reach over and slap that patronizing smile off his
face.  Lacking the ability to do that, she sniffed and said, “When can I get clothes back on?  My
legs are cold.”

She had the impression that he might burst out in laughter at any moment.  Instead, he said,
“For the moment, you are dressed quite adequately.”



Evil Woman
What would make a woman change her name to Jezebel?  How about an evil, perverted,

sadistic nature?  How about a woman who enjoys luring other women in her web of degenerate
kinky sex?  That’s Jezebel, the Evil Woman.

Blessed with a strange power over other women, this hardcore lesbian enjoys making them
into her “pets,” submissive and totally devoted to her even when she is inflicting pain on their
naked bodies.  An expert with the ropes and riding crops and whips, and blessed with a killer
body and an angel’s face, Jezebel prowls Hollywood, seeking fresh victims.

Only, in Stella, an actress of note with a centerfold’s body and wonderfully innocent face,
does Jezebel meet her match.  For the first time, there is a woman who seems impervious to
Jezebel’s powers.  It is only natural that her conquest would become Jezebel’s prime goal.  She
vows to have this beauty helpless at her feet, no matter what it takes…

Excerpt:
I am evil.  I am the Temptress, the Enchantress, a femme fatale, a siren luring other women

into world of sin and sex and depravity.
It is my nature; I cannot help myself.  I was born a witch and shall die one someday.

Wicked and evil were my thoughts from the very first moment I drew breath.  I am the Daughter
of Lucifer come to Earth to corrupt and degrade and entrap sweet, young, innocent women in my
web of perversion.

Perhaps I wax a bit overly poetic, yet what I say is true.  From the moment I began to
become a woman, my whole life, thoughts and energy have been directed to entrapping other
woman in a perverted lifestyle I both embrace with all my heart and cannot live without.

Stated in more practical, commonplace terms, I am highly sexual and lesbian to the core,
and kinkier than most people would believe possible.  And I enjoy luring in and entrapping other
women into my lifestyle.  Nay, it is more than an enjoyment; it is a compulsion, an inner drive I
can no more ignore than I can ignore breathing.  I must embrace any woman I come near, forcing
her inner submissive nature to burst forth and envelope her until she is as corrupt as I.

This is the tale of my greatest conquest.  And the biggest challenge I ever faced.  In a word:
Stella.

Ah, Stella, that radiant beauty whose liquid blue eyes and golden locks cascading down have
tempted many a man, teasing and offering paradise but rarely delivering on that promise.  Stella



with a body that would grace any centerfold and screams sex at all who see her.  Stella, talented,
beautiful, sexy and intelligent.  Too much for any mortal woman.  Perhaps she was the offspring
of a god and goddess send down to earth to tempt men.  And, most of all, to test my resolve to
have her.

Before I begin the tale, perhaps you would like to know something about myself.  First off
all, my name.  You must know a person’s name before you can begin to understand them.  My
name is Jezebel.

Scoff, will you?  A person should be called what she wishes and, certainly, the name fits in
this case.  I am Jezebel.  So be it!



Gift Wrapped
A slavegirl for Christmas was the perfect present for Athena; a gift from her father who had

been struggling to think of something to give the young woman who already had everything.
After all, he knew his daughter was kinky and sadistic, as well as dominant and lesbian, and so it
was not a major effort to find a suitable, beautiful young woman who was prepared to agree to a
one-year contract to serve his daughter’s every whim and desire – for a very large amount of
money, of course.

But would Danila, the slavegirl, be able to last the year?  Constant restraints, handcuffs, tight
ropes and spankings from the first day were, perhaps, more than she could take.  And there was
worse, much worse.  How long could she stand the suffering?

Excerpt:
The library was dark, and when Horace switched on the lights, it took Athena a few seconds

to take in what was in the room.  In addition to the numerous bookshelves, comfortable reading
chairs, coffee tables and a fireplace, there was a woman.  Athena, immediately taking an interest,
approached the woman.

The first item that struck her was that the woman was topless and was displaying a very nice
set of breasts – young and firm and large enough without being overly so.  Second item she
noticed was that the woman was quite beautiful.  The long black hair, the dark eyes and the slight
Mediterranean cast to her features and skin tone suggested her ancestry was derived from
somewhere in Italy.  Item three: the woman was not speaking because someone had put a chain
gag through her mouth.  It was simply a small length of chain, large enough to push the tongue
down and tight enough to just begin to cut into the corners of the mouth.  Athena knew that the
woman could make noises, and even, perhaps, form misshapen but intelligible words, but that
gag would make speech difficult.  It was also the type of gag that one would use not only to quiet
speech, but also to punish the wearer with its discomfort.

It was upon seeing the gag that Athena noted the woman, who was sitting calmly on the
edge of a chair, was holding her arms behind her.  A quick glance confirmed what Athena had
suspected: her arms were bound, in this case with two pair of handcuffs, one on the wrists and
one on the arms just above the elbows.

To fill in the rest of the scene: the woman was wearing a pair of hot pants, very short, very
tight black velvet and, along with the pantyhose, displaying her nice legs very well.  Another pair



of handcuffs was locked upon her ankles, which helped to explain why the shackled woman had
not simply gotten up and walked away.

Athena studied the woman’s eyes for a while.  She saw intelligence there, an awareness of
her helpless condition, and, just perhaps, a tinge of fear.  At least, this woman was a bit nervous,
the taut status of her nipples attested to that.  Fear does that to a woman’s nipples.

Once she had taken in the full scene of the lovely young woman and her restraints, Athena
turned to her father and lifted one eyebrow in question.

“She is yours,” he told her, trying to hold in his amusement at her puzzled expression.  “I
mean that literally.  I am giving you possession of this young woman as a slave.  You may do
with her as you wish.  But,” he lifted a warning finger, “you will not harm her and, at the end of
her contract, she will be set free.  That will take place on this date next year.”

The frown was turning into a smile on Athena’s face.  “You mean anything?” she said.
Then she turned her attention back to the woman.  Reaching out, she touched the left breasts
lightly, playing with the taut nipple with her fingers.  Immediately the woman who had been
labeled a “slave,” reacted.  But instead of backing away from the touch, she leaned forward as if
eager for more.  Athena saw in her eyes what she wanted to see: lust.  This was undoubtedly a
lesbian.  Or a damned good actress/whore.

“I can take her away?” Athena asked.  “For a whole year?”
“That is what I said.  Your mother and I wanted you to have a present that you would

enjoy.”
Athena was not aware that the tip of her tongue was protruding and licking her lips.  Her

fingers, which had not left the area of that rigid nipple, took it between thumb and forefinger and
squeezed hard enough to make the woman whine.

Aware that she was not alone and should perhaps not display too much sadism to her father,
she let go of the rigid flesh and stood back.

“Does she have an apartment or something,” Athena went on, “or can I keep her in my
apartment.”

“She is yours.  She is a slavegirl.  You keep her wherever you wish.  You order her to do
whatever you want.  You can even punish her – if needed.  But I remind you: no damage is to be
done to her.  No whipmarks that won’t fade, no branding, no cutting parts off – you know what
I’m talking about.  You can cause her pain but not damage the goods.”

He was looking at Athena but speaking such that the women knew the message was for both
of them.

“Her name is Danila, by the way.  But I expect you’ll just call her ‘slave’.”
Athena took the couple steps to reach her father, put her arms around him, and hugged him.

“You are a very understanding father,” she whispered in his ear.  “I will have such fun with her.”



Honor Slave
James is a hit man by profession, but when hired to dispose of a beautiful young lady who

has disgraced her family, he has other plans for her.  She has a choice: he can carry out his
orders, or she can become his personal sex slave for a year.

The only problem for Marwa, as he tells her right from the start, is that James wants more
than sex.  He is a sadist who enjoys seeing a woman shedding tears of pain and suffering, who
delights in the crack of a whip across a bare ass, and loves seeing a woman totally helpless in
cruelly tight ropes.

Will Marwa last out the year?  Or will she begin to wish she had taken the other option?

Excerpt:
The fear inside was fading but certainly not departing.  She knew from the tightness of the

steel around her wrists that she would not be able to pull her hands out of those cuffs.  Likewise
for the pair around her ankles.  She tried standing and almost fell back to the bed, her equilibrium
not fully functioning yet.  Carefully, she straightened up, found that she could maintain her
balance, and that when she stood, the tightness of the steel cuffs around her ankles increased.
Ignoring that discomfort, she shuffled over, an inch at a time, towards the only source of light:
the door.  As she shuffled, her eyes became used to the dim light and she could see that she was
in a bedroom.

Half way to the door, it suddenly opened, the light flooding in momentarily blinding her.  As
her eyes adjusted, there was the shape of a man standing in the doorway, a large man, and
undoubtedly the man who had taken her.  She felt a surge of fear race down her spine.  That
black figure was sinister.

His hand reached out and the overhead light came on.
The girl fought the urge to hop back to the bed to get away from this man.  It would have

been an emotional reaction, not a logical one.  Logic said that she should show no fear, not let
him know that he was scaring her witless.  Don’t provoke him, but don’t let him think he is
totally in control – no matter how true that might be.  At least, she thought that was the best
procedure.

She tried to straighten up and speak in a normal voice, but there was no way she could keep
the tremor out of it.  “What do you want?” she asked.



“Why don’t you move back to the bed and sit down so we can talk,” he said in the kind of
calm voice she wished she had right then.

The fear was getting the best of her.  She could not ignore how terribly helpless those
handcuffs were making her.  All resolve to present a calm exterior fell apart.  With a trembling
voice, she demanded, “Let me go!”

When he did not respond to that, she repeated, “Let me go!” in a louder voice.  She twisted
her wrists inside the cuffs and jerked so hard on them that it hurt her.  “Damn you, let me go!”

The man, on whose face she could read no emotion, just stood there.  “I’ll scream!” she
threatened.

“Please don’t do that,” he told her calmly.  “No one would hear you anyway.”  He reached
out a hand as if to touch her arm.

“Don’t touch me!” she yelled.  “Get away.”
“I am trying to save your life.”
“What?  What did you say?”  She was confused.
“I said that I am trying to save your life.  Now if you will calm down and sit on the bed so

we can talk, I will explain.”
For a few seconds she wanted to tell him to go to hell and that she would never do anything

he told her to.  But the logical part of her mind said that sitting down would be a good idea since
her ankles were hurting from the tightness of the handcuffs.  With a great effort, she pushed
down the fear threatening to overtake her totally, and shuffled backwards, keeping her eyes on
him.  When she felt the edge of the bed against the back of her legs, she sat down.

She tensed as he moved towards her, very much aware of how helpless she was with her
hands and feet shackled like that.  But he only knelt before her and unlocked the handcuff from
her ankles, saying as he did, “Please don’t be stupid enough to try to kick me.  You can’t do any
harm and it would only make me angry.”

Kicking out with her bare foot was just what was going through her mind; wild thoughts
about kicking him in the head hard enough to knock him out so she could flee.  Even with the
warning, she still might have tried, but she was aware of his size.  He was taller, wider, and
heavier than she, and would undoubted be able to control her, especially with her hands locked
behind her.

“That probably feels better,” he said.  She did not reply.
For a long time nothing was said as the two studied each other.  She saw a man probably in

his thirties, maybe late thirties, trim and fit, with hair cut in a short, almost military style.  Blue
eyes the color of a deep summer sky looked down at her. The face would be best described as
“ruggedly handsome” by some, others might say it was too hard of a face to be handsome.  It
was a strong face, nevertheless.  A small scar along one cheek hinted at a rough past.

He saw a young woman, only eighteen, as he knew, and very pretty in an exotic way.  Her
ancestry was hinted at by the slight olive tint to her skin, the pointed nose and the jet black hair
she wore as long as she dared to, given her parent’s constant disapproval of her dress and
appearance.  She was slender, but certainly not skinny.  Her waist was narrow, while her bust
line left nothing to be desired.  In short, she was, as best he could tell with her clothes on, a fit,
trim young woman with enough curves to be sexy.  What drew his attention was green tint of her
otherwise dark eyes.  All those from the part of the world her parents had left usually had black
eyes.  Hers, while not brilliant green, were of a sufficient shade to proclaim that there was some
intermixing of genes a generation or two back.



She glared at him, trying to not show the fear that churned within her and threatened to
overwhelm the young girl.

“What do you want with me?” she finally asked, not really able to keep the trembling out of
her voice.  “My father has money.  He will pay for my safe return.”

Inside, the girl was frantically hoping that his man would tell her that, indeed, it was for
ransom that she had been kidnapped and that, once it was paid, she would be released.  It was a
reasonable assumption, given that she had not been molested as of yet.  But there was a great fear
that money was not the real motivation.  She recalled seeing a TV show wherein a detective was
explaining that if the kidnappers let the victim see their faces, it meant they intended to kill her.
This man was standing there, his face in plain sight.  That sent a cold shiver down her spine.

“I will not be asking money for your return,” he told her.  She felt her knees go weak and
almost lost control of her bladder.  If not ransom, then why was she a prisoner?  To say the
possibilities frightened her would be an understatement.  She wanted to ask the next logical
question but could not form the words.

“There is something you should see,” he told her.  “Wait here.”
As he walked out of the room, she felt a surge of hope.  The open door before her beckoned.

Her feet were free of those handcuffs – could she make a run for it?
She stood and began walking for the door, wondering if she should be running instead.  But

she should have known that this man would not allow her a chance for freedom.  Before she
reached the opening, he was back, filling the doorway.  In his hands was a tablet, one of those
portable computers that had become popular a few years back.

“Please sit down,” he said, apparently none too surprised to find her standing in front of the
door.  “You would not have gotten very far anyway, Marwa,” he added.

Once again her emotions sank.  She turned to walk the few steps back to the bed, but
suddenly her head snapped around.

“What!” she exclaimed.  “You called me by my name!  How do you know that?”
He smiled a bit.  “I could have found it on your driver’s license,” he told her.  “But I didn’t.

Your purse was dropped along with your textbooks.”
“Then how…?”
“It should be obvious.  You were not picked at random.  I carefully planned this, Marwa

Kohzad.”
Marwa sat down on the bed, stunned at this new twist of events and unable to make sense of

it….
…He gave her a hard look.  “Your father knows about Billy.”
Marwa turned pale and looked as if she might faint.  “Billy…” she began, then sucked in air.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”
“Of course you do,” he told her in a surprisingly mild voice, almost as if he cared for her.

“You’ve been seeing this kid for months now.  In fact, you have been meeting him at his house
when his parents are away.  To state it simply and factually, you two have been having sex
together.”

Marwa’s lower lip was trembling and she seemed on the verge of tears.
“You know how your father feels about an unmarried daughter having sex with a man.”
Marwa shook her head as if to rid it of the thought.  She could barely force out the words:

“Father knows?”
“He knows.  Your older brother, Jahandar, told him.  He suspected that you had a boyfriend

and spied on you.”



“But…  It can’t be.  I’ve been careful.”
“Not careful enough.  He simply took your cell phone while you were asleep and looked at

all the calls you’ve been making.  A little reverse lookup and he had the names of all the people
you talked to on your phone.  Some checking, and he found that you often called a William
Farley.  After that it was easy to work out the details.  He followed you.  Then he reported to
your father.

“Your father,” he went on, “is of the old, traditional views, is he not?  He is very religious
and very strict.  He did not want you going to college, did he?  And had forbidden your dating
boys.  And was always complaining about the way you dress?

“In fact,” he went on, “was he not planning to marry you off to a relative back in the old
country?  A man older than you and who you have never met?”

She shook her head again.  “He said that, but I do not believe he would actually force me to
do that.  And he’ll be mad about Billy.  Sure.  But what can he do about it?  We’re in America
now.”

When he did not reply to her question, she looked down at the tablet on the bed and whined.
“Oh, shit!”  She looked quickly up at the man.  “He wouldn’t…”

“He has always been very strict with you, hasn’t he?  And punished for the slightest
transgression?

Shaking her head, she did not answer.  This was all too confusing.  It was like this strange
man knew all her secrets.  A tear began to trickle down her cheek.  “What…?  Oh, shit!  You’re
going to kill me!”  She almost shouted the last words, and then she scrambled backwards on the
bed.

The man did nothing.  When she was pressing her back against the wall, he lifted one
eyebrow and said, “Not necessarily.”

For a long time there was silence.  Marwa began crying in soft whimpers.  This was all too
much for her to swallow at one gulp.

“My name is James.  I know you father because we have had some business dealing over the
last couple years.”  He paused to sigh.  “Let us say that these dealings were not exactly legal.
Truth is, I’m what you might call a ‘hit man’.  A paid assassin, to use another term.

“You’re probably not aware of it, but your father is heavily involved in several illegal
activities, along with some of his friends who came over to this country at the same time.  But
that’s a long story and not overly important to the issue at hand.  Suffice it to say that your father,
Fahran, is aware of my line of work.  A couple days ago, when he found out about your seeing
that American boy, he made the decision to get rid of you.”

That brought a gasp from her.
“But, fortunately for you, he lacked the balls to do it himself.  Or maybe he was afraid of

being caught, which I consider more likely.  So he did what we call ‘put out a contract’ on you.
He asked me to make you disappear – for a fee.  I don’t work cheap.”

“You’re going to kill me,” she said in a whisper.
“That’s what he wants and is paying me for.  Of course, he will want proof that I have done

the job; my clients usually do.”
Marwa was shaking all over.
“But before you wet your pants, and my bed, let me make a proposal to you.”
She sniffed and looked at him, the faintest spark of hope igniting inside her.
“I am willing to not kill you but still make your father think that I have.  Then I’ll arrange

for you to eventually start a new life someplace far away from here.”



Hope was written across her face as she blinked back the tears.  “You will?”
“But I expect to be paid for this.”  He gave her a sharp look.  “You understand?  I am taking

a big risk.  What I should do is kill you, get rid of the body, take the money, and go about my
business.  If your father, your brother, and your uncles find that I’ve let you live, they’ll kill me –
and then you. It will be a matter of honor, you know.”

“I don’t have any money,” she began.
“I know.”
“Then what…?”
“I want you.”
“You mean…  You want to fuck me?”
“Well, sure, you’re one good looking woman.  But that’s not what I’m thinking of.  I want a

lot more from you.”
“What…?”
“I want you to be my slave.”



How to Turn a Bad Wife into a Good Slave
How could she suffer such pain, survive such bondage, undergo such degrading sex acts?

However much she complained or threatened, her ex husband would not be dissuaded.  The only
solution was to hold his wife prisoner until she accepted a lifetime of pain, submission – and sex.

Excerpt:
Tiffany jerked at the steel cuffs around her wrists but stopped when the edges of the metal

cut into her flesh.  He had placed them on her very tightly.  Painfully tightly, actually, although it
was a minor pain compared to what he intended to inflict upon this beautiful woman he had once
loved.

The edges of the handcuffs were also pressing into her ankles because of her legs being
spread apart and the feet pulled back to where they were locked to the back of the chair.  He
smiled as he gazed upon those lovely legs, so long and nicely shaped.  He had always loved her
legs, and had urged her to wear clothing that showed them off to the best advantage.  Tiffany
need little urging, however, since she had a magnificent body and enjoyed showing it off.  To the
men looking at her with lust in their eyes, she was saying “eat your hearts out.”  Which was the
same thing she was mentally saying to the women who stared at her figure with undisguised
envy.

“As soon as I get out of here, I’m going to call the police!  You’ll spend the rest of your
miserable life behind bars!”

George only smiled again.  She did not realize it, but it was not his intention that she should
ever be in a position to call anyone, let alone the police.  It was time to inform her that it was she
who was going to be a prisoner for the rest of her life.  He had been looking forward to this
moment for a long time.

But first to show her that he was in control and serious.
He straddled the front of the chair so that he was close to her; close enough to easily reach

out and grab the front of her blouse.  Her eyes flashed anger at him but she could not pull her
body away.  With a sudden jerk he pulled the blouse away from her body.  The expensive
material ripped easily, buttons popping off to fly away, and revealing her above-average sized
breasts, still hidden behind a flimsy bra but begging to be freed of it.

“Stop that! I’m not your wife any more.  You can’t do this to me!”



He calmly proceeded to tear away all the blouse until it was only a pile of tattered fabric on
the concrete floor.  Her eyes grew wide as he unfolded a pocketknife and the blade approached
her bra.

“You’re crazy!” she yelled.  “Get that away from me!”
He placed the blade under one bra strap and pulled.  The strap fell down.  He noted with

pleasure that, for the first time, there was fear in her eyes.  Still plenty of anger and rage, but the
beginnings of fear were there.  He was glad.

The second bra strap parted easily.  The bra was the kind that hooked in front between the
cups, so it was easy for him to unhook it then pulled the bra away.  Her breasts were as he
remembered: firm, large, with the nipples slightly pointed upwards.  He remembered how
incredibly sexy she had been the first time he saw those breasts.  How he could never get enough
of sucking and squeezing them.  He had seen centerfolds that were not as perfect as those.

Tiffany was breathing heavily, not from sexual excitement but from fear.
With a smirk on his face, he reached down and used the knife to cut the waistband of her

skirt.  It was easy to slit the material down the side; there was very little of it.  After the divorce,
she had continued to wear skirts so short that they damned near revealed all.  He pulled the skirt
out from under her ass and tossed it aside.

She wore a pair of very thin, very small panties.  Thongs, he remembered her calling them.
He put away the knife and used his hand to rip off that tiny amount of material.

Then he stood back to view the whole package.  Very nice!



How to Turn a Bad Wife into a Good Slave 2
Walter’s wife, a beautiful and extremely sexy young woman, was just not putting out.  After

a glorious honeymoon, the frequency of their lovemaking dropped faster than a shooting star.
Which did not please Walter.  So he came up with a plan to change all that and make his
fantasies of an obedient and often punished wife come true.  Hiring a man who specialized in
“dirty tricks”, he had her kidnapped and held a prisoner until the investigation of her
disappearance died down, and then he would take possession and install her in a custom-made
dungeon where she would spend the rest of her life being punished, forced into abnormal sexual
acts, and never taste freedom again.  Her kidnapper gave her a foretaste of what was to come
when he kept her chained up and inflicted punishments of his own.  But that was not all…

Author’s Note: Although this is labeled as a number “II” it is not a sequel to the first novel
with that title.  It does, however, follow in the same theme: a man intending to turn his
troublesome wife into the obedient, submissive slave he wants.  It is dedicated to all those
henpecked men who hold this fantasy dear to their hearts…

Excerpt:
That night, Robyn was alone in the house.  Walter was off in some other city for a business

meeting of some kind.  She never understood that kind of stuff.  She ate a simple dinner and tried
to watch some TV.  Everything on the television seemed either bland or ridiculously stupid.  She
turned it off.

She paced the den some, pausing to look out at the yard with its massive pool, rock
waterfall, restaurant sized barbeque, and a full poolside bar.  The lush greenery beyond the pool,
kept green by large amounts of water in a land that was semi-arid desert if not watered
constantly, did not look as pleasing as it had at first.

It was a hot summer evening and a humid one.  Above the mountains she could see tiny
flashes of lightning where the humid air was pushed up the mountainsides into cooler altitudes
and condensed into clouds and occasional heavy rain.  Maybe, she thought, it would come down
here and cool off the heat.  But that kind of summer rain never seemed to make it more bearable;
it only increased the humidity.

She went into her bedroom and took off the tennis shorts and blouse.  Figuring she would
take a shower, she added the panties and bra to the pile of discarded clothing.  On the way to the



bathroom, she paused before the large mirror of the closet wherein were dozens of expensive and
rarely worn dresses.  Placing her arms over her head, she stood on tiptoes.  The woman who did
the same thing in the mirror was a fine looking woman.  Her long, blonde hair fell straight
behind her to mid-back; her body was firm and trim without being skinny.  Those breasts were a
goodly handful each and quite solid.  The nipples pointed just the slightest bit upward.  She
hoped that age would never make them droop but knew that eventually time stole away every
woman’s beauty.

Stepping closer, she looked deeply into those blue eyes, blue the color of a high mountain
sky, a dark, intense blue.  The small nose had just the slightest up turn.  She often wondered if
there were any connection between that and her perky breasts.

Her hands came down her sides, smoothing her skin all the way down to the golden patch of
curls guarding her sex.  There her fingers lingered, lightly pushing their way between the curls,
gently parting the labia to caress the soft, smooth flesh within.

Robyn sighed and closed her eyes.  For a moment, she imagined those fingers were a man’s,
even her husband’s, touching her to tingle the nerves and excite her into passion.  But they were
not.  He had never had that skill.  Nor had he ever even considered using his tongue to give her
body pleasure.  Like so many men, a woman performing oral sex on a man was fine, but that
favor was never returned.

Robyn pulled her fingers away with a jerk.  It has always been drilled into her head by her
mother that you should not masturbate.  It was not natural, she had been told.  But it felt so good!

She took her shower but could not help squeezing her breasts and fingering herself under the
streaming hot water.  Toweled off but still warm from the shower, she went into the bedroom
and threw herself down on her bed.  Naked and still slightly damp, she closed her eyes and
imagined that she was in the presence of a handsome, strong male standing over her bed.  His
dark eyes looked down upon her, taking in her perfect body, his strong lips smiling faintly at the
thought of what he would do to her.  Then his hand was reaching for her.  He stroked her hair
once, then took her breast in that strong hand and gently squeezed.  She felt a tingle race into her
from that breast, and she sighed.  Then his hand was touching down there, gently but firmly
pushing her legs apart until they were spread wide and her sex totally open to him.  He touched
her there…

Robyn, lost in her fantasy, was not aware that a pair of male eyes were watching her as she
squeezed her breast and fingered her clit.  He heard her moaning with pleasure, and watched as
she slowly brought herself up to an orgasm.  When she gasped and curled up, he smiled and
continued to watch as she turned on her side and, in the warm night air, fell asleep.

The watcher waited until he could hear her even breathing, then entered the room through
the open patio door.  In the dim light from the bathroom light she had left on, he looked down at
her body, at the smooth skin, the wonderful curves, and the still erect nipples.  He could smell
her woman-scent in the room, enticing and strong.  He felt his manhood respond, and had to
force himself to attend to business.

Sliding off his backpack, he lowered it to the floor and opened the top flap.  From within, he
pulled several lengths of rope, small diameter white nylon cord.  He set those on the foot of the
bed.  From his belt sheath, he pulled a wicked looking hunting knife.  He placed that on the bed
next to her, in easy reach.  Then he took her hand and gentle placed the end of the rope over it.
There was a loop tied into that end, and the rope had been pulled back through that loop to make
a sliding loop.  That he pulled down until it was snug around her wrist.  Taking her in his strong
hands, he slowly rolled her onto her stomach.  Robyn moaned and stirred but did not become



fully awake.  Pulling her other hand back, he placed it over the first and began wrapping the rope
around both of them.

When Robyn became awake enough to know something was wrong, he had her wrists bound
and was cinching then knotting the rope down.

“What…?  Who…?” she cried out, becoming rapidly awake as she realized that she was
being tied up.  She tried to roll over, but strong male hands prevented it.  The man knelt on her
ass with one knee to hold her down while his hands took her feet and wrapped rope around the
ankles.

Robyn struggled for a second, then called out, “I’ll scream!  Let me up!”
The knee came off her ass, and for a second she was free of the contact.  In that brief

moment, it flashed into her mind that Walter had come back early and was tying her up!  Maybe
he had taken her hints to try kinky sex after all!  That thought sent a thrill racing through her
body.

But when she rolled onto her side, she saw a stranger standing over her.  In his hand was a
wicked looking knife with a six-inch blade gleaming dully in the bathroom light.

“Don’t scream,” a deep voice told her.  “Be a good girl and I won’t have to hurt you.”
“I…  What do you want?” she asked in a trembling voice.
He did not answer.  Instead, he placed the knife next to her where she could see it plainly,

then took her already bound feet and pulled them towards her wrists.
Robyn, who had never really been tied up before, was trembling and very much afraid.

Wild thoughts raced through her mind.  What did he want?  Sex?  Ransom?  Yes, Ransom!  Her
husband was rich; this had to be a kidnapping for ransom.  She wanted that to be the case;
desperately wanted that.

“Whatever you want, my husband will pay you,” she managed to force out.
He did not answer, but wound another length of rope between her ankles and wrists.  Then

he was pulling on that rope, which forced her feet to approach her hands.  When she was arched
into a fairly good hogtie, he tied the ropes off, placing the knots on the other side of her ankles
where her fingers would have trouble reaching.

She gasped when she saw the rubber ball with a strap through it in his hand.  “What is that?”
she said.  A moment later, she found out as the ball was forced into her mouth against her will.
That strap buckled tightly behind her head to hold it in.



I Want Pain
Take torment beyond words, the true meaning of bondage and pain, two beautiful young

women, and sexual desires so powerful that conventional activities can never satisfy them, and
you have all the ingredients for another John Savage novel.

Cindy Simone has a love of tight ropes and punishments extreme enough to make her weep
bitter tears.  With an unexpected huge inheritance, she is ready to explore the world in search of
the ultimate in helplessness and pain, finding out what it’s like to be a professional submissive,
giving her body over to strangers to tie and whip and spank and abuse as they please.  With her
equally beautiful friend nicknamed “Kinky”, she’s off to the legendary Toucher du Fouet in
France, a private club devoted to connoisseurs in the erotic arts of B&D and S&M.  Finally, she
tracks down the ultimate, the mythical and mystical Convent of Esclavage, and Cindy does
indeed learn a great deal about the meaning of pain – and more – within its ancient walls.

Excerpt:
For a few moments I wondered if he was going to continue tickling me, but in a position that

would allow him access to parts of me that had been pretty well hidden before.  Like my breasts,
which he could easily uncover by unhooking my bra.

But the tickling was over for the night. Instead he flipped what looked like a light switch on
the wall and I heard an electric motor start up.  A second later, I realized that I was moving!
Sideways, actually.  The cross was revolving like a big wheel, carrying me along until my body
was horizontal instead of vertical.  Then it continued on, slowly bringing my head down near the
floor until I was totally inverted.  I wondered if he would stop it there, but he didn’t.  At what I
guessed was about one full turn every thirty seconds, I went around and around.  The straps held
me in place, even when fully inverted.

I did a couple dozen turns with him just standing there, watching me with no expression on
his face beyond that stern look.  I wasn’t getting dizzy, but it certainly was an odd feeling.  Then
he did it.  He stopped the cross when I was exactly upside down.  I looked up, wondering what
was going to come next, and a little apprehensive.  He was selecting a whip from the wall!

What I was most aware of was my spread open legs.  True, I had a pair of panties on, but
they were of no help when it came to protecting my most sensitive place. The thought of him
coming down on that place with a whip was frightening.  I think I whined a little.



He began by whipping my flanks.  The whip, I discovered, was one of those rubber ones.  It
stung quite a bit, but didn’t produce the kind of pain that a leather whip would.  He worked the
strokes across my hips, occasionally catching a bit of my vulnerable pussy.  I cried out with each
stroke, putting in a little extra emphasis, and struggled against the straps every now and then.
After he had reddened that area, he moved upward and began lashing my thighs, both the
outsides and insides.  It hurt, but, again, nothing I couldn’t handle.  I was pretty sure that he was
not hitting me anywhere as hard as he could have.

During a rest period, he reached behind me and unhooked my bra.  With that garment off, I
knew what was coming next.  I begged and pleaded for him to spare my breasts, telling him that
I was very sensitive there and it would hurt something terrible.  Of course, he whipped my
breasts anyway.  It hurt, especially when the whip cracked against my nipples.  I howled a few
times in real pain.  And I shook my chest so he would get a nice show.  The pain was enough so
that I didn’t have to fake the tears running up my face; they were real.

It must have been getting late in the session, because suddenly he left off beating my poor
breasts and stood a stance directly in front of me.  I swallowed hard when I saw his hand lift.  It
came down with a snap of his wrist and I yelled.  The thin rubber strap landed squarely upon my
pussy and it hurt!  No need to fake any expression of pain; it was real.  The frightened and frantic
look in my eyes was also quite real.  I begged him not to hit me there again.

He hit me between the legs a total of ten times.  I was sobbing and trembling all over.  My
poor pussy was on fire, and throbbing.  But I was saved by the bell.  A tone sounded in the room
and he lowered his arm, sparing me the eleventh stroke.



I Want to be a Prisoner
Some people have strange desires, others are just kinky.  Sweet little Pamela had always

been fascinated with the idea of being a prisoner – to be held captive, locked in chains or bound
with ropes, to be locked into a jail cell and have all her freedom taken away.

Then she met Sandra and her wishes came true.  Well, sort of.  Finding a kindred spirit in
Sandra, who she began calling “Mistress”, Pamela spent hours locked in handcuffs and shuffling
naked around their apartment.  As Mistress learned how, good tight rope bondage was added to
the ways of making Pamela a true prisoner.  At least for a few hours.  That these two
imaginatively kinky women became lovers was no surprise.  Mistress even created a small area
in one closet where Pamela could be locked in “solitary confinement”, and be helpless enough to
satisfy her kinkiest fantasies.  But then into this idyllic existence came a devil in the form of
Richard, a good looking, rather rich man with a decisively cruel taste for hurting women and
dominating them totally.  Soon Pamela is a real prisoner, totally in his power and brutally
abused, physically and sexually.  Instead of a fun occasional game with her lover, it seems that
this imprisonment will last the rest of her life!

Excerpt:
It was Tuesday night that I tried my first real bondage on Pamela.  Up to then, I had simply

locked her hands in the handcuffs (wonderful devices; everyone should have a pair or two) and
bound her ankles together.  The ankles were tied when I wanted to spank her, and not tied when I
wanted to do some nibbling on her sex.  She had become quite comfortable at sleeping all night
handcuffed and even with her feet bound.  In fact, I suspect that if I had told her to sleep without
any restraint at all, she would have cried.

Okay, so there came Tuesday night.  I prepared by studying very carefully a photo of a
woman in a very tightly bound position.  I had already bought some more rope because I knew I
was going to need more.  I also cut some of it into shorter lengths.  Then the time came.

Pamela came into the bedroom, naked and already locked into the handcuffs.  I guess she
had figured out how to lock them on herself behind her back.  She came up to me, smiling and
ready for some serious lovemaking.  Boy was she in for a surprise!

First off, I swatted her as hard as I could across the ass.  The sound was loud in the room and
she squealed.  There was a nice handprint forming in red on her wonderful ass.



“I did not tell you to put on those handcuffs,” I told her in as stern a voice as I could.  “Did
I?”

She had a surprised look on her face, but quickly wiped it off.  “No, Mistress,” she said as
she lowered her eyes to the floor.

“You are going to be punished for that.”
“Yes, Mistress.”
She was calling me that all the time when we were alone.  One of these days she’s going to

make a mistake and call me that out in public.  Oh, well.  I continued with the evening’s
entertainment.

“Turn around.”  She did and I took off the handcuffs, which I am sure puzzled her.  I had the
ropes on top of the dresser all ready.  Taking one length, I looped it around her elbows and
pulled them tightly together.  I could not see her face, but the tensing of her body told me that
she was surprised by that move.  The tiniest of whines came from her; I think one of pleasure.
Something different was coming and she was as eager for it as I was.  I looped the rope around
her elbows half a dozen times and then did something that I had not done before.  I wrapped the
end of the rope around the main windings.  A website called that “cinching down” the ropes.
With a couple loops around the other ropes, I pulled and they all tightened down quite nicely.
Then I tied the end off with a couple knots.

Her elbows were now tightly bound together.  The white cotton rope was pressing into the
flesh.  I immediately took another length of rope and began binding her wrists together.  Only
this time, they were not crossed as they had always been before.  They were palm to palm.  I
wrapped the rope and then cinched it down.  Those ropes were pushing in on the flesh of her
wrists so very nicely.  I knotted the rope a couple times and stood back to admire the results.

It was beautiful!  Her arms were tightly bound, just like in some of those photos!  This, I
knew in my heart, she could not escape from.  The ropes were far too tight.  The knots were all
where her fingers could never reach them.

“Turn around,” I barked.  I just had to see the front.
It was even more beautiful.  Her arms pulled back that way did wonders for her breasts.

They stuck out as if she were pushing them towards me.  They were a fine pair to begin with, but
this made them even more perfect.

There was the strangest smile on her face.  Well, sort of a smile and sort of a frown.  I knew
I had made the ropes tight, about as tight as I could.  I just hoped that it was not hurting her too
much.  Then I discarded that thought.  If it hurt, then so be it!  She would just have to endure.

“Mistress,” she whispered.
“Yes?”
“May I go and look in the mirror?”
“Yes.  You should see how impossible it is for you to free yourself from these ropes!”
I marched after her into the bathroom.  She turned sideways, then twisted around as much as

she could.  Then she turned the other side.  For a long while she just looked at her reflection.
Then I saw her fingers reaching up for the ropes around her wrists.  Well, trying to reach them.
The fingernails could reach the ropes but not the knots, which I had put on top just as I saw in the
photo.

Turning back to the mirror, she looked at her breasts as they stood out proudly.  Then she
slowly turned to me.  She lowered her head and whispered, “It is beautiful, Mistress.”



“Then get your ass onto the bed and show me just how much you appreciate what I have
done for you.”  As she hurried to the bed, I added, “And remember, you’re being punished for
putting the handcuffs on without permission.”

She was kneeling on the bed when I got there.  It only took a moment to get my clothes off,
and then I was joining her.  I spread my legs wide and she crawled up between them eagerly.  As
she bent over to place her tongue where it would do the most good, I got a good look at her
bound arms from above.  Bending over made the ropes tighten up even more.  It was, as she said,
beautiful.



In a Nazi Whorehouse
Salon Kitty was a high-class brothel in Berlin, in World War II.  It was used by the Nazis to

gather intelligence, secrets pried from clients at the brothel by booze and sexy women.
That much is true, and a matter of historical record.
Were there really secret rooms in the basement of Salon Kitty, rooms where beautiful

women were kept as playthings for a kinky, sadistic, high-ranking official?  Major Mueller,
recently transferred to the SS promoted to Lieutenant Colonel, was sent to investigate rumors
that there was more going on at Salon Kitty than sex and information-gathering, but what he
found would change his whole life… after he had had the opportunity to sample some of the
“merchandise” of Berlin’s most notorious brothel, of course.

Excerpt:
The room was small and dark, lit only by a small light overhead.  Although only a handful

of feet from the auto traffic along Giesebrechtstrasse, no sound penetrated the thickened walls of
that tiny basement room.  The only sound to be heard within was a soft moaning coming from
the woman hanging in the middle of that room.  Her body was suspended by the ankles from a
hook set into an overhead beam, her long auburn hair hanging down to just touch the floor.  She
was naked, her skin a soft pale white in the dim light.  Her hands were tied with rope behind her
back.  She had been crying, wet marks on the concrete floor attesting to falling tears, but now she
was quiet save for an occasional moan she was not even aware that she was making.

At first she had struggled, but now she hung motionless.  The jerking of her hands and
twisting in mid-air had only tired her and hurt.  The ropes were tight.  Although not gagged, she
did not call out either in distress or pleading for release from that painfully uncomfortable



position.  She knew no one would come to her aid, even if someone outside that depressing room
could hear her.

Time in the basement prison dragged slowly for the hanging woman, each minute seemingly
an eternity.  Yet, she knew that worse than this torment was to come and she should be glad that
there was only discomfort, albeit severe, for now.  He was coming.  She knew it because she had
been dragged from the jail cell in another part of the basement to this torture room and hung up
like a side of beef.  He would come and then she would feel his pain. It was the pattern repeated
four times previously; there was no reason it should be different that night.

She heard the door being unlocked but did not turn her head to see who was coming in.  She
knew.  It would be that woman she hated.  And who hated her.  Perhaps that particular woman
hated all women, for she seemed to take delight in tormenting and causing pain.  When she felt
that woman’s hands grabbing her bound wrists, she knew what was to come next.  More rope
was wrapped around that already on her wrists and knotted tightly.  There was a pause as the
intruder knelt and threaded the rope thought a ring set in the concrete directly below the hanging
woman.  Following the pattern established the first time, that rope was pulled upon and she felt
her arms being drawn down towards the floor.  The woman holding the rope pulled with all her
strength until she could force those arms no farther.  Then she tied the rope off at the ring.

She stood to view the prisoner.  It was a view Elsa enjoyed.  The hanging woman was now
in considerably more pain.  Not only was the rope around her ankles cutting in with the full
weight of her hanging body, but also her arms being pulled downward forced her body into a
contorted position that threatened to dislocate her shoulders.  Elsa traced a line with her
fingernail down the flank of this young woman, past the narrow waist and all the way to the firm,
youthful breast.  Taking the nipple between her forefinger and thumb, she squeezed hard,
viciously digging her nails into the soft flesh.  She was rewarded with a squeal of pain and a jerk
of the tied down body.

Elsa, while only in her late twenties, was not a pretty woman.  She was overweight, and
could most kindly be described as “plain”.  She wore expensive clothing and jewelry to make up
for that, but no one would confuse her with the lovely, slender and curvy nude woman hanging
there.  One was sexy, the other dumpy.

And she hated that comparison.  Reaching across, she took the other nipple between her
fingers and squeezed hard enough to bring forth an even louder cry of pain.  Elsa smiled.  She
would have stayed to torment the younger, prettier woman but knew that he would be coming in
soon.  He would not want to find his prize being played with by what he considered the “hired
help”.  With a sigh, she left the room.

The hanging woman shed a tear for her sore nipples, and waited.  What would happen next
would make her forget about the tweaking of her nipples.  It was the pattern.

When the door opened again, many pain-filled minutes later, she closed her eyes.  She did
not want to see the man she knew was standing behind her.  She had looked upon him before and
had no wish to see him again.  She felt his hands on her bindings, testing them, and heard his
grunt of satisfaction at their effectiveness.

This lovely young woman, whose name was Jennifer, waited with growing fear for the pain
she knew would come.  It was the pattern.  She was strung up like a slaughtered animal and then
would be whipped.  He would start on her bottom. The strokes would be hard but not as much as
they would be later.  After a dozen or so on her slender ass, he would begin to whip the backs of
her thighs.  The pain would increase, for that area was not padded as was the ass.  And there



were plenty of nerves there to yell in protest to the bite of that slender, black braided leather
whip.

Then he would whip her flanks, allowing the end of the whip to snap around and kiss her
tender pubic mound.  He enjoyed making the whip land on her flank and then curl around to snap
its tip against that most tender place on a woman.  After that, he would place vicious red marks
across her breasts.  By that time, she would be screaming.  The sound would be loud in that room
but go no farther.  The room had been made for just such abuse of a female.  Throughout this
abuse, her body would be jerking and her fingers fluttering uselessly.  Her head would jerk back
and forth, making her long hair lash out, much like the whip.

If the pattern ran true, he would then spend some time alternating between whipping her and
feeling the rising welts on her flesh.  He enjoyed touching the swollen flesh.  It fascinated him.

It would be only a brief rest before he picked up the whip and went back over the same
territory again, only this time the screams would be louder.  Those parts of her body covered
with the first set of whip marks would be sensitized.  The fresh batch of lashings would hurt
much worse.

During this second set of whipping, she prayed that she would pass out.  But she never did.
The first time, she had begged and pleaded, even to the point of offering her body to him if he
would only stop the terrible pain.  Her pleas were ignored and the pain continued.

Only when her hanging body was a mass of swollen, inflamed and tortured flesh, did the
whipping cease.  For a while she would hear his heavy breathing and other noises but would be
so lost in her own world of pain that she would not care what he was doing, so long as the whip
no longer cut at her.

He would open the door and she would hear some words in German spoken.  Not speaking
the language, she did not understand, but, after several repeats of this pattern, she became sure
that he was giving orders she not be taken down for at least a hour.  The door would then be
closed and she would be left alone to sob in her agony.

That was the way the pattern always went.  So it was that night, also.  He began whipping
her round, soft ass.  She began moaning loudly as the leather bit into her skin.  The prolonged
agony was beginning.



Island of Submission
Take three lovely young ladies with a passion for being tied up, mix in a Count and

Countess with obscene amounts of money and absolute power to rule their own island, and what
do you get?  You get one of the best John Savage novels, filled with naked bodies, extremely
tight ropes and cruel whips.

Three young women all respond to a posting on the Internet offering them a chance to take
part in a psychological experiment into human submissive nature.  But what they do not realise is
that the “psychologists” already own a stable of slavegirls and they are looking to add some new
ones, unique ones in that they come voluntarily and are natural born submissives.  The tests these
poor girls have to endure become increasingly harsh and painful, but by the time they realize
their mistake, it is too late to escape from the island and from a lifetime of restraints and pain.

Excerpt:
“Just look at the pain in her eyes.  Isn’t it lovely?”
The Count de Monet diverted his attention from the book he was reading to look up at what

his wife wished to show him.
“Yes, dear,” he agreed.  “There is a lot of pain in her eyes, and she does look lovely.”
“I thought you’d agreed.  But just wait until I get her back into the dungeon,” purred the

Countess, tugging at the leash attached to the unfortunate object of their attention, a young
woman who was both naked and quite helpless.  “I was just walking her around for exercise and
thought I would bring her out here to show you.”

“That’s nice, dear.”  Although capable of enjoying the sight of the suffering young woman
himself, the Count knew that this was his wife’s plaything and he would be unwelcome were he
to try to interfere in any way with her games.

The girl who was the object of the Countess’ attention was perhaps nineteen, and a fine
specimen of healthy young female.  The firm muscle tone and shapely legs told of an active
lifestyle.  The full and firm breasts, slender waist, and luxurious pubic patch of reddish blonde
curls told of a mature sexual nature.  And the extremely tight ropes that held the girl’s arms



bound behind her back, the ball gag buckled very tightly into her mouth by a strap, and the
strange pair of high heels shoes, all told of the Countess de Monet’s love of inflicting pain and
suffering upon tender, young girl flesh.

The shoes were the main source of discomfort for the young woman, although the manner in
which her arms were bound certainly was causing her discomfort too.  The poor girl’s hands had
been pulled up behind her back and bound together at the wrists, but only after they had been
crossed at the level of her shoulder blades.  Additional rope passed up and around her neck, and
to judge from the strained expression on her face, was fairly tight.  At least the neck rope held
her hands high on her back, even though the arms would have liked to come down.

As uncomfortable as her arms certainly were, it was nowhere as bad as the special shoes
which Countess herself had designed and made her wear.  They were a reasonably normal pair of
black patented leather high heels, the heels being of the type called stiletto, very slender and of
almost four inches in height.  The back of the shoe came up into an ankle strap that was tightly
buckled around the slender ankle.  The shoes were pretty and changed the shape of the young
girl’s legs most pleasantly, but it was what was not visible that made them so special.  The
Countess had driven three small nails into each heel, and then filed the heads off until there were
three very sharp points sticking up.  When the young woman tried to rest her weight on her heel,
those points embedded themselves into her flesh to cause considerable pain.  Forced to walk with
her heels lifted placed a great deal of strain upon the toes and arch of the feet.  Which was just
what the Countess desired.

The young woman was being led around the extensive grounds and house by the leash in the
Countess’ hand, which was attached to a slender leather collar around her neck, on the inside of
which was a series of metal spikes, each only half an inch long but quite effective at making the
naked young woman walk as directed when the Countess tugged upon the leash.

The exercise had already lasted twenty minutes and the young woman was almost at the
point where she would be unable to maintain what amounted to a ballerina’s “pointe” position,
except that she had no toe shoes to help.  Several times her heels had lowered, and were you to
look inside the shoes you would find numerous small puncture marks.

“Come along, dearie,” said the Countess sweetly.  “Perhaps we could do some jogging on
the grass.”

Count Ryan de Monet smiled, never doubting for a second that his wife was capable of such
cruelty.  As they walked away, he lowered the book to enjoy the sight of the latest in a long
string of “playthings” he and his wife had enjoyed, as she walked away.  This one was fairly new
and he had not yet had the chance to abuse her.  His wife called it “ravishment” but it was simple
sexual abuse.  He would sate his lust upon her tied down and quite helpless body without her
permission or even so much as a “by your leave.”  The Countess, he knew, was already playing
sexual games with the girl.  She had not come to his bedroom the prior night, and he knew it was
because she had “entertained” the new girl in her own bedroom.  He wondered if this one was a
natural lesbian, or if his wife had used force to get what she wanted.

It made little difference, since the Countess liked to use force even on those who cooperated.
He watched the wiggle in that nice, firm bottom and observed the way the ropes cut into the

wrists.  His wife must have really jerked on the ropes to get her hands that high on the back.
Some of the more slender ones could almost reach up to their necks behind them, but this one
was fairly solidly built, and having her arms forced upward like that just had to hurt something
wonderfully.



He sighed and went back to his book.  Maybe later, when his wife had finished playing with
this new slavegirl, he might sneak down into the basement room they called the dungeon and do
a little playing with the new toy himself.  If, that was, she had not secured the girl into some
position that made male playing impossible.  Many times he had visited the dungeon late at night
with lecherous sexual intent only to find that the target of his affections had been chained into
some position not lending itself to sexual intercourse.  One of her favorites was to bind the girls
tightly with rope then lock them into a small cage made of steel bars.  The cage was only a
couple inches larger in any direction than most girls, and positively a cruelly tight fit for the
larger girls.  But it served the purpose of keeping him from “dipping his wick” into their young,
tight pussies.  The Countess always took the key to the padlock on the cage with her.

At least, he told himself, this one looked hardy and able to stand up to the Countess’s rough
treatment.  The Count considered himself to be a world-class sadist, capable of refined yet
intense torture of female bodies until they screamed insanely for mercy.  But his wife, on the
other hand…  Well, let it simply be said that her techniques were cruder and the girls under her
loving care screamed louder and longer.



Marla’s Submissive Secrets
Marla is different.  Tell her you are going to tie her up and hurt her, and instead of

screaming and running away, she will tell you to do your worst.  Being helplessly tied by tight
ropes is pure ecstasy, as is the sting of the whip or the biting agony of metal clips.  Pain is an
aphrodisiac and she wants to experience it all.  She wants to feel the ultimate in pure helplessness
and suffering.

Excerpt:
There was silence so thick you could hear your own heart beating.  Then a swishing sound,

but only for a split second.  Then pain exploded in my ass – terrible pain, shocking, burning pain.
I jerked hard and lost my balance and was suddenly hanging there, my feet dancing in mid-air,
desperately seeking the chair as I gasped and made strange croaking sounds.

My feet found the chair and pushed up to relieve the terrible pressure on my neck.  The
noose loosened, for which I was grateful as I sucked in that wonderful air.  I had feared when the
noose had been pulled down snug around my neck that perhaps it would not loosen when my life
depended upon it.  But it did, and I was again standing on that wooden chair in the hot, dusty
attic.  My ass was still burning but that minor point had been forgotten in the struggle to get back
on the chair.

As I stood there, breathing heavily and more scared then I had ever been in my life, a
strange thought flashed through my mind.  What did I look like, I wondered?  For a second I
envisioned the scene as it appeared to the man standing behind me with the whip in his hand.

First, there was the naked young woman standing on the chair.  She was twenty-two years
old, rather pretty, and with a wonderful ripe and full figure.  Long shining black hair hung down



onto her shoulders and danced around wildly when she had been struggling against the ropes.
Oh, yes, there were ropes holding her prisoner, tight ropes, ropes on arms and legs, ropes from
which she could never hope to loosen or break free.  She was, in a word, helpless.

It had been so exciting when Tom had wrapped those ropes on my body.  He did it tightly as
I had instructed, cinching down all the main windings and knotting each section tightly three
times before going on to restrict another part of me.  First my wrists behind me, palms turned
towards each other.  Then my elbows, corded and pulled in tightly until I could feel the strain on
my shoulders and my breasts stuck out proudly.  Then my legs, above my knees and at the
ankles.

Second, a rope looped around her neck, then passing up over a beam and down to a metal
hook screwed into the wall for just that purpose.  The rope had been pulled snug so that this
naked woman had to stand very straight upon the chair.

And third, a gag filled her mouth, a rubber ball with a strap passing through it and buckled
tightly behind her head.  The rubber pushed down her tongue and made speech impossible.  The
rubber filled her mouth.  This foolish woman had insisted that the man place that gag in her
mouth for she wished both not to disturb the neighbors and to feel the increased helplessness
from being unable to talk. And, although she did not openly state it, it was also so that she
would be unable to call a halt to the torture she had ordained for herself.

Torture was the right word.  The ropes were uncomfortably tight, especially those around
her elbows, but the part the man was to play was much more than just binding her body.  He had
his orders.  Stand behind the chair, a wicked looking black leather whip in his hand, and then
lash the bare bottom before him ten times with all the strength of his masculine arm.

I had only felt the kiss of that whip once, and that had been quite painful.  It was thin, with a
thong at the end that felt as if it were cutting the skin.  I knew that long before the ten strokes
were finished I would be screaming and begging him to stop.  Hence the gag.  Wasn’t I a smart
girl to insist upon that gag?



Missing Penny
A beautiful young woman enters the underground world of specialized sex outcall services

for the very rich, but it’s not for money.  Lynn had a very different purpose in submitting herself
to tight ropes, spankings, whippings, forced lesbian sex, and other pastimes of those wealthy
enough to pay for such services.  From the first time Mistress Holly binds her young and lush
body tightly and locks her in a small, dark room as a test, Lynn is searching for her missing
sister, Penny.

Will she find her younger sister among the clients of Mistress Holly’s unique service?  In
her search, she has to endure prolonged, strict bondage from an expert with the ropes, a rough
night with a raven-haired Italian girl of fiery temper and decidedly lesbian tendencies, a
frightening night swim in the ocean while completely bound, and other incredible ordeals.

There are plenty of tight ropes, sore bottoms, forced submission and strange sex.  All of
which leads up to an action-filled climax featuring a naked avenging angel positively ruining the
bad guy’s day.

** “Missing Penny” was originally published in paperback in 1996 and was the first of John
Savage’s many BDSM novels to be published. **

Excerpt:
The girl was a prisoner, tightly bound with ropes in one of the most painful and constrictive

positions of all, the hogtie.  Numerous wrappings of cotton clothesline held the youthful arms
firmly behind her back, elbows pulled painfully together, wrists tightly pressed against each
other.  More rope crushed her ankles together and even more cut cruelly into the soft flesh just
above her knees, a wrapping made even tighter by the bending of her legs back towards her
arms.  The link between her wrists and ankles, that rope which held her body bent into the arched
contortion that is the hogtie, was very short.  So short, in fact, that her open palms were pressed
hard against her heels.

It was a strained and painful bondage position, executed with precision and a total disregard
for the comfort of the prisoner; a position never intended to entertain even the slightest hope of
escape.  For an endless period the young naked body, a lass of certainly no more than twenty, lay
quietly on the hardwood floor, forehead pressed against the unyielding wood in an attempt to
ease the strain on her shoulders.  Long black hair lay on the wood around her head, blocking her
sight, but she did not care.  The tension created by the girl’s body trying to unfold, by muscles
aching to open out of the imposed arch, was an unending torment to the teenage girl held locked
in this unnatural position.  The shoulders, which would have been forced back by the cording of



the elbows behind her alone, were held well off the floor by the constant strain.  Even her fingers
lay unmoving.  Once, long ago, they had sought for knots to undo, loose ropes to be worked on,
anything that might move her towards freedom, but now they lay half numb and exhausted from
fruitless effort and discouraged by repeated failure.

Now and then over the long afternoon the young woman turned her head to one side or the
other to search longingly for sign of human company, company that might release her from the
painful ropes.  At first she had struggled the little allowed her by this strained position and called
out, demanding release.  The demands had faded into quiet pleas and then into moans and finally
into cries of agony as the hours passed.  No one responded, no one heard, and she knew herself
alone and completely helpless.  That was why no gag had been needed.  When the stress and
aches became too much she cried, leaving tearstains across her cheeks for lack of fingers to wipe
them away.

It was growing dark when she heard footsteps.  Harsh, loud, male footsteps against the
unprotected wood.  They stopped near her and she turned, straining to look up.  Through strands
of black hair she saw him, the man who had put those ropes on her, who had condemned her an
afternoon of anguish.  She hated him, but had no strength left to express that hatred.  He kneeled
down and cupped her chin in one hand, pulling her head back so he could look into those blue
eyes.  Gently he brushed aside the black tresses and smiled, a smile warm and friendly and
concerned.  She felt like spitting in his eye.

“Comfortable?” he asked.
Her throat was dry and the words formed painfully, “You know I’m not.”  Then, without

hope, “Have I suffered enough?”
“My dear, you did commit a crime.  You must be punished,” he said reasonably.
“A crime…?”  She paused, as if thinking about her misdeed.  “Only to a bastard like you.”
A smile greeted her profanity.  “You tried to escape.  I told you the rules – attempted escape

earns you punishment.  You are being punished.”
She did not attempt to argue with the one-sided logic.  But the lovely lips did form the

words, “How much longer?”  It was a plea more than a question.
“I think a while.  Maybe until you’re ready to apologize and say you’re sorry you tried to

escape.”
Her blue eyes flared with an inner determination but the fire faded quickly.  There was not

much fight left in the girl and they both knew it.  The pain and enforced immobility had worn her
down, sapped her strength and would someday break her.  Not today, they both sensed that too,
but someday.

“I’m sorry I got caught trying to escape.”
“You’re a little imp, you know that?  That’s why I like you.  You’ve got more fight inside

that any ten other girls.  But I’ll break you of it.  And I’ll not hurry.  I’ll take my time and enjoy
it.  Then, one day, you’ll be mine.  Not just your body, but your soul.  It is as inevitable as the
coming of the snows in winter, as the death that waits each of us at the end of our days.  You’ll
be mine.”

“Go to hell,” she said, but with little force.
“That may well be.  But meantime you’re the one in her own little bit of hell.  Enjoy it.  I’m

going to dinner.”
He left.  The girl lowered her forehead back to the floor and wept.  From somewhere inside

came tears where she had thought herself cried out.  The evening turned into night and in the
darkness the girl still suffered in her hogtie.



Mother and Daughter Enslavement
Sandra, away from home at college, had a secret: she loved being tied up, and found very

few young men who were able to satisfy her desires.  She always wondered what her mother
would have thought of her kinky needs, but never had the nerve to discuss it with her.

Rachael, Sandra’s mother, was a natural submissive and terrified lest her daughter find out.
She had a Master, who visited and dominated her, but his love of causing pain and his demands
were becoming more and more extreme.  Finally, when Sandra was home on an extended break
from college, Rachael’s master insisted that Sandra too should become his submissive, and
resorted to violence when the two women tried to refuse.  Something had to be done, but by that
time it seemed both of them were under the control of the strong, aggressive man who dominated
them both.

*** Note: this book was also sold under the title “Enslavement.”  Now it is back to the
original title.

Excerpt:
“No, I cannot do that!”
A few weeks had passed since Rachael had been given to a stranger.  Master Troy was again

visiting his slave, and, as usual, she was suffering for it.
The poor woman loved this man, of that there could be no question, even though logic

would dictate otherwise.  After all, what woman could love a man who abused her, hurt her, left
her crying and bruised, and humiliated?  Still, such was the strange nature of that human female
mind that she did love him and would do almost anything to please her Master.

At that point in time, she was kneeling on the floor of the bedroom, completely naked and
her arms bound with cruel tightness behind her back.  Already her hands were darkening from
impaired circulation and they would grow worse until she lost all feeling in them.  Only then,
with an uncanny skill at determining the limits of her body, would he removed the ropes that
were cutting into the flesh of her arms and grin with satisfaction as she withered and moaned



with the pain of returning circulation.  The whipmarks he had place on her bottom had faded,
leaving a fresh canvass for him to paint fresh pain upon.

“No, don’t ask me to do that,” she repeated in a whisper, her head bowed, unable to face his
stern glare.

“You will do it,” he assured her.  “You will give that pretty daughter of yours to me.  Then
you will stand back as I reduce her to a slave, the same as you are.  Won’t that be nice?  You will
both be my slaves!  The two of you will endure pain and pleasure.”

Rachael whimpered, the only outward sign of the inner turmoil.  She wanted will all her
heart to obey her Master.  Anything he demanded of her, she would eagerly grant.  She almost
put into words a request that he whip her bottom until she screamed – but in place of a promise
to give her daughter to him.

Finally she forced out the words: “Please whip me, Master.  I am a very bad slave and
deserve to be punished.”

“You are and you will.”
But he made no move to position her for such a whipping.  All she could think of was to get

him off the subject of her daughter.  With tears flowing down her face, she begged him, “Please
let your friend use my body.  I will even suck on him.”

Troy grinned.  He knew how much she had hated the night two weeks before when he had
chained her down to that wooden platform which now resided in a corner of her bedroom closet,
and permitted – even encouraged – a male friend to use his slave as he wished.  He also knew
how much she had hated the whipping of her ass.  The tears had flowed long and hard over that
pain.  And the pain continued for days as the swollen flesh slowly healed.  For her to ask for both
of those acts was a sign of how strongly she wished to protect her daughter.

But that young thing he had seen was one beautiful woman.  Young and innocent looking
but with a body like a centerfold.  He doubted she was a virgin but that made little difference.
He wanted that body!  His prick ached at the thought of that scene.

“When will she come home again?” he asked.
Rachael sighed inwardly.  “Thanksgiving weekend,” she said, but quickly added, “but she

may stay on campus.”  She would gladly give up seeing her daughter if that was what it would
take to keep his hands off her.

Troy looked suspiciously at her.  “And after that?” he asked.
“The Christmas break,” was the reply.  Rachael shuttered inside at the thought of Sandra

being home for two whole weeks.  That was too much opportunity for Master to get his hands on
her.

“I am thinking that since she – what was her name?  Oh, yes, Sandra – since she will
become my slave, she really doesn’t need to go to college.  A total waste of time.”

He knelt before Rachael and lifted her chin with a hand so that she faced him.  “A slave
doesn’t have to think, only obey.  Right?”

“Yes, Master,” came a very weak reply.
“Then it is settled.  You will order her to withdraw from that college and come right home.”
“I can’t do that!” protested Rachael.  “I mean, what would I tell Sandra?  She would want to

know why she should quit school.”
“I don’t care.  You will get her home.  Then you will give her to me.”
His tone left no room for argument.



Mother and Daughter Slavery
Melinda is snatched, taken by professionals under instructions to acquire a young, blonde

slave.  They had not noticed the older woman in the car with her and, having taken the young
woman they have little choice but to take the other one too.  As it happens, the slave dealer has
an outstanding order for such a combination, and before long the two women are being shipped
out of the USA to suffer whipping and torment in a remote Scottish hunting lodge.

*** Note:  this ebook was also sold under the title: “Slavery.”

Excerpt:
“Ah, here they are,” said Sedgewick.  “Reggie, may I present you with your birthday

present!”
The handsome younger man lifted on eyebrow, but otherwise gave no indication that he was

surprised by that announcement.
Placing the brandy on a table, he beckoned with a gesture for them to step forward.  Darlene

moved first, coming right up to stand before the man while Melinda hesitated.
“Sir, we were kidnapped…” began Darlene.  Her carefully prepared speech was cut off by a

sharp blow with an open hand to the side of her face.  She gasped and almost fell sideways.
“Do not speak unless told to,” he told her evenly. “And you, come here,” he added, looking

at Melinda.
With firmly set lips and a frown, she took the half dozen steps to stand next to her mother.

As soon as she was within range, his hand again swung into action, landing a stinging slap to her
left breast.  She gasped at the unexpected pain, and then glared at him.  Harsh words of reproach



were eager to jump to her lips, but she managed to hold them back.  Still, the look she gave him
spoke volumes.

Reggie, actually Reginald James Harcourt, slowly walked around his birthday present,
noting with undisguised delight the large, firm breasts and shapely legs so well displayed by the
nylons and high heels. And the long blonde hair hanging down in back to cover the top of the
single gloves.  He also noted that the tiny panties could not hide the fact that these were real
blondes.

When he came back around to the front to stand again by his father, he tilted his head a bit to
one side and studied the women carefully.

“Thank you.  I am sure that the older one is not, but could the younger possibly be a virgin?”
“Ah, yes, your preference for virgin slavegirls.  Couldn’t say, haven’t checked.”
Reggie turned to Melinda and asked, “Are you a virgin?”
Again there was that anger on her face for a second, then a slight shake of her head.
“Too bad.  Would have been nice,” he commented.  “But virgins are so hard to find.  Still,

I’m sure I’ll have fun with them.”
“You were planning to leave tomorrow, right?” asked his father.
“Yes, I was going to inspect the Belfast factory,” he replied, then smiled and added, “But

now I think I’ll change my plans.  I think a little holiday at the hunting lodge would be nice.”
Darlene knew that smile; it meant sex was on his mind.  Melinda pretty much understood his

intent also, and glared hard at him.  Nothing came from her mouth, but her thoughts were
focused upon the desire to kick him right in the balls.  True, she was no virgin, but then again she
preferred to choose her bed partners.

Being much less emotional about such things, Darlene offered a weak smile in return to his.
She had been true to her husband ever since they married and had no wish to have sex with
anyone else.  Still, Reggie was a handsome man…

“I’ll call Bernard and tell him to prepare the lodge,” Sir Sedgewick said.  Being busy
businessmen, they did not often have the time to visit the hunting lodge located in the Scottish
Highlands midway between Inverness and Aberdeen.  Still, they kept a small staff there for those
times when they could get away.  The out of the way lodge was also a wonderful place to keep
slavegirls, especially since the father and son’s little hobby was a well kept secret from Lady
Harcourt.  The Lady was usually busy with her teas and socials, and spent more time in London
than at their home in the New Forest, but the men still did not want to upset the wife and mother.

“Thank you.  I’ll take them back down to the dungeon before mother comes in looking for
you.”

“Good idea.  Well, I’ll go now.  Have fun with your present,” Sir Sedgewick said with a
wave of his brandy towards the two nearly naked and restrained women.

“Thank you again, father.  I shall!”
The older man left them standing before the blazing logs.
Having owned slavegirls before, Reggie already had a fair idea of the nature of these two.

The older woman would resist but in the end she would give in easily; her resistance being more
for show than anything else.  She would quickly come to understand the nature of her slavery
and accept it.

The younger one, on the other hand, would be a problem. Not a long term problem, for
there was no woman who could not broken and tamed, but a real handful in the short term.  She
would resist and mean it.  It would take much carefully applied pain and training to make her



into an obedient slavegirl. Reggie almost licked his lips at the thought of the weeks and months
of training and punishment he would have to inflict upon this young and beautiful woman.

“A few rules first,” he began as he picked up his brandy and then sat in a padded leather
chair.  “You do not talk unless spoken to.  You do not attempt any kind of escape.  Attempts will
be punished severely.  As will any attempts to harm any member of my staff or myself.  You will
obey any order instantly and completely.”

He finished off his brandy and stood. In two steps he was directly in front of Darlene, his
face only a few inches from hers.  The rigid nipples almost touched his silk shirt.  “Understand
this: you are now my property.  I own you.  I may do anything I wish to you.  Your previous life
is over.  You will not see any friends or relatives ever again.  Is this clear?”

He stared hard into Darlene’s eyes.  She could not meet his stare and turned her eyes down.
Then he stepped over to Melinda.  “You understand this?” he asked her directly.

Her eyes did not avert themselves, but instead glared back with a fire she made no effort to
disguise.  “You can go to hell!” she said through clenched teeth.

Reggie laughed in her face.  Not a loud guffaw, but quiet chuckle that clearly said he
understood her feelings and was not worried in the slightest about them.

“That may be… Someday.  But for now, I am your Master.  The sooner you accept that, the
sooner the pain will cease.”  He patted the bare breast that he had slapped before, almost
affectionately now.  “By the way, any time either of you address me, you will call me ‘Master.’
Is that clear?”

It was not hard to see the fear in Darlene’s eyes.  Fear, along with a certain touch of
hopelessness.  She whispered, “Yes, Master.”

Melinda said nothing.
Reggie smiled.



My Daughter, My Slave
Whipping, pain, and bondage, are all necessary to produce a perfectly obedient and properly

submissive slavegirl, as Rebecca discovered.  All she thought she had to do was to spend the
summer at the old house in the Colorado Rockies to be given an all expenses paid trip around the
world, but she soon found out that there were other plans for her.  When Rebecca’s friend,
Patricia, turned up in search of her, it was not long before there were double the screams of pain
and torment in the soundproofed “Training Room”.

*** Note about titles.  Originally this book was written under the title “My Daughter, My
Slave.”  Even though the “daughter” in this case was a stepdaughter sharing no blood
relationship, certain prudish distributors objected the title because it sounded like it might
involve incest.  Which it does not.  The title was changed to “My Step-Daughter, My Slave,” to
make their relationship clear.  Still the distributor objected and the title was again changed to
“My Slave.”  Subsequently this major distributor banned the majority of BDSM oriented books,
no matter how mild, including this one and hundreds of others.  So I changed the name back to
the original.

Sorry about all the confusion.
J.S.

Excerpt:
Her room was a bit of a surprise.  It was larger than she expected, given the age of the house.

Perhaps some remodeling had been done.  Her guess was that it was a good fifteen feet in each
dimension.  And it had its own bathroom, which pleased Rebecca very much.  The drapes were
dark blue and the bedspread was quilted with dozens of different material and colored squares.
The bed was not what she would have expected, either.  Something old fashioned, maybe
wrought iron or craved wood would have seemed proper.  Instead, there was a very functional
bed of tubular metal that looked like chrome. Rebecca put her hand on the foot rail and found it
to be very solid.  In fact, she pushed a bit and found that it did not move at all.

“If you will step to the window, there should be enough twilight left for you to see the view.
Dark Mountain is quite pretty and still has some of the winter snow on it.”

Rebecca stepped over to the window.  The snow-clad peak was not white but glowing a deep
red in the last of the sun’s rays.  It was a beautiful sight.  As far as she could see, the pine forest



covered the hills.  She was surprised that no other houses were visible.  She was about to
comment on that when she sensed someone coming up behind her.

Suddenly, her right wrist was grabbed and she felt something hard strike it.  There was a
loud click.  Looking down, she saw her hand being pulled behind her and on the wrist was a
shiny steel handcuff.

“What…!”  Her reactions were too slow to prevent the other wrist from being locked in the
second cuff.  With the bracelets locked in place, rather tightly too, Sabrina backed away.

“What is going on?” Rebecca asked as she pulled her hands around her side to stare at the
metal cuffs.  She pulled and twisted her wrist but the metal was locked quite tightly in place.
Turning, she blurted out, “These are real handcuffs!”

“Yes, dear, they are,” was Sabrina’s calm reply.
“Why are they on me?  Is this some kind of joke?”
“No, dear, it not a joke.  Your hands will stay secured for the night.”
Just as she was saying that, Conrad came in with a length of chain in his hands.
“Please sit down on the bed, dear,” Sabrina said.  “This will just take a second.”
“I don’t know…”  Rebecca backed up until she touched the wall.  “Why are you doing

this?”
“It is for your own good, dear.  Now please sit down.”
“What if I don’t want to sit down?” Rebecca said, raising her voice.  “What is he going to do

with that chain?”
“If you do not sit down, Conrad will have to force you to do so.”
“What!”
Conrad put the chain and two padlocks down on the quilt bedspread.  Then he took a step

towards Rebecca.
“This has got to be a joke, right?  You think it’s funny to lock me up.  In the morning you’ll

take these off and we’ll all have a big laugh about it, right?”
Rebecca hoped she was right.  Those cuffs were very tight on her wrists.
“Conrad, make her sit on the bed.”
Conrad took another step in Rebecca’s direction.  He was almost within reaching distance.

The girl looked up at his emotionless expression and knew she did not want him forcing her to
do anything.  She did not want his hands on her body at all.

“All right,” she quickly said.  “I’ll go along with the joke.”
She sat on the bed quickly, before he could make her do it.  “You do know that you got

these handcuffs awfully tight on my wrists, don’t you?” she said.
“They are supposed to be tight, dear.  That’s so you can’t pull your hands through them.”
As she was saying that, Conrad was kneeling down and taking Rebecca’s foot in his big

hands.  In disbelief, she watched as he looped one end of the chain around her ankle and locked
it on.  Then he took the other end and locked it to a metal ring in the floor, a ring she had not
noticed before.

“Okay, you’ve got me all chained up now.  Will you tell me what the joke is so I can have a
laugh too?”

Conrad rose to his full height, turned and left the room.  Sabrina stepped forward until she
was standing right over Rebecca.  She reached out and took Rebecca’s chin in her hand, tilted
her head so they were looking eye to eye, and told her, “This is the beginning of your training.”

“What?” was all Rebecca could manage.  Things were happening too fast for her to catch
up.



Sabrina sat down on the bed and smiled at her.  “I’ll explain more fully tomorrow,” she said.
“But for now, you get some sleep.  It will be a busy day tomorrow.”

“Am I supposed to sleep chained up like this?” Rebecca asked in a disbelieving tone.
“Yes.  You’ll find it isn’t too hard.”
“The hell I will.”  The girl was becoming worried and more than a little bit angry.  “This is

not comfortable.  You can’t be serious about making me sleep like this.  How can I get dressed
for bed?  What if I have to go to the bathroom during the night?”

“Your chain will reach to the bathroom, dear.  With a little effort you can get those jeans off.
I’ll take that tank top off, if you wish.  Or you can just wear it.”

“You can’t mean this!  This isn’t funny!”
Inside, she was hoping that this was still some kind of joke.  A perverted joke, to be sure, but

still just a joke.  Sabrina would tease her for a while, get a good laugh out of her protests, and
then take the shackles off before the real bedtime.  It had to be that.

Sabrina rose from the bed, patting Rebecca on the knee as she did.  “Get some sleep.  You
have a lot to do tomorrow.”

She was heading for the door when Rebecca called out, “Wait!  You can’t leave me like this.
Come back here.”

The woman in black continued to the door without pause.  She went through and closed it
behind her.

In stunned disbelief, Rebecca called out, “Damn it!  Come back here!  Unlock these!”
There was no reply and the door remained closed.
“Sabrina!” she called louder.  Nothing.  Then she tried, “Sabrina, come here!”
“Shit!” she spat out.  “Bitch!”
It took only a few minutes to convince her that the handcuffs were on to stay.  And

uncomfortably tight, too.  Then she explored the limits of her captivity.  She could, indeed, go
into the bathroom.  She could stand at the window and look out into the increasing darkness.  But
she could not reach the door.

Tugging on the chain only demonstrated that she could not pull out the ring, nor could she
slip her foot out of the chain loop.  She considered finding soap in the bathroom and soaping
down her ankle, but a little experimenting showed her that even wet and slippery, her foot could
not come back through the chain.

For a while she sat on the bed, considering what might happen if she were to yell at the top
of her lungs for help.  Would any neighbors hear?  She did not recall any houses around as she
pulled up.  There had to be some, but probably not within hollering range.



My Sister, My Slave
Patty is naked, helpless, her arms bound behind her back, and so very beautiful.  She is also

highly embarrassed, claiming to have tied herself up and now forced to seek the help of Raven,
because she is unable to undo the knots.

From that surprising incident, a new relationship forms between the two young women, a
relationship based on domination and submission.  Soon, Patty is regularly being tied up,
spanked, and forced, not at all against her will, into sexual acts by the older girl.

The roles of Mistress and submissive fit them well, and perhaps they would have lived
happily ever after, except for a random meeting with another couple of young women who share
the same type of relationship.  From that point on, things get complicated – and very nasty.

*** Note about titles.  Originally this book was written under the title “My Sister, My
Slave.”  Even though the two “sisters” were only stepsisters sharing no blood relationship,
certain prudish distributors objected the title because it sounded like it might involve incest.
Which it does not.  The title was changed to “My Step-Sister, My Slave,” to make their
relationship clear.  Still the distributor objected and the title was again changed to “My Friend,
My Slave.”  Subsequently this major distributor banned the majority of BDSM oriented books,
no matter how mild, including this one and hundreds of others.  So here, I changed it back to the
original.

J.S.

Excerpt:
I was sitting up in my bed late at night, reading a book and about to turn off the light when

there was a knock on my door.  It had to be Patty.  No one else was in the house.  What the hell
does she want this late at night? was my first thought.  But I got up and went to the door.

It was Patty, but she was standing there completely naked!  I had been aware of the fact that
she had a very nice body, having seen her in a bikini by the pool, but this was somehow
different.  It seemed as if she were pushing her breasts out at me.  She was also blushing and
holding her hands behind her back.  At least, that was what I thought she was doing.  Then I saw
the ropes going across her chest, three strands above and three strands below her breasts.  The
wild ass thought flashed through my mind that this was a kinky come-on for lesbian sex.  But
then she spoke.

“Raven,” she said, “I need your help.”



“What do you need?” I asked.
“Please untie me,” she asked in a whisper.  Her eyes turned down and would not meet mine.

She was embarrassed!
“Untie you…?” I said.  “From what?”
She turned around and showed me.  Her wrists were crossed and bound with rope.  Her

upper arms were tied to her body by those ropes I saw crossing her chest.
“What the hell!  Who did this?” I demanded.
“I did,” she stammered.  “Oh, Raven, I was just playing around, tying myself up, and I can’t

get the knots untied.”
“You mean you did this to yourself?”
“Yes,” was her weak admission.
“And you can’t untie yourself?”
“Yes.”
“That’s a pretty silly thing to do,” I told her.  “What if you were alone in the house?”
“Then I would have had to wait until you came home,” she said.
I snorted.  Of all the stupid things to do…
“Come on in where there’s more light,” I told her, then stood aside.  She walked in past me,

and headed towards the nightstand where the only light was on.
As she walked in front of me, it occurred to me that this was not just some stupid game she

had been playing, like some of the things we did when we were children.  She was eighteen, had
a lush woman’s body, and was standing there completely naked.  There was much more to this,
that was obvious.

I sat on the edge of my bed to look at her.  She turned her back to me to present the bound
hands for removal of the ropes.  I saw where she had tied a couple knots and realized that the
ropes had moved somewhat and she could no longer reach the knots with her fingers.  It would
be a simple job for me to reach out and undo those two knots.  Then either I could take off the
rest of the ropes, or she could do it herself.  After all, she had put them on herself!  I did wonder
how she managed to tie her arms and hands behind her back.  And do a good enough job so that
she could not untie herself.

After a minute, she looked back over her shoulder, probably wondering why I was not
untying the knots.  Truth was, I was feeling some strange emotions.  For some reason, I found
her nakedness very attractive.  I had played a few lesbian games with girlfriends, but didn’t
consider myself a hard-core lesbian.  I liked having a good, stiff male rod inside me too much to
abandon “normal” sex.  I guess I would be called “bi”.

Here I was, only a few inches from a fine female body, and feeling a stronger attraction than
any other woman had ever evoked in me.  I found myself wanting to reach out and touch that
smooth, soft bottom.  And to touch those ropes, as if they were a sensual part of her, just as her
ass and large breasts.

And mixed in with this attraction for her as a sexual woman, there was something else,
something I had never felt before.  Part of me didn’t want to untie those ropes!  There was a
sense of… of… what?  Power?  Control?  I was not sure of the proper word.  But the feeling was
there.  This beautiful young woman with the sexy body was helpless before me and that was
turning me on!

I just sat there, not doing anything, so she turned around to see why I hadn’t untied her yet.
I stood up and, in a second, we were standing very close, her taut nipples almost touching the
front of my baby-doll.  There was only an inch of air and a very sheer bit of fabric separating



them.  Without thinking, I put my hands on her shoulders and held her while I leaned forward.  I
kissed her.

It was probably as much a surprise to her as it was to me.  The kiss started out gentle and
hesitant, but after a few seconds she was returning the kiss and it became much more a statement
of passion.  On both our parts.

A minute later we broke apart, both breathing heavier.  Without words, I pulled her body to
mine and we were pressing out breasts together. My arms went around her and I held her tightly
to me.  She rested her head on my shoulder.  I was very much aware of the ropes both touching
my breasts in front and under my hands behind her.  The fact that she was denied use of her
hands and, therefore, my captive, so to speak, was a wonderful part of the whole scene.

“Are you going to untie me?” she asked in a whisper.
“No,” I answered back, also in a whisper.



Nazi Terror
As the evil of Nazism spread its dark web over Germany, SS Sturmbannfuhrer Wolfgang

Muller was given a special mission.  It was the task of his small unit to instill terror into those
who opposed the Party in ways they would never forget.  It was a job that appealed to his sadistic
nature, particularly when he had the opportunity to give his undivided attention to beautiful
young women.

But Lorelei was different.  Although she seemed to hate all men and her skills in unarmed
(and armed) combat were formidable, at the hands (and other parts) of Wolfgang Muller she
seemed to be responding in a most interesting way.  Perhaps he could put her man-hating skills
to good use, and perhaps there might be something more…

Excerpt:



Muller stood there like a conquering hero, hands on hips, a sneer on his cruel lips.  His eyes
roved over the smaller woman, the one called Elke, and liked what he saw.  Those curves
beneath the dress looked to be more than adequate.  She would be fun to punish.  Turning to the
other one, he revised his previous estimate as to the quality of the female standing there.  He had
not the chance to study her in the house, but now he had all the time he wished, so he gave her a
good looking over.

“Fraulein, why are you not angry?  Why do you not hurl curses at us and try to kick us in the
balls?”

“It would serve no purpose,” she told him calmly, returning his gaze firmly.
Muller lifted one eyebrow but said nothing.  This was interesting, however, a girl who did

not cower in fear or scream out in anger.  One might get the impression that she was more in
control than he. Almost.  But he would show her who was the boss here.

“Gunther, strip this one!” he said, pointing to Lorelei.
Eagerly, and with a truly evil sneer, he began to unbutton her blouse.  He was careful,

however, not to let her have a good target should she want to kick him in the aforementioned
balls.  The blouse front came apart, showing more smooth skin and a bra underneath.  Gunther’s
hands pulled the blouse out of her slacks then off her shoulders so that it hung down in back
around her bound arms.  The bra he simply cut with a pocketknife, not bothering to worry about
future use of the undergarment.

The pair that sprang free almost took away his breath.  All three of the men sucked in air.
So smooth, so firm, so perfectly shaped that it made their pricks stir into life.

“The pants also,” prompted Muller, although that was not needed.  Gunther’s hands took the
waistband and ripped the material apart.  As he pulled the tattered remains down, the bloomers
revealed were black, the same as the slacks, and rather small.  At least compared to what women
usually wore.  Gunther was almost fumbling as his hands reached for the final undergarment.
Her body jerked when he pulled it off, ripping the cotton material in the process, but she said
nothing.

With her slacks down around her ankles and the rest of her body on display, she still
maintained that almost haughty, uninvolved expression.  It was almost as if this disrobing were
of no consequence to her.

She might have been ignoring the fact that she was naked, but the men around her could not.
The narrow waist, wonderfully flared hips, and shapely legs were as perfect as any Greek
goddess statue.  So fine was this body that it was a while before Muller realized that where there
should have been a thick, black patch of hair, there was none.  On display was a Venus Mons
with its slit awaiting its opening to reveal the inner secrets.

The moment of reflection upon feminine beauty was broken by Elke’s bitter cry.  “You
bastards!  Leave the poor girl alone.”

Muller grinned and turned to the upset woman.  “Very well,” he told her.  “Gunther, undress
this one.”

Elke backed against the car as Gunther approached.  The tears she had been shedding turned
to a harsh glare as she cursed him, “You cretin!  Don’t you touch me!”

Gunther caught her as she turned to run.  With one hand in her hair and the other on the back
of her dress, he pulled her back, then, with experienced hands, he ripped the dress down the
back.  Because she fought him, he was both rough in his handling of the struggling woman, and
happy because he liked it when they fought.  Soon she was kneeling down, leaning against the
car and her clothes tattered and spread about wherever Gunther had tossed the pieces.



She was, as suspected, a good looking woman, certainly no match for her daughter, but a
fine catch nevertheless.

“Take that one to a cell,” Muller ordered.  As Gottfried and Gunther lifted the sobbing
woman, Muller stood before Lorelei.  “You do not seem to be bothered by being naked before
strange men.  Are you a prostitute?  Or a model for painters, always posing in the nude for
them?”

She closed her eyes for a second, but the rest of her face did not change.  “No,” she said
simply, then gazed at him again.

“Well, there is something you should know,” he told her calmly.  A moment later his fist
struck her belly with a hard blow.  Air rushed out of her and she collapsed to her knees.  The
force of the blow was not diminished just because she was a woman.  A large man would have
collapsed under that kind of strike.  And some had.

“If you truly do not fear us, then you are making a big mistake.  Here you will suffer.  Do
not doubt that for a second.”

She did not look up, but stayed doubled over and gasping.
When the other two returned, they stared at the pained woman.
“Just teaching her a lesson,” Muller told them.  “Now you may take her to a cell.  Make sure

that she is uncomfortable.  A night of discomfort will help her learn the lesson.”
Grinning, the two hauled Lorelei to her feet and almost dragged her out of the room.
Muller stood there, watching her departure and thinking.  This one was so very different,

and, for some indefinable reason, that bothered him.



Planet of Slavers
In the dark of the night, a Princess is kidnapped, a statuesque, drop-dead gorgeous, raven-

haired beauty from the female warrior race of the planet Wolfhome.  She and others of her
entourage are carried off in chains to a planet where stolen women from a thousand planets are
taken to be turned into obedient and submissive slavegirls by the harshest methods imaginable.
And then they are sold to the highest bidder.

Law and order in the galaxy has collapsed and worlds must fend for themselves.  Without
any official law enforcers, people may turn to an Adjustor for help, a man who is something of a
private detective and a gunslinger.  Into the office of such an Adjustor, Talon O’Connor, come
three beautiful warrior women, willing to pay highly for the rescue of their Princess.

As the Princess and her friends are punished and abused as part of their training on the
slavers’ home planet, Talon O’Connor and his clients charter a star ship and are off to the rescue.
But along the way he has to buy some slavegirls, discovers the star ship captain is a lesbian with
a taste for administering whippings, and he has to put his three warrior women clients in shackles
as slavegirls themselves.

An intergalactic private detective, known as an “Adjustor”, is hired to rescue a princess of a
warrior race who has been kidnapped to be trained as a slave on a distant planet.  The Adjustor’s
employers, three beautiful warrior women, make it clear they have little regard for men but seem
to be taking an interest in the female captain of the star ship he acquires for the task…

Excerpt:
“In the middle of whipping your bottom yesterday,” he began casually, “I saw the look in

your eyes that said you wanted to ask what it was I wanted from you.  Most women come right
out and ask it.  They assume that I want them to do something or say something.  Very few



women realize that a man might want to simply cause pain and watch the woman suffer.  But in
this case, there is something I want from you.  It is your total and unreserved devotion.  I want to
reach a point where you have totally given up your free will, totally lost all rebellion, and want
only to please your Master.

“Ah, I can see by your face that you don’t think it will happen.  But it will.  Any woman can
be broken.  Some just take a little longer than others.  One day you will be nothing but an owned
object, a sexy toy to be played with, used and abused by the man who holds your leash.  Your
only wish will be to please him.  And if it pleases him to deliver pain unto you and mark your
skin, then you will fetch the whip for him and kiss it gently before handing it to him.

“You frown, I see.  Well, it will come to pass.  There are chemicals that could almost do it
by themselves, drugs to alter your mind.  But sometimes they destroy the mind and a totally
mindless body is useless to me.  I prefer the old ways as practiced by my forefathers thousands
of years ago.  Did you know that at one time all women were considered the equal of men on this
planet?  Amazing, I know!  But that was long ago, and thank the Gods of Chaos that the men
came to their senses and put women in their proper places as slaves.

“We call the process of converting a rebellious woman into a nice, obedient slave, training.
You are being trained.”

“You call whipping a woman training?” Princess Adrianne spat out.  “You haven’t even told
me what to do.”

“Ah, so you can talk.  Well, yes, this is part of your training.  And of the other girls we took
with you.  This is Phase One.  It is simple.  I take a few days, or a few weeks, to convince you
that I can cause you a lot of pain.  That’s all; just that I can hurt you.  And that it can be more
pain than you could ever imagine.”

He grinned at her frown.  “Ah, I see that you understand.  At least the part about my being
able to cause you pain.  Do not your wrists hurt?  Is not your bottom very sore and burning with
a fresh flame where my whip has kissed it?”  He took a step closer and grabbed some more pubic
hair again.  “Shall I pull it all out by the roots?”

The Princess grimaced at the harsh hold upon her curly patch but said nothing.  After a few
moments, he let go without having detached any more.

“The first part of your training is to make you know, really know deep down inside your
heart, that I own you.  I can do anything I wish to your body: hurt it, beat it, screw your pussy
until you are so sore you can hardly walk, torture you, anything.  And there is nothing you can do
about it.  No one is coming to rescue you.  Your world is far away and no one there even knows
who took you.”  He laughed at his own cleverness.  “Just some dark ships in the night, quickly
there, quickly gone.  But I digress.  I was talking about the first part of your training.  You will
become aware that I can do anything to you, cause unlimited amounts of pain for any reason, or
no reason.  Then you will lose hope.  Your will to fight will disappear and your whole universe
will become an overwhelming desire to stop the pain.  Then I can begin to show you how
pleasuring your Master is the right path.  You scowl but it will be so.”

He patted her sore bottom with the tip of the whip. “But for now you are being shown that I
can cause you pain.  More pain than you ever thought possible.  And…”  He paused for dramatic
effect, “and not only to you but to those you care about.”  He snapped his fingers.



Lunar Lockup
(formerly: Prisoner on the Moon)
Hidden on our moon is a secret prison.  It has only a few prisoners, each condemned to a life

sentence of pain and torture.  A quarter of a million miles away, it is the perfect prison;
impossible to escape from, and a place where the sadistic nature of its jailers can be given free
rein upon helpless females with no fear of retribution.

It is to this hidden place that Kimberly Hunt is sent.  The poor girl is innocent of any
wrongdoing; her only crime is accidently knowing a secret that must be kept hidden.  From the
moment she arrives, she is kept in constant restraints and abused.  The whip kisses her tender
flesh and tight ropes crush her limbs.  Her body is used repeatedly.  And through it all, there is
the constant realization that this will continue for the rest of her life.

Excerpt:
“I did nothing wrong.”  Kimberly said each word slowly and with emphasis.
“Oh, I’m sure you think you’re innocent.  But the truth is that it doesn’t matter.  You’re here

and you’ll stay here.”
He reached out and touched her long, shining black hair gently.  She pulled her head away.
“I was never on trial.  I was arrested by some security types in plain clothes and then keep a

prisoner.  My hands and feet were shackled and a hood was kept over my head.  This is not fair.
I’m entitled to a fair trial.”

“Tut, tut, my dear.  That’s the story I’ve heard from everyone who has been brought to me.
No trials, no juries, no publicity.  You did something that you shouldn’t have.  Or you know
something that is dangerous – to someone in power.”

He paused as if leaving an unasked question in the air.  Kimberly tensed.  Yes, that was it!
Something she knew.  And suddenly she knew exactly who had ordered her to “disappear”.  But
how much should she say out loud?  “Do you know why I’m here?” she asked.



“No.  There is never any paperwork.  And, besides, it really doesn’t matter,” he chuckled
again.  “You’re here, and here you will stay.”  His voice softened a bit, and he made an attempt
at a friendly smile.  It failed.  “Actually,” he told her, “you’re lucky.  In other times you would
simply have been killed and your body dumped in the ocean.  Or something along those lines.”
He paused for a moment before adding, “Of course, after a while here you may wish you have
simply been eliminated the old fashioned way.”

“If this place is so escape-proof, why am I tied to this chair?” she asked, eager to change the
subject.

She was still wearing the dull gray prison jumpsuit they had given her when her clothes had
been taken away.  And she was sitting in a metal chair, her ankles tied to the front legs and her
hands tied behind the back with the wrists crossed.  It felt as if the chair was bolted to the floor.

“I said this is maximum security.  That means that you will always be secured in some
manner.  Always.”  He sounded as though he was coming now to the more enjoyable part of his
lecture.  “You will always wear shackles at the very least.

And other restraints at other times.”  He smiled evilly.  “There is one other aspect of this
facility that I should make you acquainted with.”

He waddled a step forward and with surprising speed swung his hand at her.  The slap was
loud.  “Oh….!”  She cried out at the unexpected shock.

“This is your first lesson.  I have just caused you some pain.  If you were not dressed in that
jumpsuit, I would have done something else, but this will serve.  Those assigned to this facility
have more to their sentence than mere incarceration.  You are to be punished.  On a daily basis.
Your stay with us is to be made uncomfortable, not a vacation.  You will be whipped, suspended
and other tortures to assure that you are in pain.  Myself and the staff here have free rein in the
selection and administration of your punishments.”

“You can’t be serious!” Kimberly cried. “Our government doesn’t do that!”
He only grinned.
“No!  This can’t be right.  We don’t torture prisoners.  That went out with the Spanish

Inquisition!”
“Welcome to the Lunar Inquisition!”  His laugh was both evil and depraved.  “You look like

you have a pretty nice body under those clothes.  I’m going to enjoy administering many of your
punishments myself.”

There was no mistaking the promise of sexual abuse in his leer.  Kimberly jerked at the
ropes holding her but they were tight.  She shook her head.  This could not be happening!  It had
to all be a bad nightmare.  But the bite of the ropes and the hard chair under her spoke of reality.

“You’ll learn about the punishments as they happen.  As to the rules of the Pit, they are
simple.  One, you obey any order given you by any personnel.  Two, you do not attempt to
escape.  Three, you do not strike or attempt to harm any of the personnel here.  Extra
punishments will be given for failures and insubordination.  And very severe punishments will
be given for escape attempts or attempts to harm anyone of the staff.  Do you understand?”

Kimberly shook her head as if to negate the whole horrible scene.  This just could not be
happening to her.

Conrad reached out and pulled on the zipper by her neck.  The front of the jumpsuit peeled
open down to her waist.  He pulled the fabric off one shoulder to expose a breast.  “Very nice,”
he muttered.  “Very nice, indeed.”  Then he took the already rigid nipple in between his thumb
and forefinger and squeezed.



Kimberly howled. It was a vicious squeeze with the thumbnail digging into her flesh, and it
hurt very much.

“I asked you a question.  Do you understand the rules?”
“Yes, yes, yes,” she cried quickly.
“Very good.  I’m going to leave you here for a while, but tonight… Ah, tonight!  I’ll see to

giving you some private punishment.”  There was no mistaking the sadistic leer on his pudgy
features.  Kimberly felt sick inside.

For a few seconds, he flicked the sore nipple, delighting in the discomfort it caused the tied
down woman.  Then he sighed and left her alone in the cone of light but otherwise surrounded by
darkness.



Rope Streaking
Streaking: the act of running naked, except for shoes, in a public place.  But when the girls

from the secret club at Hooker Wells College resurrected the tradition, they did it in bondage of
one sort or another.  In a conservative small town like Hooker Wells, it was shocking, to say the
least, and the public displays became more and more extreme as the Sheriff tried to catch them.

* * * Note: this was an experiment — a short, short novel, only 9700 words, more of a long
short story actually.  But it was offered at a smaller price to see if people would be interested in
this type of entertainment.

Excerpt:
Deputy Sanders was cruising slowly down Main Street late Friday night, checking to make

sure that there were no drunks in the parking lot of the town’s only two bars.  When it came time
for his lunch break, he radioed into the department his off-duty status and drove to the Red Barn
Doughnut and Coffee Shop.  Leaving his patrol car in the parking lot, he made his way inside,
sat in his usual booth, and ordered his usual hamburger, fries, two chocolate doughnuts and a
chocolate milkshake.  Also as usual, he considered ordering a diet cola and no doughnuts instead,
because of his spreading waist, but gave in to his addiction to chocolate – as usual.

Unbeknownst to the deputy, skulduggery was afoot just a few feet away.  Two figures
emerged from behind the building, carrying a third person in their arms.  They had to carry that
person because she was tightly bound with ropes and totally unable to crawl, let alone walk by
herself. Michelle and Rachael were carrying Mary, who was, as you might have expected, totally
naked save for the ropes, a hood over her head and a stylish pair of black patent leather high
heels.  They placed her on the hood of the patrol car, pushed her back so that she was leaning
against the windshield, and then stood back.  Mary had not the huge breasts of Rachael, but hers
were firm as youthful breasts often are, and large enough to please most men.  Her body was on
the slender side, but also pleasing to look upon.



Then came the dangerous part.  Both of the clothed, unbound women pulled digital cameras
out and quickly took several photos.  The flashes lit up the parking lot, briefly but brightly
enough to attract attention from those inside the doughnut shop.

Fortunately for them, no one inside took any notice, especially not the deputy who was just
finishing his hamburger and eyeing the chocolate covered doughnuts.

They put away their cameras, and pulled their helpless friend from the hood, nearly
dropping her on the gravel in the process.  A muffled cry came from within the hood when Mary
felt herself being dropped, but fortunately it was not loud due to the large rubber ball gag that
was strapped tightly in her mouth.  They managed to get her back to their car behind the building
and into the backseat.  They then, with incredible chutzpa, locked the car and walked around to
the front door and entered.  Casually, they went to the counter, ordered coffee and doughnuts and
proceeded to calmly eat and drink while watching Deputy Sanders finish his meal and leave.
They had trouble keeping straight faces when he told the clerk behind the counter that it was a
“really dull” night with nothing happening in town.

Eventually they finished, strolled out to the car and drove home, where they untied her legs,
put a coat over her and helped the hooded and still partly bound young woman into the
apartment.

The next day, copies of the best of the photographs were found in a plain brown envelope on
the doorstep of the Hooker Tribune, the Sheriff’s Office, the City Council meeting room, and the
Mayor’s office.  Copies were also emailed to almost everyone in town who had an email address.
Care had been taken to route the emails through an anonymous server so that they could not be
traced.

The photos showed, in very clear detail, the naked woman sitting on the Hooker Sheriff’s
Department patrol car.  The tight ropes binding her legs together could easily be made out, as
could those numerous windings of rope around her torso, crisscrossing her breasts and indenting
her waist.  Her bound arms could not been seen in the front shot, but there was another photo
showing her twisting to one side to show that her arms were also tightly bound behind her.  The
hood completely hid her face.  From the color photos, you could not even tell what color her hair
was – her pubic mound had been neatly shaved clean.

All hell was breaking loose in Hooker Wells!



Ropes and Ice
The world of amateur ice skating has always been highly competitive, but when the parents

of one competitor go to extremes to eliminate their darling’s opposition, it escalates to new
heights.  Sabrina Cory is the favorite to win the Nationals until she is kidnapped.  From that
moment on, she, and several others sweet, young women are constantly tied, chained and
punished to keep them in line.

From the hot deserts to the cool pine forests, the chase for the missing girls goes on, while
the innocent maidens are forced to endure humiliating and harsh treatment.  They are bound,
whipped and even ravished before being sold to strange man of questionable masculinity who
delights in watching naked girls making love to each other while tightly bound.

From the pen of the man who has become a favorite of those who like strict bondage and
torment on beautiful women, this John Savage novel is, as usual, filled with ropes cutting into
feminine flesh, cries of pain as leather meets bare ass, and some of the strangest lovemaking
you’ll ever read about.

Excerpt:
He decided to take the Japanese girl first and save the pretty ones for later.  The paper said

that she was born in this country of second-generation Japanese parents, but she looked Japanese
to him.  Probably ate her fish raw and bowed to everyone.  For days he watched her house,
watched as her mother drove her to the skating rink each day for practice, and watched as she
worked in her upstairs room on high school homework.  At precisely nine o’clock the light in her
room went out.

The house had no alarm system and the back door was pitifully easy to jimmy with a
screwdriver.  His entry and path up the stairs to Nancy Otani’s bedroom was covered by the
darkness of the hours just before dawn.  For a minute he stood over her bed, looking down in the
dim light at the young woman sleeping in pink PJ’s and her long black hair spread out on the
white pillow.  When he placed the damp cloth over her mouth she struggled some, but his weight
held her down until the fumes overtook her and she slumped back to the bed.



Working with no rush, he turned her over and bound her wrists behind her back, palm to
palm.  Then he bound her elbows together.  The year he had spent working as a bouncer in a
brothel in Tanis came in handy.  There, some of the girls had not been volunteers to a life of sex.
Those had been brought in tied and kept tied for a week to help break their spirits.  Often after
that they were tied in terribly uncomfortable positions as punishment for failing to please a
client.  And there were the clients who liked their girls cruelly bound and even gagged before
they would have sex with them.  Jerry Delacruz had learned of these things.  Including how they
prepared a girl for transportation.  The elbows were always tied together.  The pain of corded
elbows made the girls more tractable and less likely to fight.

Next he bound her ankles together, leaving some rope sticking out after cinching down the
rest.  That rope went up and over the wrists then back to the ankles.  He pulled until her legs
folded behind her, then tied the end to the rope around her elbows.  It was a good, solid hogtie
that would make movement nearly impossible for the girl.  He had seen rebellious girls kept in
tight hogties for as long as a full day as a punishment.  It always wore them down until they were
willing to do anything so long as it meant the ropes would come off.  And he remembered how
they cried when the ropes were peeled from their skin.  He missed those good old days in the
brothel.

A wad of cloth was shoved into her mouth then tape wrapped around and around her head to
hold it in.  Still she showed no signs of awakening.  But she was breathing and he figured she
was okay.  Standing beside the bed, he made sure that he had not forgotten anything.  Like the
bottle or evil smelling cloth wad.  Finally, he picked up the teenager and hoisted her onto his
shoulder.  He was surprised at how light she was, surely not even a hundred pounds.  He carried
her downstairs and out to the van parked in the alley behind the house.  Less than fifteen minutes
had passed from start to finish.



Ropes and Spurs
In the Wild and rugged West, in a hidden canyon off a dusty trail to California, there lives a

secret sect.  Their beliefs run deep, based on one overriding principle: women should be kept as
sex slaves, constantly chained or bound, and always available for sexual use by any man who
wishes to use them.

Into this hidden canyon, by complete accident, fall Marshal Talon Stryker and his prisoner, a
beautiful woman by the name of Katrina Bellows, being taken back to California by the Marshal
to hang for murder.

It seems there is no escape from the canyon, but adapting to the new way of life is not easy,
either for Katrina or for Marshal Stryker.  But hot on the Marshall’s trail is Katrina’s sister, the
powerful and imposing Gertie, and with her is her own prisoner – Marshal Stryker’s young
sister, kept tied and forced to satisfy Gertie’s lesbian desires.

Excerpt:
It was nighttime when they awoke.  A noise outside their door awoke Stryker, his hand

immediately going down to where the gunbelt would normally have held his weapon.  But there
was no gunbelt and no weapon.  Fortunately, the noise was only Brother Calvin.  In the dim light
he stood there, waiting to see if they were awake.

“Come on in, Brother,” said Stryker.
“I looked in earlier but you were both asleep.  I hope you’re feeling better?”  He seemed

genuinely concerned.
“I feel better,” agreed Stryker.  Katrina mumbled something and was slower to wake up than

Stryker, but her eyes were blinking.



“There were a few things we did not discuss earlier,” Brother Calvin launched directly into
the purpose of his visit.

“For one thing, I see that you have only that pair of handcuffs for your woman.  Is it your
practice to keep her in iron shackles always?”  He paused a second.  “Or would you like some
rope?”  He pulled out a small length of coiled rope and offered it to Stryker.

“I’ve never seen rope like this before,” he said as he took it.  “It’s soft, yet strong.  Wouldn’t
work well on a cow but…”  He looked over to Katrina who was now sitting up a couple feet
away.

“It works very well on women,” agreed Brother Calvin.  “We make it from a plant that
grows a little further up the valley.  It’s like cotton, I guess, but I’m no expert on plants.”

Stryker nodded his head a little, and said, “Thank you.  I can use a small supply.  I have used
rawhide strips and coarser rope before, but the handcuffs were the most common restraint.  This
will be much nicer to use and more comfortable for Katrina.”

Katrina held back a snort that would have shown just how grateful she was for the gift of
more restraints.

“I will have Dawn bring some lengths to you,” Brother Calvin offered graciously.
“Tomorrow I will show you the cave in which we found you,” he said unexpectedly.

Stryker lifted on eyebrow.  “If you wish,” he said slowly.
“Oh, come now, Brother Talon,” said Brother Calvin.  “We both know that you will try

every place you can to find a way out of this valley.  We did when we first came here too.  Only
after you have tried will you believe me that you two are trapped here as surely as the rest of us.
And only after than will you come to accept God’s hand in your coming here.

You are most fortunate that you found our Promised Land.  Undoubtedly the disbelievers
outside have given you a hard time, just as they did to us.”

“Yes, sir,” agreed Stryker, hoping that Katrina was paying attention.  “It was not easy.”
“So, you see that it was by God’s good graces you were chased here.  Sometimes I think he

put that band of Apaches outside for just that purpose.”
“Undoubtedly,” agreed Stryker.  He laid the rope down only an inch from Katrina’s hip.

“There is also the question of what we can do to contribute to the community.”
“We will talk of that tomorrow,” interrupted Brother Calvin.  “Time enough after I’ve

shown you the whole valley.”
“Thank you.”
Brother Calvin turned to leave, but paused at the door.  “There is one other thing that

perhaps we should discuss.  It is a minor point, but one that will make your joining our
community easier.  I do not know how the Brotherhood practices the Holy Laws in the outside
world.  Perhaps your woman was wearing all those clothes so you would fit in better with the
unbelievers.  But in this valley there is no need of them.  All our slavegirls here go either naked
or with just a loincloth.  The weather is never really cold here and little is needed in the way of
clothing.”

Brother Calvin looked at Stryker for a long second.  “I will have Dawn also bring a loincloth
for your slavegirl.”  Then he was gone.

“A loincloth!” hissed Katrina.
“Hush, woman!” Stryker hissed right back.  “I know you are used to wearing clothing

because of the unbelievers, but here we are among our kind.”  He pointed to the open door as he
spoke, hoping that Katrina could see him in the dim light.

“Sorry, Master,” she said evenly.  “I was foolish to not think of that.”



The words were in case Brother Calvin listened outside, and both of the newcomers knew it.
They just hoped Brother Calvin did not.  Katrina stuck her tongue out at Stryker to show him
how she really felt about the whole situation.

Only a few minutes later Dawn entered the room, her arrival announced by the flickering
light of a torch.  Both Stryker and Katrina were surprised to see that Dawn carried the torch in
one hand and a bag in the other, but both hands were tied behind her back.  She knelt down to
offer them both to Stryker.  He took the torch and bag, sticking the torch into the fire pit.

Dawn turned to them both and smiled sweetly.  “Brother Calvin said to bring those to you,”
she said happily.  “I’m glad that you’re going to be living with us here.  It is so nice to see a new
face.”  The way she was looking at Stryker’s suggested that she would be very happy to see more
of his.

The Indian maiden wore only a very small loincloth, the two rectangles of leather held in
place over her pubic hair and bottom by a thin leather thong around her hips. Stryker found a
warming feeling in his loins and thought to himself that this young woman was sexier wearing
that loincloth than she would have been completely naked.  The soft leather hinted at the secrets
contained within.  And those hands being tied behind her made her even more attractive.  After
having forced thoughts of sex out of his mind for the last week, and the week before that as he
chased down his prisoner, he now found himself thinking how nice it would be to be with a
woman.  With this lovely Indian maiden, or…

Suddenly, he realized that there was another woman present and there would have to be
some working out of arrangements.  Perhaps falling into this valley had changed things.

Dawn sank to her knees before Stryker and leaned forward to place her lips against his.  She
kissed him gently but with passion, demonstrating in those few seconds of lip touching that she
found him attractive and wanted him.

Stryker was a little bit flustered by the unexpected demonstration, but was even more
surprised when Dawn shuffled over to Katrina and repeated the same gesture on the golden
haired girl sitting there.  Perhaps Katrina was so surprised that she did not think to protest.  But
whatever the reason, she did not pull back as Dawn kissed her full upon the lips.  It was not a
sisterly kiss, either.

The fact was that Katrina felt a strange stirring inside her as the Indian girl kissed her.  And
the kiss left her feeling strange for long minutes afterward.

When she turned, she found Stryker staring at her with that silly grin on his face.  He looks
much younger when he smiles, she thought.  Actually, he’s an attractive man.  Suddenly she
hoped he did not see the blush she was sure was on her face.

The bag proved to contain five lengths of that white rope, making an even half dozen with
the one Brother Calvin had given him.  And a leather loincloth.  Stryker held it up for Katrina to
see in the firelight.

Katrina was sure she was blushing hard now.  The very idea of her wearing that skimpy
thing was shocking to her.  She tried to change the subject.  “I’m hungry.”

“You’re going to wear this,” Stryker stated firmly.
“No, I am not!” stated Katrina equally as firmly.
“Brother Calvin expects it.  He and the others will be suspicious if we don’t fit in.”  He kept

his voice low but she heard the hardness in it.  And she could find no argument against his
command.  They were indeed strangers in a strange land.

Katrina sucked in air to brace herself, and then capitulated.  “If you’ll unlock my hands, I’ll
put it on.”



Stryker stood and helped her to her feet.  As he unlocked the handcuffs, his head was next to
hers.  He whispered, “I know you don’t like this, but we have to fit in.  We’ll find a way to
escape eventually.  There has to be a way out of this canyon.”

His words gladdened her heart.  After rubbing her wrists a bit where the steel had chaffed
the skin, she put her fingers to the button in front of her jeans.  Damn it, she said to herself as she
unfastened her jeans and pulled them down.

Damn the way he’s looking at me.  But it also sent a shiver of strange feeling racing down
her spine, as if she both hated and was strangely attracted to this hunk of a man.

It was an effort to divest herself of all garments, to stand before her captor completely
naked.  But she did it.  He handed her the loincloth.  The rawhide was a little short and she had a
bit of trouble tying enough of a knot to hold it in place, but she managed.  Perhaps the Indian
girls and those white women she had seen were all smaller in the hips than she was.

“There, happy now?” she said as she stood in the golden firelight, hands on hips and legs
spread slightly in defiance.

“I thank you,” he said simply.  It was then she really knew that he was not like most other
men, leering at her ample figure all the time, undressing her with their eyes every time she went
into town, and pawing her over every chance they got.

Without a word, she turned and crossed her wrists behind her back.  He picked up one of the
lengths of rope and used it to bind those wrists.  He tied the ropes tightly but not cruelly so.
Katrina knew that she would be unable to free herself; the wrappings were too tight and the knots
tied tightly and up between her arms where her hands could not reach.  But he had made the
bondage half way comfortable.

“Let’s go and see if we can find some dinner,” he said, taking her bare arm and turning her
towards the door.  He picked up the torch to light their way.

Feeling very strange about this, Katrina followed him outside.  Once out the door, he
dropped her arm and headed for the place where they had had their first meal in the Promised
Land.  Katrina fell into step two paces behind him.  It was both humiliating and oddly exciting to
be walking around naked and bound behind this man.  She was not sure if she liked it or not.

Katrina ate her second meal with her hands tied behind her, leaning forward from a kneeling
position to take the food with her mouth and to drink from a bowl of water like a dog.  Yet it was
not as bad as she had expected.  Not even when the loincloth shifted aside as she knelt down to
expose some of her golden pubic hair.  Defiantly, she refused to wiggle to straighten it.  If these
people, and Marshal Talon Stryker too, wanted to see her pubic patch, let them look.  She had a
very good body and knew it.

It was only after the meal and while they were slowly walking back to their room that she
realized a good part of her feeling defiant and not so shamed was that she had a man she felt very
good about.  He was her protector.  Captor, too, but protector nevertheless.  That felt good.

Back in their room, they both stood for a while, looking at each other, with many unasked
questions hanging in the air.

Finally, Stryker used the torch to ignite some wood in the fire pit, and then put the torch out
in the sand outside their door.  Inside, the room was dim but glowing a warm yellow from the
flames of the small fire.  Katrina was still standing there, not saying a word, not moving.  The
glow of the fire upon her long legs and full breasts was like nothing Stryker had ever seen
before.  She was lovely, beautiful and pure sex.  He felt a longing deep inside, a very intense
longing for this woman.



He had felt a longing for other women, especially since his wife had died, but he had keep
his emotions pretty much in check.  But this woman… She was something different!  He had not
felt such longing since he was first married.

Katrina tilted her head back as he took her in his arms.  The kiss was long and surprisingly
gentle considering the passion they were both feeling.  The heat and overriding lust would come
soon enough; this first kiss was a message of love.

She pushed her body against his and felt the rigid manhood pressing against her thigh.  Their
second kiss was more heated, more filled with pure animal lust.  His hands found her body,
touched places already heated by inner fires, and she moaned.  As his hands guided her down to
the blanket, she whispered in his ear, “Don’t untie me.”  A moment later, she added, “It wouldn’t
look right.”

For a little while, until the rapidly raising passion overwhelmed them both, she wondered
why she had said that.



Sacrifice to an Angry God
Flickering torches, a deep underground cavern with a swift flowing, inky black river, and a

lovely, naked woman standing on the edge, arms and legs bound with cruelly tight rope.  Ancient
chants and black robed figures with no faces showing.  She weeps and tries to beg but the gag
prevents words.  It does not, however, prevent the scream that echoes in the cavern at the end of
the ceremony.

A sweet young coed makes the mistake of accepting a date with the wrong man and finds
herself tightly bound and the prisoner of a group of people determined to save the world – no
matter how many sweet, young, innocent girls they have to sacrifice!

But before it is her turn to take the journey into darkness, these sadists play with her helpless
body, satisfying both their sexual hungers and wrapped desires to hurt and abuse.  She becomes
acquainted with the whip for the first time in her young life, and learns how horrible the pain can
be.  By the time they drag her down to the depths of the earth, she is battered, abused and
degraded.  Maybe any escape will be a welcome way out.  Or maybe only the beginning of
something far worse.

Excerpt:
The gag was unbuckled and pulled from her mouth.  At first, she could not quite talk

because of the stiffness of her jaw.  When she could, she immediately asked, “Please untie me.
My arms hurt.”

The middle-aged man snorted.  The smile he had on his face suggested that she had just told
a joke.  “Honey, you stay tied.”

”Why are you doing this to me?”
”You’ll find out soon enough,” said Bill, with a grin.
”If you let me go, I promise I won’t go to the police or anything.”  There was real

desperation in her voice.
“We know you won’t be going to the police, sweetie,” informed the woman.



Maggie was lifted into a sitting position with her back to the steel bars of what she now saw
was, indeed, a cell.  Not exactly like in the prison movies, more of a homemade cell, but the
concrete walls on two sides and the steel barred door looked quite adequate to restrain a woman.

”Now you listen, and listen good,” the one called Nancy told her as she knelt down so their
faces were almost on a level.  “You keep quiet when you’re in your cell, and we’ll leave the gag
off.  But if we hear any noise, that gag, or a worse one, will go right back in your mouth. And,
sweetie, it ain’t no picnic having to be gagged all night.  I know.”

”You’re going to lock me in this cell?”
”Bright, ain’t she?” said Bill, sarcastically.
”Please… Untie me.  These ropes hurt and I’ve been tied up for so long.  I can’t get out of

that cell.  You’ve got a lock on the door.”
”You got that right, honey,” the second man told her.  “You ain’t going to be able to get out

of there.  But you’re also going to stay tied.”
”But why…?”
“ ’Cause we like it,” sneered Bill.
”Sweetie,” Nancy began, “You cooperate and things will go a lot easier with you.  Don’t,

and you’ll suffer.  Simple, no?  And I mean suffer.  Like little Suzy over there.”  She gestured
with a thumb to the right.

Maggie followed the point and was shocked to see another woman in another cell.  And, as
Nancy had said, this one was suffering.  Maggie could not believe her eyes.  The woman was
naked and had been hung up by her ankles.  Apparently each cell had a hook in the ceiling.  The
poor girl had been bound with her arms behind her back, elbows tight together, legs tied at the
knees and ankles, then she was hoisted up by the ankles until she hung with her head a couple
feet off the floor.  She was a young looking blonde with long, silky hair that hung down to the
floor.  She was slender with a very narrow waist and small but perky breasts.  Her eyes were
closed, and Maggie could see that she had one of those rubber ball gags in her mouth.  The girl
did not respond, even when mentioned by Nancy.

“Is she…  Is she dead?” asked Maggie with a tremor in her voice.  The girl was motionless.
“That’s a laugh,” said Nancy, with a chuckle.  “Edmond, show her.”
The older man smiled and opened the cell with a key from his ring.  The blonde did not stir

until he reached out and pinched a nipple hard.  Then the hanging girl groaned and twisted her
body slowly.  “She’s a little tired.  Been hanging like that all night,” he said.

The blonde’s eyelids fluttered but never quite opened fully.  “I think she’s not well,” said
Maggie.  “I don’t think it’s good to leave someone hanging upside down like that.”

“Posh!  She’s fine.  Just a little fatigued.  It’s sort of a strain.”  Edmond was closing and
locking the cell door as he talked.  “If you think otherwise, you can find out for yourself.  Real
easy, it is.”

Maggie was smart enough to know he was threatening her with the same treatment.  She bit
back a nasty reply. But she could not stop the trembling caused by fear.

“Come on, it’s late,” complained Bill.  “Let’s get this over with.”
Maggie noticed that he was looking at Nancy when he said that and, with a woman’s

instinct, she knew that those two were sleeping together.  The man was none too subtle.
She was picked up and placed in the middle of the cell.  Then the door closed with a soft

clang.  The padlock went through the hasp and clicked shut.  Maggie wanted very badly to say
something, anything that might keep her from having to spend the rest of the night tightly bound



and naked, but she did not know what to say.  The total control and power these three people had
over her was very intense.  And scary.



Savage World: Slave Bondage
If every woman in the world were a vicious, dangerous, man-hating wild animal, what could

men do?  Keep them in bondage, of course, and use and abuse them as sex slaves, particularly as
the rogue virus that had escaped from an experimental laboratory had also heightened their sex
drive and genetically mutated their bodies into the most beautiful, sensual creatures imaginable.

It affected all of them, those in captivity and those who lived in the wild kept out of the
men’s protected areas by high walls and armed guards.  A slip, a mistake, a loose rope or a
carelessly fastened chain could be fatal for the man, the Master.  No woman could be trusted…
except, possibly, just two who had somehow not been infected by the virus.  And, surely, it
would not be long before their true nature was recognized and the government stepped in to take
them and experiment on them…

(Paperback edition originally published 1998)

Excerpt:
A friend told him of how it was possible to train a slavegirl.  Break her spirit, he had

described it.  Then train her to be whatever you wanted of a sexual partner.  Perhaps the idea was
worth a try.  It was kind of lonely out on the coast by himself.  A slavegirl would never make a
friend, but at least he would not have to drive fifty miles for a quick screw.

He pulled into the driveway and killed the engine.  It was late afternoon when he exited the
car and opened the rear cargo section.  A fog bank was forming off the coast and would roll
onshore before the sun was fully set.  But the sun would shine for a while longer. He stood there
looking down at the wooden crate.  There was no way of telling, if you did not already know,
that there was a living, naked woman inside, a total prisoner and completely helpless.



For a minute he contemplated the plain wooden surface.  He had watched the girls being
paraded up to the auction block, one naked, perfect body after another.  Most glared at the
audience, others looked dejected, and some almost looked eager.  Perhaps those were the ones
who were being sold by some particularly cruel owner and were glad to get away from him.

Cory had just about decided not to buy any when this blonde had come up.  There was
something different about her look.  It took him a while but it came to him; there was a look of
intelligence behind those brilliant blue eyes.  She had looked nervous, but that was not unusual.
These were, after all, captured wild animals.  But there was something different about this one.
She did not look like a wild beast ready to lash out and kill.  He was surprised that no one else
seemed to notice the difference.  But then, perhaps all they could see was the body.  He saw
something different in her eyes and that interested him.

Using a dolly from the garage, he carried the crate into his house and deposited it leaning
against the wall in the living room.  Then he went for a screwdriver to remove the screws.

At first it seemed as if she were dead.  There was no life from the body tightly cocooned in
ropes and straps.  Her fingers lay lifeless against her ass and he could not detect any breathing.
Had the oxygen bottle been bad?  Or not full?  Reaching down into the box, he ran his fingers
over the bottom of one foot.  The toes wiggled and the fingers fluttered briefly, then rested again.
She was alive; probably just exhausted from the trip.  She had been in that crate for over two
hours, closer to three.

Cory paused for a while, just looking down at his purchase.  Even in this back view, mostly
of ropes and straps and skin, she was beautiful.  And, somehow, all those restraints upon her
body made her even more beautiful.  Perhaps it was what must be an intense feeling of
helplessness she was feeling, and which Cory was thinking about.  Here was this young woman,
naked, totally unable to move or talk, and being taken to an unknown fate.  She might get a cruel
Master who loved to whip his slaves.  Or she might have been sold to a brothel were she would
spend the youthful years of her life chained to a bed while dozens of men a day used her body as
they wished.

His hand reached out and lightly stroked her flank where bare skin showed between some
ropes and a strap.  It was smooth and alive.  And it reminded him of his purpose in buying this
slave.  He was horny, no question about that.  Might as well get her out so he could sample his
new property.

There was a pamphlet taped inside the box.  He picked it up and took it over to where
sunlight came through the large picture window.  It was general information put out by the
National Slave Standards Board, giving instructions for the care and feeding of slavegirls, and
warning him about the dangers of not keeping enough restraints upon his slavegirl.  “Slavegirls
are not rational, thinking creatures, but rather vicious animals who will rip your throat out should
you give them the slightest opportunity.  Since the infection of the entire world’s female
population by the Savage DNA Virus, all women have reverted to an earlier, much more
primitive form of Homo Sapiens.  They are highly sexual animals with a strong sex drive, but
who also hate men as passionately as they crave sexual satisfaction.

“This is the Battle of the Sexes carried to the ultimate level.  And men won!  But never
underestimate your slave.  Keep her in constant restraints sufficient to keep her under total
control.  This pamphlet will describe the NSSB standards for restraint.  It is highly recommended
that you purchase only high quality shackles and ropes from NSSB approved distributors.
Remember: your restraints fail and the first you’ll hear of it is when your slavegirl slits your
throat in the middle of the night!”



Charming, he thought.  He tossed the pamphlet on the coffee table.  It did not really tell him
anything he did not already know.  Glancing at the crate with its still unmoving constraints, he
went to a closet and brought out a large suitcase.  The side clearly announced: “Brighton Basic
Slave Control Kit,” and below that, “Approved NSSB Class A Restraints.”

He had purchased the kit the day before, when he made the decision to at least visit the
auction.  On the left side were half a dozen pairs of Peerless handcuffs.  Below that two pairs of
legirons with different lengths of chain connecting the metallic cuffs.  Next to the shackles was a
selection of white cotton rope, the kind that used to be called “clothesline,” in various lengths, all
clearly marked on the wrapping.  Then came some more coils of rope, this time a little thicker
nylon cord.  And there were a dozen hanks of thin cord.  Cory picked one of the thin ones up.
Any woman tied with that would be hurting, he realized.  But he had also heard that sometimes it
was necessary in order to control a Wild.

He reminded himself that this was no longer a Wild.  Captured and brought in behind the
Wall, she was now a Slave.  Not much difference, especially at the start; they both acted in the
same vicious manner.  Only after a lot of training and conditioning could a Wild be turned into a
domesticated slavegirl.  And even then you had to be careful.  She might revert or be faking her
submission.  Some of them were smart enough to do that.

There was a leather collar and a metal one, designed to fit around the slave’s neck.  Each
had rings attached in front and back so chains or ropes could be linked to them.  There were five
small boxes labeled “Nipple Clamps” along with a rating: mild, standard, heavy, punishment
grade, and extreme.  He did not open the packages.  He knew what they looked like.  It was not
uncommon to see them used on a slave in some drama on the TV, or on a slave being walked out
in public.  He had even seen them on slaves in brothels, apparently placed with the intention of
making the slavegirl more docile, punishing her, or making her more attractive to the customer
because she was in pain while he used her.  Or all of the above.

There was also a riding crop and a short, black leather braided whip.  Next to them was a
pamphlet labeled “Punishing Your Slavegirl.”  He picked it up and fanned through the pages.  In
addition to text, there were photos showing slavegirls being whipped, with nipple clamps making
their features contort with agony, and a whole section on bondage positions that ensured extreme
discomfort for the slavegirl simply because she was tied that way.  His gaze settled on one photo
that caught his eye.  It showed a lovely young woman in a position he had not known was
possible.  Her hands had been tied behind her back, and then her ankles crossed and bound.  But
then someone had pulled her legs up and forced her feet behind her head.  Rope was then tied
from the ankles down to the wrists and pulled cruelly tight.  It was easy to see from her eyes that
she was in agony.  The caption under the photo informed that: “This position is also good for
sexual intercourse, her sex being spread and exposed for easy access.”  Under that, in smaller
print, was the caution: “It is not recommended that you leave a slavegirl tied like this for periods
longer than four hours.  Because of the high strain on the limbs, damage can result, although
there have been reported cases of slaves keep this way for days with only sore and stiff muscles
resulting.”

Cory tossed the pamphlet back into the box.  The idea of keeping a beautiful young woman
as a virtual prisoner did appeal to him.  He was, after all, a healthy man with the normal desires
to control and use a woman’s body.  Besides, he did not want to wake up one morning to find his
throat had been slit during the night.

He would use the ropes and handcuffs and shackles.



Savage World 2: Revenge Bondage
Mother and daughter, Helena and Melody, are willing slaves of Judas Cory, and the only

two women in the world unaffected by the Savage Virus that turned all the others into man-
hating Wild Women.  In a world where the only way to handle a woman is to keep her bound
and restrained, Judas Cory’s women are unique, and yet he knows that revealing his two slaves’
unique characteristics will put them, and him, in great danger, not least from the crazy scientist
who believes that Helena holds the key to the mutated virus that could give him the power to
change and control both men and women.

So as not to arouse anyone’s suspicions, Melody and Helena are kept bound, chained,
regularly punished, and at least as uncomfortable as any Wild Woman has to be kept, although
neither of them are totally averse the sexual demands and whims of their Master.  But the mad
professor wants them back, and is prepared to go to any lengths to find them, and soon a rogue
special agent known only as “Razor” is on the hunt for them, with his own particular reasons for
wanting revenge on Judas Cory.

** Originally published in paperback c 1996

Excerpt:
As he stood watching her strain her glorious body against the ropes, he could feel the

stirrings of lust in his loins.
God, but she was one hell of a sexy woman!
At that moment, Melody was unaware of being watched.  In fact, the only thing she really

cared for in the whole world right then, was a tube with a rounded head that was hanging from a
ring in the ceiling directly over her as she lay spread-eagled on the bed.  She was trying to push
her hips upward enough to reach that rounded head.  But everything had been positioned
carefully, and she was only able to just bring her golden curls in touching range.  Only with
superhuman effort was she actually able to touch her bare flesh to the business end of that
vibrator.  Since her naked body had been tied quite tightly to the four corners of the bed, it was
not easy for her to push her hips that high.  During those few moments when she was able to
touch the vibrator to her sex, her whole body trembled with extreme excitement.  But the effort



to keep her hips so far from the bed was more than she could sustain, and she would fall back
with a muffled cry of frustration.

The vibrator continued humming away, offering a promise of sexual satisfaction but not
delivering.  Within the tightly laced discipline helmet, the golden haired woman whined around
the ball gag that filled her mouth, and she suffered the agony of lust unfulfilled.

Cory smiled.  He could see that she was moist between the legs, and that her body was
trembling with desire, a term he had never believed in until he met this young woman.  Her
fingers fluttered in mid-air as she pulled even tighter the ropes around her wrists.  Her head
tossed from side to side in the anguish of a woman in heat and unable to touch herself.

Cory felt the bulge in his pants and could hold back his own feelings no longer.  Dropping
his pants and casting aside his shirt, he was on the bed, crawling up between those wide spread
thighs, heading for the Promised Land.  Without delay and rather roughly, he grasped her hips
and thrust his rigid rod deep into her love tunnel.  It was very moist as he knew it would be, and
very hot as it closed around his rod.  A cry of delight escaped the discipline hood as she thrust
her hips upward yet again.  Only this time she found something much better than frustration.

The coupling was fast and hard.  After all, they had not made love since early that morning
(and twice the night before).  Between the ropes and weight of his male body on her, Melody felt
quite gloriously helpless.  Which was just fine with her.  Their mutual orgasms were quite
satisfactory.



School for Torture
Angel Martin thought she was attending an academy for young ladies.  What she did not

know was that her stepfather had made arrangements for her to be kidnapped and taken away to
a very different establishment, a former convent where she would be held prisoner by sadistic
nuns whose only desire was to inflict sexual torment and torture on her – for the rest of her life.

Excerpt:
After the flight and long drive, Angel slept deeply, so it was no wonder that she did not hear

the approach of two figures in the darkness of her room.  A hand held a wad of cloth over her
mouth and nose.  She awoke startled by hands holding her down and a terrible smell.  A few
seconds later she was drifting back into a drug induced sleep.

A bright light against closed eyes stimulated Angel enough to groan and struggle back to the
land of the living.  She opened one eye slightly.

“She will be fine,” said a man’s voice.  “Let her sleep off the effects.”
Whatever she was lying on moved as the man got up.  As through a haze, Angel saw one

dark figure move out of her sight to be replaced by another.  She tried to move her hand up to her
face but could not.  Then she saw, just before she faded back into sleep, a woman’s face.  A face
surrounded by a black cowl.

* * * * *

Sunlight awoke Angel.  She took a deep breath and went to stretch.  It was then that she
realized she could not move her arms.  Her eyes popped open.



She was not in the same room.  This one was much smaller.  Gone were the fine windows
with the lace draperies, replaced by a single high window set into the bare stone of the wall.  It
was through that narrow slit a single beam of bright sun light had come to illuminate her face.
All the walls were of stone, looking ancient and harsh.  There was a door, of wood and open at
that moment, although all she could see through it was a corridor made of the same stone as her
walls.  The only furniture was the bed she lay upon, and that was both a far cry from the
comfortable bed she had gone to sleep upon the night before, and from most normal beds.

With growing concern, she tugged at her arms only to discover that they were held solidly
above her head.  She looked up to see her bare arms disappear into holes cut in wood.  Across the
top of the bed were two lengths of solid wood with small half circles cut so as to form two holes
just the size of her wrists.  She tugged hard and was rewarded with pain as the edge of the wood
cut into her wrists, and the slight rattle of a large padlock set into the hasp at one end of the two
boards.

“I don’t believe it!” she said out loud.  “A stock!  A god damned, mother-humping wooden
stock.”

Angel tried to turn to see it better, only to discover that her legs would not move either.
Lifting her head and looking down, she saw that her ankles were similarly locked in a tight
wooden embrace.  But more importantly, she also saw that she was naked!

Her lovely breasts rose and fell with each aggravated breath, and she knew that her pubic
patch was also uncovered.  The bottom stocks held her feet about a foot apart, which allowed her
to almost close her thighs but not quite.  She tugged at her feet but the wood was quite solid.

It was then that she noted the bedding under her was not quite what one would expect.  The
frame of the bed was wood, thick boards and quite solid, but the part she lay on was wire mesh.
The wire was thick gauge and the diamond pattern with each hole only an inch or so across so
that she was supported by the wires with her flesh pushing into the diamonds.

Angel’s mind was in turmoil.  The only possible explanation that came was a prank, a joke
or initiation played upon her by the other students.  Somehow they had snuck into her room,
carried her down to the basement and attached her to this strange bed.  Maybe they were just
around the corner, waiting to laugh themselves silly when she began screaming for help.

But even as she tried to make that theory work, she knew it was wrong.  Older girls at a
school might play tricks on a new girl, but she had never seen or heard of one so elaborate.  And
how had they gotten her out of her bed and room with awakening her?

Then she remembered the hazy dream of a man’s voice and a woman with a black cowl.
That must have been real.  And the terrible smell and taste in her mouth.  But what did it mean?

As she debated with herself calling out, a girl walked past the door.  “Hey,” called Angel
automatically.  The girl returned and entered the room.

She was a little younger than Angel, perhaps a year.  Angel tried to take in a series of
strange features all at once.

First, the girl was wearing a strange bathing suit, a bikini, or that was what it looked like.
As she approached the bed, Angel could see that it was made of black leather.  It showed most of
the girl’s rather nice figure, but seemed to Angel to be a couple of sizes too small.  The leather
pressed very tightly into the girl’s flesh, and was so tight across the bottom of the bra part that it
seemed to be trying to squash her breasts.  They looked as if they were going to pop out of the
top of the leather covering.



And then there was the pair of handcuffs the girl wore on her wrists.  The steel shone in the
sunlight, and the cuffs had been tightened down until almost nothing showed between the metal
bands and the tender flesh of the young woman.



School for Torture 2: Return to Hell
Once, there was a private school for young ladies.  Only it wasn’t really a school, but more

of a prison.  Those who had a young woman they wanted out of the way (and the money to pay
for it), enrolled their problem in Saint Hortense’s and never have to worry about that problem
again.  After a while, there would either be an unfortunate accident or the girl would simply
disappear.  End of problem.

One such young lady was Angel Martin.  Sent to that place of eternal torment and pain, she
managed to turn the tables and free the other “students”.  The school was shut down and all the
Satan-worshipping, sadistic nuns were arrested and put away in prisons of a different type.  End
of that problem.

Wrong.  Angel and Darla, a former nun who turned against them, were enjoying freedom
and their own unique form of love when a detective steps into their lives and informs them that
Saint Hortense’s is again in operation and that only they can help shut it down.  Highly
unpleasant memories of the torment they both endured are pushed aside as they depart for France
and the dangers of plunging again into that cesspool of evil.

Danger lurks around every corner and the evil nuns are always looking for a fresh, young
female for their Dark Lord.

Torment, extreme restraints, imprisonment, sexual pain… Just a typical John Savage novel .
This book is a sequel to “School for Torture,” and also had the title “School for Torment.”

Excerpt:
“Let me tell you a little story,” said Bartholomew Braiden as he handed a very dry martini to

his wife.  “A story that I heard from one of my golf partners at the Nineteenth Hole the other
day.”

Shara Braiden crossed her legs, did not bother to push down the hem of a rather short dress
as it rose up, and took the offered glass.  “Oh, and what story it that?”

Bart settled down with his own drink, took a sip, sighed, and then continued.  Outside the
den, an obnoxious bird warbled a monotonous song.  “About fifteen years ago there was a group
of nuns in France who devised a way of making money while indulging themselves in vices no



church would ever condone. Well, truth is no one was certain if they really were nuns or not.
But no matter.  They purchased an old girl’s school that was failing, upgraded the facilities, and
got it on its financial feet.  Monitarie Academy for Girls, he said it was called.

“Well, it was just a front.  What they had really done was devise a way for people to get rid
of young women.  All the parents or whomever had to do was enroll the girl in that school.  A
short time later, there would come word that the student had unfortunately died in a car crash or
some such tragedy.  In reality, the female was taken away during the night and ‘enrolled’ in a
different school, a school from which she would never graduate.”

He paused to take another drink.  “That school was called Saint Hortense’s and purported to
be a convent school.  Truth was it was a prison.  The girls were kept in cells and treated terribly.
When the story finally came out, it seems there was more than just illegal detainment going on
there.  There was the most painful bondage, all manner of bizarre sexual torment, and even Satan
worship!

“Well, there was this one student, a girl named Angel Martin, I believe he said her name
was.  She rebelled and managed to get her hands on a gun, freed the students, and managed to
capture all the nuns.  The students took their revenge on the nuns but eventually tired of that and
notified the police.

“Well, the place was shut down, the nuns hauled off and the supposedly dead students
returned to their former lives.”

He paused to finish off his martini.
“An interesting story,” Sara said as she picked out the olive with gold painted fingernails.

“But what does that have to do with anything?”
“Ah, you shall see.  The nuns went to prison and the schools were shut down.  But here’s the

best part.  According to Bill Williams, the school has reopened.  And, also according to him, they
are up to their old tricks.”

“Hmmm…” Sara said as she smiled wickedly.  “Are you suggesting what I think you’re
suggesting?”

He smiled back at her.  “It think it’s time for our little Cindy to further her education.
Perhaps in a foreign school….  An exclusive foreign school.  Maybe in France.”

“Oh, Bartie, you’re so deliciously cruel!  I love it!”



Slave of the Internet
Take a lovely young woman with fantasies of captivity and enslavement, and introduce her

to the unbelievable and highly erotic world of the underground Internet, where fantasies more
intense than hers abound, and see what happens.

Under the tutorage of a man who she knows only as Mentor, Diane begins her lessons in
what it is like to be a captive to ropes and chains and even whips.  Bound in impossibly tight
ropes, held prisoner by lesbians, and introduced to more pain than she could ever imagine as a
whip curls its lash around her body, Diane learns a great deal about herself from those lessons.

When she strikes out on her own, the trouble begins.  She finds a private prison where
females can be locked up, bound up, and chained up for a day, a weekend or a week.  But danger
is lurking, and before she knows it Diane is caught in a web of deceit and harsh captivity
surpassing even her darkest fantasies.



Excerpt:
Tight.
That was the word repeating in her mind, over and over again: tight, tight, TIGHT.
With a clarity seldom equaled, Diane could feel each of the dozens of ropes that were tightly

wound around her body, feel each as it pressed hard against her flesh, as it cut into her with a
cruel yet impersonal viciousness.  She was vividly aware of how immobile those ropes were
holding her body, of how she could not move her arms or legs.  Her arms, she could sense, were
behind her.  She could feel how the ropes lashed her elbows together, totally ignoring the pain
that caused her, cruelly crushing her arms together and taking them away from her.

Her legs, she could feel, were also encased in extremely tight ropes, from ankle up to hips
they caressed her like pythons crushing their prey.

Then she was aware of the person who was binding her.  The shape before her was a man, a
large man with bulging muscles upon his bare arms, a bodybuilding, powerful image of strength
she was helpless before.  He wore tight black pants and boots, but his chest was bare.  A blood-
red strip of cloth was wrapped around his forehead and a single gold loop earring hung from his
left ear.  She could see his hands upon the ropes, pulling, pulling, straining to tighten down what
could go no tighter.  She felt her body constricted under those ropes, breath and life being pushed
out of her by the webwork of ropes trying to crush her to the wooden mast.

Around her she could sense other men, all eagerly intent upon the scene before them, the
woman who was their captive, their prisoner.  She was also aware of the creaking of the rigging,
the flap of canvass sails and cry of sea birds.

She felt helpless as she never had before.  This man and his companions had made her naked
and powerless.  They would do with her as they wished, use her, abuse her, and never allow her
the slightest degree of freedom ever again.  The feeling of helplessness intensified, became the
only thing in the world.  There was panic and fear, but also an intense excitement that was
growing along with the fright.



Slave Safari
Once upon a time, in a tiny kingdom in the middle of Africa, there was a king.  He was not a

benevolent king – no, indeed.  He was sadistic, cruel and extremely oppressive to his people;
mostly by stealing the pretty young women of the land and imprisoning them in his dungeon
where nasty things happen to them.

Then, one day, he saw a gorgeous American movie starlet on the television and decided he
wanted her in his dungeon.  The foolish young thing was visiting a nearby country for a vacation,
so he sent his Security Chief, an outlaw Irishman, to fetch this movie star and bring her back to
what would be a prolonged and painful visit to the king’s dungeon.

The starlet and her female companion are snatched and begin a journey across the plains of
Africa – a slave safari – to take them to this hated and disgusting monarch.  Both women are kept
in handcuffs and tight ropes for the journey, captives doomed to a horrible fate.  But something
happens along the way.  Something between captor and captive.  And that’s to say nothing of a
legendary treasure, and I do mean say nothing.  After all, it’s something everyone would be after
if they knew about it and thought they could get away with it… and the treasure, too…

Excerpt:
Across the road was a jeep that had turned on its side and was blocking the entire road.  The

driver got out and approached the jeep, only to find that no one was in it or around.
While the driver was puzzling over the problem of the jeep, two masked men, one white and

one black, approached the rear of the bus with drawn guns.  Quickly the door was opened and the
occupants were ordered out.  The driver was also ordered to stand alongside the guests.

It was not hard to tell which one was Tawny Millian.  She had long, wavy golden hair, the
richest blue eyes that O’Connor had ever seen, pouty lips just made for kissing, and a figure not
too successfully hidden by the safari suit and that would have matched one of the better
centerfolds.

O’Connor pointed the .45 automatic at her and waved it towards the rear of the bus in an
order for her to move.  Anyone could tell that she was scared but, strangely enough, apparently
not as much as her companions.  She did, however, refuse to move until he cocked back the



hammer of the automatic.  Then she reluctantly moved away from the others.  O’Connor
approached her when she had taken a dozen steps and, after checking to make sure that Jomo
was covering the others, produced a pair of handcuffs from his pocket.

“Put your hands behind you,” he ordered but in a quiet voice.
“What do you think you’re doing?” she asked with only a slight tremor to her voice.
“Kidnapping you.  I intend to get a nice ransom from your studio for your safe return,” he

told her.  “Now get those hands behind you before I have to get rough.”
Tawny frowned, but did as she was ordered.  She even turned her back, knowing that would

be the next order.  She felt the steel cuffs press against her wrists and heard the clicking as they
closed.

Leaving his captive standing near the end of the bus, O’Connor turned and shot the left rear
tire.  Then, while the people standing there cringed at the loud noise, he shot the front tire,
walked around to the other side, and blew out the tires there.

When he came around, he took Tawny’s arm in a firm grip and told her to begin walking
back down the road.  They had not gone more than a dozen paces when one of the passengers
called out.

“Hey, you can’t take her!”
Sara had taken a couple steps forward, but froze when she saw Jomo point the gun at her.
“Don’t take her.  I won’t let you,” Sara nearly screamed.
Rather than tell her that she had no say in the matter, O’Connor turned to Tawny, and asked,

“Is she your friend?”
Tawny did not reply but he could tell from the look in her eyes that this protesting woman

meant something to the movie star.
O’Connor looked back at the woman and liked what he saw. She was a redhead, not bad

looking at all, and with a pretty good figure herself.  Right then she looked as if she might run
towards them despite the gun pointing at her.

“Very well,” he said.  Then, more loudly, so Jomo would hear, “Bring her along too.”
Jomo grinned widely under the bandana covering the bottom half of his face.  Taking this

pretty redhead with the emerald green eyes would make the trip back home much more
interesting.  Much more interesting…

“All you people get back on the bus,” he ordered them.  “I’ll shoot anyone who isn’t in there
in five seconds.  And I’ll shoot anyone I see getting off again.”

It took them more like ten seconds, but he was feeling generous and did not shoot anyone.
He took Sara’s arm and pulled her along.  Tawny was looking back and shaking her head in an
effort to tell them not to take her friend also.

“You won’t get any ransom for her,” she pleaded with O’Connor.  “Please let her go.”
“She comes,” was all he said and hurried her along with a tug on her arm.
Their Range Rover was hidden just off the road a hundred yards back.  O’Connor reached it

first and opened the second door.  With a rough hand, he forced Tawny into the vehicle, and then
pulled another set of handcuffs out and locked them on her ankles.

From a bag, he pulled out two additional sets of handcuffs and used one pair to secure Sara’s
hands behind her as Jomo brought her up.  She was put into the SUV and her ankles locked
together also.  Then the doors were slammed shut and the two men drove off with their captives.

“Wow!  That was fun!” exclaimed Jomo as he pulled his mask off.  Turning around to face
the two frightened women, he told them, “Now, don’t you get any ideas about trying to open the



door and dive out.  You’ll probably just hurt yourself, and you couldn’t get very far in your
condition anyway.”

O’Connor was driving back the way the bus had come.  He had taken off his mask and was
grinning.

“I don’t know if it was fun, but it did go smoothly,” he commented.  “I was afraid another
car or truck would come along.  We were lucky.”

“Lucky?  Hell, no!  Careful planning and execution, you mean,” Jomo told him.
Fifteen minutes of driving gave all of them time to calm their nerves down.  Then Sara

spoke up.
“What are you going to do with us?” she asked.
“Well, honey, I told Tawny here that I was going to hold her for ransom,” O’Connor said.

“Maybe we’ll hold you, too.  Got anyone who will pay to get you back?”
Sara said nothing.  Glancing in the rear view mirror, O’Connor could see that Tawny was

not buying the ransom story.  Sara maybe, but Tawny was smart enough to know that one of the
first rules about kidnapping for ransom is not to let the victim see your face.  Having taken the
masks off told her that either they did not plan to let either of them live after the ransom was
paid, or that ransom was never the plan in the first place.

He could see the doubt in her lovely blue eyes, and could almost read her thoughts.  If not
ransom, then what?

They drove on until they came to a road leading off to the northwest.  The roads there were
paved but hardly superhighways.  Still, they were making good time in an attempt to get away
from the scene.

“These handcuffs hurt my wrists,” Tawny said.
Neither of the men said a word, which spoke loudly enough that they did not care if the

handcuffs were painful or not.
In the back seat, the two women were exchanging looks that told of their fear and their love

for each other.  It was hard to miss that these two really did care about the other.
Finally, O’Connor turned down a side road and stopped behind some tall bushes.  Both the

girls tensed up.  What would happen now?
“We’re going to change your restraints,” O’Connor informed.  “Word of your kidnapping

will get out soon enough and the authorities will be looking for you two.  So leaving you just
sitting in the back seat is not a good idea.”  He unlocked Tawny’s ankles and told her to get out.
As she stood beside the Range Rover, Jomo opened the other door and did the same for Sara.
Both women were brought around to the back and the hatch opened.  Inside, was a wooden box
marked “shovels”.  Next to it were a dozen five gallon metal petrol cans.  Jomo began taking the
gas cans out.  When enough space was emptied to fit another box like the first one, he stopped.

From the bag with the handcuffs in it, O’Connor had taken a length of white rope, relatively
thin and made of soft nylon.  But before binding Tawny, he attached the pair of handcuffs onto
her ankles again.  “Just to make sure that you don’t try to kick me and run when I take the
handcuffs of your wrists,” he told her.

Next to her, Jomo had done the same to Sara.
O’Connor must have had experience at binding women with rope, because he placed the

rope upon Tawny’s arms expertly and quickly.  Before she could realize what was happening,
her arms were being bound behind her with the elbows tightly together.  He added another rope
around her waist and arms, pulled tightly to make sure her arms were welded to her back.



Jomo was following and doing the same on his captive. He might not have the experience
O’Connor did, but he watched and learned quickly.  When he was finished, the bondage might
not have been as tight or precise but it was quite adequate to keep her helpless.

They slid the box out and rested the end on the ground.  The lid came off, revealing that the
inside held not a single shovel.  The two men lifted Tawny off her feet and set her inside the box
resting on her bound arms.  Before the lid was put on, O’Connor pulled a red rubber ball out of
the bag.  It was just small enough to push into her mouth to serve as a gag, secured in place by
winding of gray duct tape around her head.  Silenced in that manner, Tawny was looking more
afraid than she had at any point in her kidnapping.  Being handcuffed was one thing, but now she
was tightly bound with ropes, gagged effectively, and being shut into a box.

The lid fitted on perfectly and was quickly nailed down.  Then they shoved the box back
into the Range Rover.  Inside, Tawny was breathing heavily and very much afraid.  How would
she breathe?  As it turns out, easily.  They had cut air holes in the sides, but she had not seen
them.  From within the wooden box came faint whining noises.  O’Connor slammed his fist
against the end of the box and told her to be quiet. The whining ceased.



Slavegirl in a Kr’ll Prison
The Kr’ll, humanoid though they may be, are cruel beyond belief.  Female prisoners are not

merely confined; they are tortured and tormented and abused.  Their naked bodies are subjected
to whippings, painful restraints and indignities no woman should have to endure.

In a desperate battle to save her world from the evil Kr’ll, Marlena t’Vonder of the Haylon
Space Forces is captured.  She soon finds that the Kr’ll prison authorities take great delight in
making her life miserable, and record the abuse for broadcast on the entertainment channels.  But
something else is happening at that prison and, unknowingly, Marlena is the centre of it.  There
is a deeper purpose behind the special video footage of her that is being sent directly to the
Emperor himself…

Excerpt:
This server wore only those very tight leather panties and her wrists were joined by shackles

allowing just a dozen inches between them.  From the way she did her task quickly and without
mishap, it was apparent that she was used to being so shackled.  Her ankles also bore a small
chain between them, but she confined her steps to the limits of that chain, as if she had been
walking so tethered all her life.  Her skin was pretty much a normal flesh tone, but there was a
rash of freckles around her neck and across the top of her forehead, just peeking out from under
the black, short-cropped hair.  Her eyes, when they met Marlena’s, were a lovely shade of pale
pink.  She was young, her breasts firm and her skin smooth.  But there were faded lines
crisscrossing her bottom and both the backs and fronts of her tights.  A whipping had been
administered sometime in the not too distant past.

As the girl slowly spooned the warm porridge, their eyes met.  That morning, the serving
girl had kept her eyes downcast, and Marlena had seen nothing but defeat in them.  This women



was different.  There was still intelligence in those pale eyes, still some spark of life not yet
beaten down by the harshness of the Kr’ll.

“I am Marlena.  What is your name?” she asked between spoonfuls.
The girl quickly glanced over her shoulder.  The guard was looking the other way, watching

another cell.  “I am Shala,” she whispered.
The words were strangely accented, but recognizable after a fashion.  The conversation

came in short bursts and carried on in whispers.  “How long have you been here?” Marlena
asked.

“About six months,” was the reply.
“They train slaves, I understand.  Are you one?”
“They also punish prisoners,” Shala whispered with anger.  “When they came to my world, I

attacked one of them.  So I’m a prisoner instead of a slavegirl.  I am here to be punished, not
trained.”  She glanced nervously over her shoulder but the guard was not paying attention to her.
“For the rest of my life,” she hissed.  “Like you are.”

Marlena had to ask what was foremost on her mind.  “Is there a way to escape?”
A look of fear passed over Shala’s face.  “You do not want to try.  The penalty is most

terrible.”
“I want to try,” said Marlena firmly.
“You will die.”  It was a matter of fact statement.
The meal finished, Shala had to go.  Before she and the cart moved on to the next set of

cells, she cast a concerned glance back to Marlena.
The meal went a long way to make her feel better.  Now if someone would come along and

removed those ropes that where hurting her arms…
Someone did come along about half an hour later, but that guard did not remove the ropes

from her wrists.  Instead he removed her totally from her cell and marched her off with a rope
noose around her neck for a leash.

Marlena tried to memorize the corridors and lift tubes, but it was a formidable task in that
underground maze.  Finally they stepped out of a tube into a section where the walls were no
longer carved from stone but a clean, dull white.  The floor changed to carpet, a welcome change
upon her bare feet.  In that section she noted Kr’ll coming and going as they marched down the
corridor, none of them seeming to even notice the naked and bound prisoner.  Perhaps that was a
common sight in this section.

She was taken to a small room that reminded her of a medical examining room, complete
with a table, cabinets, white walls and a bright overhead light.  There were two chairs, but the
guard did not order her to sit and she was too afraid to take the initiative.  So the two of them
stood there until a Kr’ll came in.  He wore a long, bright red coat and said nothing, but looked
Marlena up and down carefully.  Then he turned to the guard and said something in Kr’ll.  The
guard immediately grabbed Marlena and pushed her face down onto the table.  The padding was
cold against her breasts as he held her there.  With her arms still bound, there was nothing she
could do beyond kicking her legs, and that did not seem too wise.  Whatever they were going to
do to her, they would do it.  And use any amount of force and/or pain needed to get it done.



Slavegirl in Training
Tanya was a young, innocent virgin.  She had no idea what was happening to her when her

drunken father sold her to be taken away by the Secret Police and delivered to a wealthy tyrant.
She was told of her new role as a sex slave, and her training began immediately.  She was kept
naked, whipped, bound, tormented and subjected to all manner of humiliation, used and abused
for the pleasure and amusement of her owner and all the men who worked for him.  It seemed as
though her suffering would never end…

Excerpt:
She was marched to a room she had never seen before, a small one with a single bed as its

only furnishing.  The bed was little more than a mattress set upon wires stretched across a tubular
frame.  During all the cleaning and eating, her wrists had remained handcuffed behind her, but in
that room, the cuffs were removed and replaced with rope.  Gunther pulled the mattress from the
bed and pushed it aside.

As she had been that morning, her arms were pulled together and tied with the elbows
tightly together.  Then she was pushed over to the bed and made to lie on her back, her bound
arms under her, on the wire webbing.  Gunther had a large pile of coiled up ropes lying on the
floor and proceeded to use them to secure her to the bed.  First he tied rope around her waist and
down one side of the bed where it went around a metal brace.  Back up and around her waist
again, then down the other side.  This was repeated half a dozen times until her waist was
cinched down and her body pressed harder into the mattress.

The net of thick metal wires that normally held the mattress made a wonderful framework
upon which to bind a naked woman.  He tied a rope to one of the wires and passed it up and
around her neck.  It then went down to the other side, and in a manner the same as her waist, he



lashed her neck down to the mattress.  The ropes were snug around her neck, but would hurt only
if she tried to move her head.

Then he looped a rope around each ankle and tied them up to the thick metal tube across the
head of the bed.  Each leg was alternately pulled until her legs were spread wide, held rigidly
straight, and bent back over her body with her feet higher than the level of her head.  He tied
them down to the frame as tightly as he could pull, making her whine and grunt with the stress
on her body.  Her hips lifted from the bed as the legs were pulled, but could go only so far with
her waist lashed down.  The ropes around her tummy cut in worse because of the pull on her
legs, but there was nothing she could do about it.

This man kept untying and pulling on the ropes to her ankles until it seemed impossible that
her hips could bend any more.  So tense was the pressure that Tanya could not even bend her
knees.  When he finished, her legs were spread wide and almost touching the wire web beneath
her on either side of her body.  He added some rope around her legs just above the knees and tied
them down to the wires.

All during this binding process, Tanya was very much aware how available and vulnerable
she was, spread wide open in this position.  Her breasts were also available for whatever anyone
wanted to do to them.  She was, in short, positioned perfectly for sexual use or abuse, and in an
incredibly uncomfortable position.

But the securing of Tanya was not finished.  Gunther produced a gag unlike anything she
had seen before.  It was a metal ring with two leather straps.  He told her to open her mouth and
when she did, he inserted the ring into her mouth, behind the teeth, and turned so that it forced
her jaw wide open.  When he buckled the strap behind her head, she found herself with a wide
open mouth she could not close.

“Well, now, ready for your second punishment?” he asked.



Slavegirl in Training 2
Tanya, the young girl sold into slavery by her father in an impoverished eastern European

country, is back.  After initial training that included whippings, assorted tortures and sexual
abuse, including the stealing of her virginity, this unwilling slavegirl is sold to a new owner, a
cruel mistress if ever there was one.  Barely surviving being shipped to her new home tightly
bound and locked in a coffin, she is welcomed as a pet for a French family whose ownership of
slavegirls goes back in history.  A mother and stepdaughter take turns abusing her and teaching
her the art of lesbian lovemaking.  Then the son comes home and she finds herself strangely
attracted to this handsome but cruel man, even when he gives her to his friends to torture and use
sexually.

Excerpt:
Yvonne rose and walked from the room, leaving Tanya to struggle back up to her knees.

For many minutes she knelt there, expecting the return of her owner but finding only silence.
She took the time to look around. In addition to the desk and computer, there were a few filing
cabinets and a couple of padded chairs around a small coffee table.

When Yvonne finally returned, she had a wicked gleam in her eye.  “Come, slave,” she
ordered, “I have something to show you.”

Tanya was led to another room, apparently a bedroom to judge by the presence of a bed and
a dresser.  On the bed was a naked woman laying face down.  It took Tanya a moment to realize
that the girl was Angelique.  She was totally naked and bound with very tight ropes into a
compact hogtie.  She was also positioned at the end of the bed with her head hanging over the
edge.  She looked up when they entered, with a strange mixture of anticipation and dislike on her
face.

Tanya was pushed down to her knees at the end of the bed and then told to crawl forward
until her breasts were right up in Angelique’s face.

“Now show this slut slavegirl how a woman is supposed to service a woman’s breasts!”
Yvonne commanded.



As Angelique began licking Tanya’s left nipple, Yvonne knelt down beside her.  “Angelique
normally would never do this for a mere slavegirl,” she told Tanya.  “But she wants to play with
you, and I made it a condition that she is first to teach you how to suck a breast properly.  After
she finishes with this lesson – which will last long enough so that you will have no excuse for
not doing it properly – she will get you for the rest of the day.  See?  It works out very well for
both of you, no?”

Tanya did not reply.  She was too busy enjoying the sensations that other woman’s tongue
and lips were creating in her.  Tiny shivers of pleasure were racing down her spine as the very
sensitive nerves there were stimulated most expertly.

Angelique alternated left and right, and showed Tanya some things that she would never
have thought of herself.  Like licking the underside of her breast where there were more nerves
than she would have thought.

Tanya could not ignore the sexual excitement that this “service” was generating within her
body.  She felt a heat between her legs, and a strong desire to have hands that she could hold
onto this girl’s head with.  She had to content herself with pushing her breasts forward.

Finally, when Yvonne sensed that Tanya was excited enough, she pulled the girl away.
Angelique blinked a few times and turned her face up to Yvonne’s.  “Merde, that was horrible.  I
should not have to service a slavegirl!  It just is not right.  And these ropes hurt.”  She lowered
her head as if exhausted by her efforts.  But Tanya could hear her mutter to the floor, “She stop
me too soon.”

Yvonne sat on the bed next to Angelique and ran her fingernails along the girl’s flank.
Angelique shivered and tried to jerk herself away.  Yvonne smiled, took an ankle in one hand
and traced light lines on the sole of the bare foot with her fingernails.  Angelique jerked about
but could not pull her foot away from this minor torment.  She whined and tried to twist her
hands free, but refused to laugh even as her sole was tickled.

“Remember, little one, how I used to tie you up and tickle you until you were crying?  You
said you hated it, but I think not.  How many times did you provoke me into doing it?”

“I hated it,” Angelique said.  “And I still do.  It is cruel to tickle a helpless girl.”
“Ah, yes, that is true.  It is most cruel.  But I do so love doing it to you.”  She ran her fingers

along the girl’s side from the hip up to the shoulder.  Angelique squirmed.  “Remember that time
in the garden when you laughed so much that you wet yourself?  I had to use the garden hose to
clean you off before I could untie you.”

Angelique remembered, and a scowl crossed her face.
“Well, another time for the reminiscing.  And playing such delightful games.  I did promise

you could have this slave for the rest of the day and you did earn that privilege.  I will therefore
untie you.”

She proceeded to remove the ropes from her stepdaughter, slowly and with a great deal of
tickling the naked flesh.  Finally the last rope fell from the girl’s wrists and she sat up on the bed.
Looking down at the red indentations on her wrists and elbows, she said, “You are so cruel to
me.  Look what you have done.”

Yvonne swatted her on the bare bottom and rose from the bed.  “Have fun with this slave,”
she said, “But no permanent marks.  You know the rules.  Hurt her if you wish, but do nothing
that will not heal. Comprends?”

“Oui, je comprend.”
“D’accord. Have fun.”  Then Yvonne was gone, leaving her naked stepdaughter and

slavegirl alone.



Angelique looked down at the kneeling slavegirl and grinned most evilly.  Terrible plans
were formulating inside the pretty head and Tanya felt a shiver of fear run down her spine.  The
last ten minutes had felt so good…  Now comes the pain.



Slavegirl: Serena’s Story
Serena, a village girl with little knowledge of worldly matters, is taken to serve as a slavegirl

in the King’s castle.  There she discovers a life of constant restraints, punishments without
reason, and torment without end.  Even her sister slaves lose no opportunity to add to her torment
in cruel ways as only another woman can.  Bad as her lot would seem, she hears whispered
stories of extreme cruelties that may be the terrible fate of her friends from her village.

Yet, not all is torment and pain.  The Prince who claims her as his own slavegirl is a
handsome male to whom she feels herself attracted from the first time he whips her.  His hard
body teases and torments her, ultimately making her crave his touch and plead for that ultimate
act between a man and a woman.  Yet he denies her that pleasure, and Serena comes to
understand that frustration can be a true torture.

Excerpt:
When Reggie came back, she was standing in the same spot, still on her toes but with a

small tear creeping down her cheek showing how much it had hurt her when she tried to jerk her
thumb free.

“I have just the thing to go with the black silk,” he told her.  That thing was a set of narrow
and thin metal bands, each formed by two half circles.  The metal appeared to be gold, shiny and
warm colored.  “They’re only gold plated,” he told her, “but look very nice against the black.”
He took her free hand and circled the wrist with one band.  The end folded over and the half
circle slid through a slot.  A small lock was then inserted through the half circle but not closed.
He let her noosed thumb down and picked at the tight cord until he could untie it.  Then he
wrapped the other band around that wrist.  A chain, also of gold, and a second lock secured her
wrists together in front of her. She was allowed only six inches separation but that was
wonderful compared to what she had been enduring.

“This is a minimum in the way of restraints,” he told her seriously.  “Don’t abuse the
privilege.  The Prince likes to see his slaves in really tight, highly uncomfortable bondage, so if
you try to do anything wrong you’ll lose these comfortable cuffs and be wearing some much
worse.  I hope you take me seriously about this.”

“I will,” she said, looking down at her new shackles.  “Will my feet be chained also?”
“Only if you’re being punished,” he said as he folded and returned the rest of the silk

material to the chest.



“Tell me, will the Prince…  Well, will he use me?”
“You mean will he fuck you?  Honey, often and hard.  But not always.  The Prince likes to

play with his slaves.  Doesn’t always do what you expect him to.  Keeps you guessing what will
happen next.”

“Oh…  I think I see what you mean.  Last night he got me all excited but then had another
girl come in and…  Well, finish the job.  I was left horny and frustrated.”

Reggie looked at her sharply.  “You were taken a day ago.  Removed from your village to
become a slave.  One of the things women most hate about that happening to them is the idea of
being used sexually by their captors.  You mean to tell me that you were frustrated that he didn’t
fuck you?”

“Oh, no!  I mean…  I expected to be used, true.  I guess it was just a surprise when he
didn’t.”

“Get used to surprises with the Prince.  You’ll also find out what it’s like to be fucked by
him soon enough.”

“Oh…”
“By the way, you’ll get along better with him if you call him ‘Master’.  You can use ‘Prince’

but Master sort of defines the relationship better.”
“I’ll try to remember that.”  She lifted the golden shackles so she could see them better.

“These are heavy,” she said.
“To be expected.  Iron with a thick plating of gold.”
“And what should I call you?”
“You may just call me Reggie.  Most everyone does.  But if the Prince is present, you should

simply say ‘Sir’.  Got that?”
“Yes, Sir.”  She admired the gold encircling each wrist snugly.  “They are beautiful – in a

way.  I mean…  But I would rather not be wearing them.”
“But if you have to be chained, they are pretty, is that you mean?”
“I guess so.”
Having put away the extra clothing, Reggie stood before her and took her joined hands by

the chain.  “Come on now.  There’s someone you should meet.”
“Who?”
“You’ll see,” he said with a faint smile.



Slavegirl: Sandra’s Story
Wrongly arrested, convicted, and sentenced to seven years in prison. But for a beautiful

American girl visiting a small, remote country, prison is the last of the options the authorities
intend for her.  Instead, she is sold to Count Alucard to become the latest addition to his slavegirl
collection.  Instead of a few harsh years in a dirty prison, Sandra is facing a lifetime of
imprisonment, sexual abuse and the kiss of the whip.  For both the sadistic Count and his even
more sadistic daughter, pleasure is the sound of a slavegirl screaming as pain and torment is
inflicted on her defenseless body.

But fate plans a strange twist for poor Sandra and her only friend in that horrid place,
another slavegirl, the beautiful black Shana.  As the country descends into the chaos and turmoil
of civil war, Sandra’s future may be completely different…

Excerpt:
I was left alone, so I took an inventory of my surroundings.  It was a man’s room with wood

paneling, a brick fireplace, and a massive oak desk.  The floor was covered in a thick forest
green carpet, and there were a couple of chairs and a sofa, all in black leather and looking very
plush.  Then I was lifted from the wheel chair and unceremoniously dumped upon the carpet
before the fireplace.  Which had a nice fire going, I might add.

The man who had brought me left, taking the chair with him.  I struggled around to get on
my side so I could see something besides green carpet.  Then a voice came from behind me.

“Welcome,” was all it said.  A man’s voice, cultured and speaking English.  I rolled onto my
stomach and then onto my right side so I could see who was addressing me.  That put me closer
to the fire, but the heat felt good against my bare skin.

The man was sitting in one of the chairs facing the fireplace.  He was middle-aged, with
temples turning gray but otherwise black hair. His features were slender, the nose sharp and the
chin somewhat pointed.  But it was his eyes that caught my attention.  They were dark, almost
totally black, like forest pools in shadow.  He sat there with his hands forming a steeple before
him as he studied me.  My first impression was that I was looking at one of the photos or



paintings of Dracula.  Or at least what people think he looked like.  And I don’t mean Bela
Lugosi.

For a long time we stared at each other.  I know he was aware of my rather sexy body, but
he seemed to only look to my eyes.  It was disconcerting in a way that he did not stare at my
protruding breasts or pubic triangle like most men will.  His eyes were almost hypnotic the way
they held mine.

“I see,” he finally said, “that they used a chain to gag you.  I do not have the key for that
lock, but it matters not.  What you have to say matters little.  As a courtesy, I will tell you briefly
about your new status, then you will be taken away to be cleaned and prepared.”

He rose and went to a sideboard where he poured himself a drink, brandy, I figured from the
shape of the glass.

“I have bought you.”
It was a simple statement and one that puzzled me.  I mean, I had barely gotten used to the

idea that I was a prisoner in the normal sense. Now here was this man telling me that he had
purchased me?

“I paid good money for you, though that is of little import to you.  You are now a slave of
Count Alucard.  My property, to speak more formally.”  He took a sip.  “You were convicted of
a crime,” he went on.  “Are you guilty?  Well, never mind; it makes no difference.”  He ignored
my shaking of my head.  “You are my toy now, to use, abuse and eventually, when I tire of you,
to be cast aside.”

I protested with a whine.  Damn that chain!  I would have given him a piece of my mind had
I the ability to speak.

He settled back into the chair, looking very much like a satisfied and confident man.  “I
think it only fair to tell you that I am a sadist.”  He took another sip, perhaps to give that
statement time to sink in.  “I enjoy causing pain in beautiful women.  It is to me a beautiful thing
to see a woman writhe in agony and give vent to her suffering in screams.”

I was shocked!  This man was impossible.  Everything that was happening to me was
impossible!  Part of me kept expecting him to break into a big grin and tell me that it was all a
joke and I could go home.

“I would be nice if you were one of those women who likes pain,” he continued, “but I don’t
think you are.  I am looking forward to hearing your screams.”

Then I believed him.  It sank into my mind that he was being sadistic in the way he teased
and tormented me with nothing more than words.  He was enjoying my mental suffering as I lay
there, filled with fear over what he was saying.  Not to mention my physical suffering from
overly tight ropes and that damned chain gag.

“You have a new life now.  It will be one of constant restraints and frequent anguish, not to
mention sexual use and abuse.  Your old life and even your old name are gone.  I shall call
you…”  He paused in consideration.  “I shall call you ‘Willow’.  No real reason for that name.  I
just like it.  You, of course, will address me as ‘Master’.”

Bullshit!  This guy was way the hell out in left field.  Certifiably coo-coo.  Funny farm
material.

He was off on some kind of macho, male-ego mental trip.  The trouble was he had my body
and I was forced to be on that same trip with him.

“Well, I’ll have you fixed up now.  You aren’t, by any chance, a virgin, are you?  No, I
guess not.  A body like that was made for sex and little else.  No way you could stay a virgin
looking like you do.”



He rose and went to the desk where he pressed a button and the man with the wheel chair
came back in.  I was picked up and placed in the chair again and wheeled out.  I did not even
have the chance to say one “fuck you” to the man who thought he was my “Master”.



Slavegirls of Dragon’s Lair
Ace girl reporter Lynn Carter thought she had come upon the training camp of white slavers

when she spotted a string of nearly naked and bound girls being marched through a forest far
from anywhere.  She followed, and discovered a house where there were naked women all over
the place, bound in stringent and painful ways, enduring torture and sexual abuse, all apparently
victims of the white slavers.

Determinedly on the trail of this great news story, Lynn infiltrated the house and found
lovely women suffering unspeakable punishments deep in the dungeons.  She had no idea there
is a secret to this hidden house; a secret that would surprise the girl reporter and force her to
confront her own inner needs and desires.  All too soon she is feeling the tight ropes crushing her
arms and legs into helplessness, and harsh gags filling her mouth.

Excerpt:
For a moment Lynn had the wild idea of helping the poor, frustrated girl by teasing her

imprisoned body into a climax.  It should not be hard to do, given her already high state of
arousal; she was borderline climax already.  And that would certainly defeat the purpose for
which the white slavers had put her there.

But then she shook her head.  She was here to get a story, not to play games with unseen
white slavers.  Or their slaves.

Leaving the girl still bound to the post, still moaning softly, the vibrator still happily
humming its tiny song of joy, Lynn walked to the door and tried it.  It was unlocked.  Opening it
slowly, she peeked inside to find an empty hallway.

As Lynn entered and slowly closed the door behind her, she did not see the action happening
where she had just been standing.  The bound girl’s moans increased, as did her hip action.
Quickly, her struggles built up until she was straining violently against the ropes, shifting her
knees and what she could of her hips from side to side in a hopeless but frantic effort to free her
trapped body.  Fingers fluttered in the twilight, the head shook back and forth, and a strange
combination of moans and tiny cries issued forth.  Suddenly the body went rigid, legs ramrod
straight, heels digging into the ground, head pulled back the tiny amount allowed, and her hands
clenched into fists.  A prolonged, muffled but heartfelt moan escaped the gag as the feminine
body tensed every muscle against the unmoving wooden post and its embrace of ropes.  The
body held that position for impossibly long seconds, and then trembled all over.  Human muscles
finally gave in and the body went slack, knees bent, fingers hanging down, head bend forward.

Yet somewhere within that lovely package of feminine nudity, a small but powerful tool of
modern technology continued to function.  The helpless girl’s body could not ignore what teased
and tickled her so intimately.



She began with a sharp moan of anger and a shake of the gagged head, as if crying out to the
world, “No, not again!”  The nipples, which had remained taut as if knowing more was to come,
began slowly rising and falling in time with her increased breathing.  The hips began slowly
grinding and the soft moans started up again.

During the entire sequence of events the girl’s eyes never opened.  She knew no one was
going to come for a long, long time.  And if anyone did, it would be only to tease or inflict tiny
tortures on her imprisoned body, neither of which she wished to witness coming.  In her
unspoken thoughts, the shapely, bound up girl both cursed that crotch rope holding the vibrator
deep inside for it to do its insidious work, and thanked it for providing just the right friction and
pressure to send her crashing into blinding ecstasy not once but many times more in the long
night to come.

Meanwhile, Lynn was making her way down the hallway, ready to turn and flee at the first
sign of discovery.  The thick carpet softened her footfalls into silence.  There were several doors
on each side and one at the end.  All were closed; none gave any indication of what might be
hidden behind the heavy oak panels.  She chose the first door on the right, no different from any
of the rest.  With her ear against the wood she listened, but no hint came of what might be hidden
within.  So she opened the door and peeked.  It was a small room, lit by a single overhead light,
and bare except for a nude girl standing in its center.  Lynn slipped in and closed the door behind
her.

It was the same redhead Lynn had seen yesterday on the trail, the one whose arms had been
bound, elbows touching, tighter and crueler than the others.  She was sort of standing.  One foot
was on the floor, but it looked as if she were holding the other foot behind her.  Lynn circled,
keeping near the walls, not knowing if the girl could see her in the dim light.

The redhead was definitely in an enforced stand.  Her right arm was stretched towards the
ceiling by a metal cuff around the wrist and a chain.  It appeared to Lynn as if someone had cut a
pair of handcuffs in half and welded on a chain.  The other end was locked to a ring in the ceiling
next to the light.  The girl’s right leg was bent at the knee and pulled up towards her left wrist,
which in turn was pulled down to meet it.  What kept them together was a pair of handcuffs, one
bracelet around the wrist and the other around the ankle.

It was a carefully executed piece of torture.  Her upper arm was pulled so high that only the
ball of her left foot could reach the floor.  And under that foot was a piece of triangular shaped
wood, sharp edge up.  It was painful to have to put your weight on the inverted “V” of wood, but
more painful to hang by the chained wrist.  And that raised leg pulled down on the other wrist,
forcing the metal edge of the handcuffs to dig into tender flesh. Perhaps the girl could force her
leg up and take the strain off the wrist and ankle.  But that could only last a while before the
muscles would grow tired, the leg would sag, and the heartless metal would again dig in.

As Lynn performed her inspection, the redhead’s eyes followed her where they could.
There was pain and strain showing on that beautiful face, but also some puzzlement.  Finally it
was the redhead who broke the silence.

“Who are you?”



Slavegirls of the Third Reich
In a world torn by war, lovely young women were kidnapped, held prisoner and tortured in

numerous gruesome ways under the guise of medical research by a cruel and evil regime.
Horrible torments were inflicted upon innocent women; insufferable pain and agony became
their constant companion.  All restraints were off as sadists tortured their victims brutally and
filmed the anguish for their masters back in Berlin.  Into this hell on earth came a loyal officer
and a brave soldier.  But he made the mistake of falling for a beautiful, dark-eyed beauty.  And
then a lot of excrement strikes the air circulation device…

INTRODUCTION
This book is fiction.  The characters and events are purely imaginary.
However, the physical and sexual experiments performed on live human subjects have a

basis in real reports of events that took place between 1933 and 1945 under orders from the
German Nazi hierarchy under the guise of medical research.

Stories of those few who survived Nazi atrocities are well known, and yet little has been
written of those who, out of the terror, were to find something to hold onto that otherwise they
would never have known.

This is a story of what might have happened for some of them.

Excerpt:
For a while he simply looked down at her through the bars.  Oh, lord, but she is a beautiful

woman, he thought.  Take her out of here, clean her up and put on a nice dress…  Yet part of the
stirrings he felt inside were not to see her in an evening gown but to see her naked and laying on
a bed.  The way those curves filled out the thin cloth, the way those long legs curled under her…
This was one woman who affected him like none other had ever.



“Is it true?” she asked finally.
“Is what true?”
“This place here – it is one of those places where…  Where experiments are performed on

prisoners?  Or is this just another jail.  Will I be shipped out to one of the camps?”
“Where did you hear about the camps?” he asked seriously.  He knew something about the

camps, but they were not general knowledge.
“All the Jews and others are being shipped somewhere,” she said without feeling.
“This is not a camp.”
“Then it is…”
He explained, at least as much as the official story went.
“Then it is as I feared.”
“Where did you hear about such places?”
“There was talk around the university.  And it wasn’t hard to guess.  Haven’t you noticed the

whole world had gone crazy?”  A strange smile crossed her lips.
He did not try to argue.  His own feelings were too close to hers.  At a loss for words, he

simply stared at her.
“Please…” she said.
“Yes?”
“Please…  Shoot me.”
“You wish death?”
“No.  But it is preferable to what will happen to me here.”
Again he could not disagree with her.
“It would be too hard to explain,” he said weakly.  In truth, his mind recoiled from the idea

of putting a bullet into this beautiful woman.
“Do you like my body?” she asked, thrusting her breasts out.  “Would you like to fuck me?”
Part of him wanted to scream, “Yes!” but part was strangely shocked at her vulgar offer.
“If I let you fuck me, then will you please shoot me?” she pleaded.
“I could have a couple of guards take you to my bed, tie you down, and then I could screw

you all night.  I do not need your permission,” he told her.
A whine escaped her lips and a tear formed in the corner of one eye.  “Then all I can do is

ask you to release me.”
He knew she meant with a bullet, not out into the streets.
“If you have any humanity left in you…” she pleaded.
Wagner took a deep breath.  “I cannot,” he replied faintly, then turned and walked quickly

away.



Slaves of a Barbarian World
Just as the beautiful Tiffany von Wanderkind, daughter of a very rich man, was climbing

into bed with a lovely stewardess in a first class cabin of a starship, alarms go off and the two of
them dive into a life pod just seconds ahead of the destruction for the ship.  The life pod deposits
them on a backwater planet where women are kept as slaves and no one knows about space
travel.

No one, that is, except for one man who crashed there himself years before and used his
advanced technology to set himself up a local despot, Lord Mark.  His men capture the two
shipwrecked girls and add them to his stable of slavegirls.

But Tiffany and Donna are not content to remain slaves and plot to escape from the tight
ropes, whippings, constant shackles and lack of clothing, which is a slavegirl’s lot.  And there is
the Amazonian Athena, who delights in making other woman suffer – and is very good at it.
Will they EVER get away from this slavery?

Excerpt:
At the first hint of dawn’s rosy pink light, Lord Mark strode into the stables, swishing his

purple robe about him, to inspect the punishment of one of his slavegirls.  Cara was her name
and she was a new slave, having been obtained by Lord Mark only a couple weeks before.  She
was young, finely shaped and with the soft bluish tint of the Mountain People.  And, like many
of the women obtained from that source, she was not quite as docile as a Master might like.  But
that was not a problem in the eyes of Lord Mark, no, quite the opposite.  He enjoyed breaking the
spirit of a new girl so as to transform her into a properly submissive and obedient slavegirl.  This
Cara would be no exception.

Inside the stables, it was a little less cold than outside but not much.  The horses need not be
exposed to the elements, especially during the Slandella winter, but also need not be pampered.
With their thick skins and hairy coats, the horses did not mind a little cold.  The same could not
be said for a naked slavegirl.  Cara was still in the stall where he had left her the night before,



still naked, and still bound in the very uncomfortable manner he had ordered for her, not that he
had expected anything else.

Placing his lantern upon a post so he could see the naked woman, Mark stood for a while,
enjoying the sight he never grew tired of gazing upon: a beautiful woman in tight and
inescapable bondage.  Cara slowly lifted her head and blinked in the light.  He could see the
strain on her lovely face and doubted that she had slept much that night.  She saw who stood
before her and lowered her head again.

The evening before, at his orders, Cara had been dragged to that stall by two of the more
experienced and trained slavegirls.  Her arms were already bound behind her back with the hands
facing each other, palm to palm, and the elbows tightly lashed together.  She was tossed upon the
straw and held there while one of the girls bound her ankles, then her legs above the knees,
making both strictures very tight.  Then she was flopped over onto her stomach and a rope
passed between her shins and forearms to form a large loop.  That was then passed over a beam
and pulled by both slavegirls until the loop shrank, then shrank more to pull Cara’s feet back
towards her hands.  And they did not stop when the wrists were pressed hard against the ankles.
They continued until the naked woman was lifted from the straw.  And then, not until she was
hanging suspended in midair about five feet off the ground did they tie off the knot and leave.

A few minutes later, Lord Mark came to inspect the punishment, approved of the tightness
and security of the restraints, and then left the young woman to a very uncomfortable night.

In the morning, the strain of spending a night in a suspended hogtie was evident upon the
face of the girl.  Her body had been cruelly arched backwards in a manner not normal for the
human form.  She had fought the ropes the night before, perhaps hoping that she might work
free, but more likely simply out of anger and frustration.  She had jerked and set her body
swaying back and forth in the small stall until she was banging against the wooden sides, but to
no avail.  By the early light she was still hanging there.  And the night had been rather cool, for
the coming winter had already laid its hand upon the mountains, especially after the sun
descended.

“Did you slept comfortably?” he asked grandly.  “Or did you sleep at all?”  He chuckled to
himself.

Cara said nothing.  She had not slept save in a fitful manner when the hours grew late and
exhaustion claimed her.

“Not talking, are we?  Well, I suppose there’s an excuse for it this morning.  This is a fine
punishment, is it not?”

He laughed a bit but was not joined by the naked woman.  “Well, this morning you are to get
the second part of your punishment, the whipping I promised you.”

He took firm hold of the rope and untied the knot holding her suspended.  Slowly he let the
rope play out until she was only a foot above the straw, then he let go.  Cara dropped to the
ground with a gasp but said nothing.  Slowly her legs began to unfold as the rope released its
tight grip.  Lord Mark pulled the suspension rope through her arms and legs, coiled it and hung it
on a hook.  Then he rolled her over onto her back and began untying the ropes that bound her
legs together.  As he was finishing that up, Cara began crying large, silent tears that told of the
pain of returning circulation and awakening nerves.

Mark, being familiar with such scenes, did not try to force her to her feet immediately.  He
was certain her legs would not take her weight, plus he enjoyed seeing a girl in pain from
returning circulation.  The women of Slandella could take an incredible amount of punishment,
but they were human stock and did have a heart and circulation the same as other humans.  It was



possible to make their hands or feet turn dark colors and go numb and cold, just as with the
women he had known.  And it would take time for them to recover.  He gave her five minutes,
and then roughly hauled her up to her feet.  She stood unsteadily but did not fall.

“Come,” was his only command as he turned to go.  He did not look back to see if she was
obeying, but he did smile to himself at the thought that she might disobey.  That would earn her
extra punishment, and it was looking to be a beautiful day to punish slavegirls.

On unsteady feet, Cara followed her owner and Master of all the lands around.  His
destination was a small clearing near the main house, a clearing he had designed as a punishment
area.  There were posts set solidly into the ground, horizontal bars and stocks.  And a pillory and
an iron cage hanging from a crossbeam between two stout posts.  But the device he wished to use
this morning was none of those, just a simple arrangement of four solid wooden stakes driven
into the ground.  Each had a hole through it big enough to pass a couple strands of rope, and they
were placed in a rectangle just the right size for the tethering of a naked woman in a spread-eagle
position.

The sky was turning golden colors that were chasing the stars from view, and in that
morning light Cara could see all the punishment devices around her.  Lord Mark set the lantern
upon the ground and looked Cara over carefully.  Her youthful, high breasts stuck out proudly,
aided by the stricture of her elbows behind her.  Her waist tapered in then flared out quite
beautifully.  In the pale yellow from the lantern and coming dawn, he found her a very nice
package to look at, and felt desire rising within his loins.  He had not taken this one to bed yet,
but the morning air still had a nip to it and screwing her on the bare ground lacked something.
He would withhold that pleasure for a while longer.

When the time was right, he would grant her the extreme pleasure of his sexual attentions,
and they would be a marked contrast to the agonies she was enduring as her training continued.

At that point, Athena came up, carrying another lantern, some chains and locks, and a whip
that she presented to her Master in a formal manner.  Then, the tall, powerfully built slavegirl,
for that is what Athena was, took the chains and laid them upon the ground between two of the
stakes.  She easily forced Cara down to her knees then onto her face in the dirt.  Her ankles were
encircled by the chains, locked snugly, then spread wide to be locked to the stakes.  Only when
her legs were spread wide and secured did Athena remove the ropes from Cara’s arms.  Without
pausing, she looped chain around each wrist and locked it to the stakes above her head.  When
Athena stood up, Cara was spread wide on the ground and unable to move much more than
wiggle her fingers or shake her head.

Those chained hands were still awakening from the harsh treatment of the night and Cara
could not hold in a moan as the tingling and pins and needles ravished her hands and forearms.
Lord Mark waited until he felt she was over the worst of that particular pain.  He wished her to
feel the full impact of each stroke of the whip without distractions.

The first stroke was unannounced, and brought froth a gasp from the naked woman
accompanied by a jerk of her hips, for the stroke had marked her bottom across both cheeks.

This was not a riding crop to redden the cheeks, nor a small leather whip designed to sting
but not mark the skin.  This was a heavier braided leather whip with a stiff tip designed to raise
welts and leave marks to remind the slave of her punishment for a long time.  And to cause a
great deal of pain in doing it.

Lord Mark, with an expertise gained from much practice, shifted his position slightly
forward and placed the next stroke precisely in the crease between her left ass cheek and the top
of her thigh, allowing the tip of the whip to impact very close to the tender flesh of that area



between her legs.  It was a hint that suggested more than her bottom might become the target of
that pain-causing leather.

Slowly, working with precision and skill, he covered her bottom with thin lines of red that
quickly became swollen and angry.  Then he shifted down to the backs of her thighs, granting
each leg its fair share of the pain.  Slowly, steadily, the punishment continued, the marking of a
new slavegirl, as is a Master’s right to do.  The sky lightened until the brilliant yellow rays of the
sun itself fingered their way through the pine trees to strike the naked and crying woman on the
ground.

Thirty numbered the slashes and whipmarks upon that soft flesh, some beginning to overlap
so that fresh pain burst upon old and was worse for it.  Lord Mark’s eyes were bright with
excitement as he worked over the female flesh held in place by chains.  Cara’s only reactions had
been gasps and a jerking of her body.  After the twentieth stroke, her fingers clawed at the earth
but she held in any words of pain or pleading.

Lord Mark paused.  To Athena, who had been standing passively by, watching but not
reacting, he said, “That, I believe, is thirty.”

“Yes, Master.  Thirty.”
“Good.  That should get her attention.  Now let’s see if we can make her scream.”
By the fortieth cut upon her flesh, Cara was screaming, for some of them were finding that

private place between her legs.



Strange Desires
Sex was not enough for Melody.  She craved something more and she thought she knew

what she needed, but she had no idea where to find it.  Where was a man who could bind her
tightly and securely, who could satisfy her needs, however kinky and unusual?  Surely there was
at least one out there, somewhere, but who would know where to find one?

At last, Melody had an idea: she remembered Cheyenne, the girl voted, jokingly perhaps, as
being “the most likely to run a brothel” in their high school yearbook.  Where was she now?
And was that prophecy likely to have come true?  In fact, Cheyenne was running a brothel, a
very high class brothel with many very kinky clients demanding very kinky services.  To
Cheyenne, the solution to Melody’s problem was obvious, but Melody was not quite so sure that
she wanted to work as one of the kinkier girls in Cheyenne’s bizarre establishment…

Excerpt:
The screen switched to a video feed, apparently from a camera located high up in the corner

of a room.  The scene was surprisingly clear considering it was probably only a surveillance
camera.  The display showed room with four objects in it.  One was a bed, one of the old
fashioned kinds with thick metal tubes for the headboard and footboard.  The bed was covered
with what appeared to be fur.  The next object was a nightstand beside the bed.  It might have
been just a bedroom, but for what was happening.  The last two objects therein were Hap and a
woman.  The woman was spread-eagle on the bed and totally naked.  She appeared to be in her
thirties, of fair build, medium brown hair (confirmed as her real color by the triangle between her
legs), and a little on the plain side.  Her arms were tied to the upper corners of the bed by thick
ropes, the same as her feet were bound at the bottom.  Those ropes looked to be quite tightly tied.

Standing over her was Hap.  He was stripped to the waist, and Melody felt a tingle of
attraction at those wonderfully firm muscles.  For a second, it flashed through her mind to
wonder what it would be like to have that body lying over hers.

He was not just standing there, however.  He was flogging the woman on the bed.  The whip
he was using was apparently a cat-o-nine-tails with short, supple, leather strips.  Each time he
lifted it and brought it down on the woman’s helpless body, there was a loud smacking sound.
He was slowly applying the whip across her breasts, occasionally, as Melody watched, switching
down to lash one across her hips.



With each strike of the leather, the woman cried out.  She was not gagged and the cries were
fairly loud.

“What is this?” Melody could not help but ask.
“Just a customer getting what she’s paying for,” informed Cheyenne casually.
Melody found her gut tightening up and her breathing coming faster.  She could not take her

eyes from that woman’s naked body, or from the redness where the flogger was lashing her
slowly but methodically.

“He’s hurting her!” Melody exclaimed.
“Yes, he is,” Cheyenne agreed.  “But you should understand that the flogger he’s using is

made of very soft leather and he is not lashing it down with all his strength.  It is stinging her, but
little more.”

Melody continued to watch as he moved from one side of the bed to the other.  The flogging
continued there.

“Is that all? She gets hurt and that’s it?”
“Oh, no!  There’s much more,” Cheyenne laughed.  “Watch.  You’ll see.”
The flogging continued until all the flesh of her large breasts was covered with red, angry

skin, and most of her hips also, at least what was visible beyond the pubic patch.  Melody was
sure that it had to hurt her sex terribly.  She was certain it would if done to her.  A part of her
wondered why the woman was not screaming.

On the screen, the woman was begging for him to stop.  In a wonderfully evil voice, all bass
and rich, he told her that she had been a naughty girl and was only getting what she deserved.
The flogging continued as the woman’s cries seemed to increase in sincerity.

When it seemed she was about to begin serious screaming, Hap coiled the whip up in his
hand and asked, “Are you ready to thank me for punishing you?”

The woman shook her head from side to side violently.  “No, don’t do that to me!  I beg of
you!”  Her plea was most heartrending.  At least, so it seemed to Melody.

What kind of scene is this? she wondered.  This is cruel, to say the least.  But a part of her
could not possibly tear away from the scene in full color and sound on the monitor.  Not quite
aware of it yet, but there was a heat growing between her legs as she watched the woman’s
suffering.  She only thought about it later, but all the time she was wondering what the woman
was feeling.  How much did it hurt?  How helpless did she feel?  How afraid was she?

And, of course, what more would happen to her?  She was helpless, after all.
“You will obey!” he told her firmly.  “Unless you want more pain.”
The woman was still shaking her head but the begging had stopped.  Then her head stopped

moving as Hap began undoing his pants.  The slacks came down, and Melody almost gasped
aloud.  That compact ass was the most perfect ass she had ever seen.  But then, she had not seen
many bare male asses. Still, she could not imagine one more perfect.

And that rod sticking out in front!  It was larger than any she had seen, even dwarfing Eric’s,
which had formerly held first place.  The blunt end was pointed directly at the woman’s face and
her eyes were wide with fear – but could not stop looking.

Then he was climbing on the bed.  As his body straddled the woman’s, it also blocked what
was happening from the camera’s view.  Cheyenne touched a few keys and the view shifted to
one from the side.  Now Melody could see that log of rigid flesh hovering before the woman’s
face.  She looked positively frightened to death and her lips were clamped shut.  A whining noise
was all that came out.



Submissive of the Castle
Melinda has a promising career as a submissive at The Castle, a professional house of

domination and submission where men and women pay to treat her as the submissive she really
is, but she is kidnapped and tortured by a man who thinks she is a dominatrix who corrupted his
son.  She faces a lifetime of ropes, handcuffs and whips as a slave, abused by a sadistic Master.
And then it becomes worse.

Excerpt:
For the first time, he spoke, “Turn around and bend over.”
I swallowed hard and considered refusing.  But if I had learned anything from Diane and

The Castle, it was that a tied and chained girl should not refuse her captor anything.  I slowly
turned and bent forward until my head was against the wall.  My bottom, which I was sure was
the target, was pointed towards him and exposed.

The first stroke, when it came, was what I had expected: terrible.  This man was strong and
he had swung the crop with his full strength.  It crashed across my bottom and I cried out as
loudly as I could with the inflatable gag in my mouth.

I jerked upright and snubbed my neck on the chain.  “Bend back down,” he said quietly.  I
sucked in air through my nose and looked pleadingly at him.  I whined pitifully.  He shook his
head and gestured towards the bench with his riding crop.  I whined some more and bent until I
was back in position.  He took his time and warmed up my bottom quite well.  I could not see it,
but I was sure that every square inch of it was bruised and inflamed.  Each time the crop lashed
my bare flesh, I jerked and cried out.  Soon tears of pain were racing down my cheeks to fall
upon the wooden bench in large, dark stains.

I did not count how many strokes I got.  I am not sure he did, either.  Suffice it to say that is
was a good whipping and my bottom burned something terrible.

Before I realized the whipping was over, his hands were on my shoulder, urging me into an
upright position.  Then his fingers were turning a tiny screw on the valve and my inflatable gag
was deflating.  I cried as my jaw closed, for moving muscles that have been held strained until
they ache can be a pain in itself.  He pulled the rubber balloon from my mouth and tossed it
towards the trunk.  From his pocket he took a small rubber bulb with a short tube attached and
tossed that after the gag.  I figured that was the pump.



“Why?” I managed after a few seconds of working my jaw.
“Because…”  For a while I thought that was all he was going to say, and remembered my

Mother constantly telling me that “because” was not an answer.  But he continued, “Of what you
did to my son.”

“You son?”  I was puzzled and sure it showed in my voice.
“You ruined the boy,” he said. “Messed up his mind.  He’s not what he should be now.”
This man seemed to be referring to something I was unaware of.  “I don’t know your boy,” I

said, then added, “Do I?”
“Of course you know him.  He visited you at that place entirely too many times.”
“The Castle?” I ventured.
“The Castle,” he confirmed.  “You are responsible for ruining my son, and I’m going to

make you pay for that.  You’ll deserve every bit of punishment you get.”
“Hey, wait a minute!  I didn’t ruin anybody’s boy!  I just work there.”
His face turned hard. “I don’t mind kinky sex,” he said carefully.  “That’s okay.  But when

done properly.  You perverted my boy into a wimp, a milksop who worships the ground you
walk on.  That’s not right for a man to do.  You ruined him.”

Where I come from, it is the girl whose father complains about her being ruined, and that
always means that she is not a virgin any longer and a shotgun wedding is coming soon.  But I
did not think this man was saying that I took his son’s virginity.

“I didn’t do anything,” I protested.  “I’ve never turned any boy into a wimp. I don’t even
know how.”

He snorted, and I knew I was not doing this right.  “Please, I don’t know what’s happening,
but I think you’ve got the wrong girl.  It’s true I work at The Castle, but I only started there a
month ago.  And I work as a submissive. If anybody gets ruined, it’s me and my bottom.”

“Liar,” he said simply.  “You know that you’re caught now, and you’ll say anything to get
out of the punishment you deserve.”

“No, I won’t!  I mean, I don’t deserve any punishment.  That’s all I get all day long at The
Castle anyway.  Mister, you got the wrong girl.”

“My name is Matt.  You can call me Master Matt.  Might as well get off on the right foot.
You are my captive, and I’ll do with you as I wish.  And I wish to punish you for what you did to
my son.”

“Please, I’m telling you, you’ve got the wrong girl!”
“My son, when he was enthusiastic about The Castle, described you and told me your name.

I’ve got the right girl, all right, Mistress Monique of the long shiny black hair and deep green
eyes.”

“But you’ve got the wrong girl!” I continued the protest.  “Mistress Monique does have long
black hair, and her eyes are green, like mine, but I’m not her!  You’ve made a mistake.”

“Do you take me for a fool?  You’ve tasted a tiny part of the pain you’ll get here, and you’ll
say anything to escape from it.”

“My name is Melinda Crosby.  You can check my purse.”
“That might be your real name, but you girls always use a different name when you’re

working at a place like that.”
I couldn’t argue with him there.  Samantha said it was standard practice to use a different

name.  I went by the name of Gwendoline at The Castle.  Samantha told me that it was the name
of a famous submissive.



I could see that arguing with this man was getting me no place fast.  Perhaps it would be
best to let him whip my ass and be over with this punishment for ruining his boy.  “How long is
this punishment to last?” I asked timidly.

He laughed.  “My boy has been ruined for life.  I figure that punishing you for the rest of
your life would be fitting.”



Suffer, Witch, Suffer
It was a time when evil walked the land, when witches danced naked in the moonlight and

put curses on innocent people.  It was also a time of Witch Finders, professional men who went
from town to town, seeking out those who might be witches and “putting them to the question”, a
polite way of saying that they were tortured until they confessed.

In this time and place, there came Henry Mathews to the small town of Shrewsbury.  It was
not long before he had half a dozen of the prettiest girls in town in a basement dungeon, torturing
them with whips, red-hot irons, with degrading and abusive acts upon their innocent bodies, and
other inventive tortures designed to break down their wills and extract confessions from them.
The confessions, of course, would only assure their places chained to a stake and burned alive!

Or maybe something worse…

Excerpt:
The cottage was unexpectedly empty.  Conley quickly looked around their smallholding but

did not find his wife.  Frowning, he set off back to the village.
The first thing he saw upon returning to the village was a woman crying and a man trying to

comfort her.  He knew the couple and went up to them.  “What is wrong?” he asked.
The man looked up, his eyes glistening with tears about to overflow, and said, “Conley!  Do

you not know what is happening?  Terrible times have come to our village!  There is evil in the
land.”

“I just returned from Hollingsworth.  Tell me, why does your wife cry so?  And where is my
Elizabeth?  I cannot find her.”



“Our daughter has just been convicted of witchcraft,” he said between clenched teeth.
“There is a witch finder in town, and…”

The rest of the story came gushing out, along with sobs.  As the words painted a picture of
madness overtaking a peaceful village, Conley’s eyes grew harder.  Suddenly, when he could
stand it no longer, he cut the man off with, “Stop!  Tell me, where is Elizabeth?”

“She’s in the gaol.  Accused of witchcraft, she is.”
Without another word, Conley stomped off towards the town gaol where he roughly pushed

aside the door and stormed in.  The Sheriff, one Hugh Blackthorne by name, was sitting by the
fireplace.  Three woman, including Elizabeth, sat in the cell, their hands obviously tied behind
their backs and their necks chained to rings in the wall.

“Release Elizabeth!” he demanded.
The Sheriff rose angrily to his feet.  “I cannot do that.  These women are accused of

witchcraft and they are my prisoners.”
“Oh, Conley!” Elizabeth cried out.  Tears filled her eyes at the sight of her husband.  All

would be set right now, and after almost all of the day spent in imprisonment and fear, hope
filled her heart.  She struggled to her feet and would have thrown herself against the bars had not
the iron collar around her neck snubbed her roughly.

“Unlock this door and get those irons off her!” he demanded.
The Sheriff stood between him and the cell.  “I said I cannot do that.  Now don’t make

trouble, Conley.  I have my orders and must obey.”
“By whose word is my wife imprisoned here?”  His anger was so strong that he could hardly

force the words out.
“The priest.  And the witch finder.”
Sucking in a deep breath, Conley tried to calm himself and managed to ask in a nearly

normal voice, “Where are they?”
“In the church.  But you’d best not disturb them.”
“And why not?”
“They’re putting an accused to the question.”
For a second, the meaning of that statement did not register on Conley.  But when it did, his

face flushed with anger.  With a quick look to Elizabeth to assure himself that she had not yet
been tortured, he stormed out of the gaol.  He had heard stories of witch finders and the
questioning of witches, and they had not been pretty.

In his anger as he crossed the short distance to the church, Conley did not notice Raven
standing there, her eyes fixed upon him.  She had heard the tale and knew what was happening in
that village.  It was a tale she had heard and seen before, and she felt sorry for the townspeople.
These witch hunts never ended in good for anyone.

The church’s main room was empty, but there came faint sounds from a side door.  When he
opened it, the sounds formed themselves into muffled screams of agony in a woman’s voice.  At
the bottom of the stairs, Conley was greeted with a sight that could have been a scene out of Hell
itself.  A young woman was hanging upside down from rings in the rafters, her legs spread wide
and the ankles tied to the rings.  Her arms were bound behind her back with the elbows tightly
corded together.  Her golden hair hung down to just touch the floor, and a cloth gag filled her
mouth.  As one man held her, another was dripping hot candle wax onto her.

“What…!” was all Conley could say.  He knew the girl, Marla Pritt, a sweet young thing
who would never harm anyone, and certainly could not a witch. “Stop that!”



“Who is this?” cried Mathews, the candle in his hand still dripping hot wax upon her
sensitive parts.

The priest hurried forward.  “Now, Conley, you don’t belong here.”
“What the hell are you doing to her?”
Mathews calmly tilted the candle back into an upright position, and addressed the stranger.

“This is a formal court of inquisition into charges of witchcraft,” he informed.  “You should
leave now.”

Conley looked at the girl he had known all her life.  Her body was crisscrossed with
whipmarks.  Cries of animal pain passed the gag and gave testimony to her suffering.

“You call this a trial!?  You’re torturing the girl!”
“It is often necessary to apply pain in order to extract a confession,” Mathews said.
“Witches have been seduced by the Devil,” he continued.  “And must have evil driven from

them.  Only when they confess and beg forgiveness of God can their souls be saved.”
“And then you put them to death,” said Conley.  “I have heard of such ‘trials’ before.”
“They go to meet their Maker with clean souls.  Those who confess do, at least.  Some are

unrepentant.  I have seen witches hurling curses and taking the Lord’s name in vain even as they
burned.”

“And what of those who continue to deny they are witches?  Even when tortured?”
“The power of Satan over young women is well known.  When he takes one as a lover, her

soul is his.  But being cunning and devious, they will deny their evil in such convincing ways
that most would believe them.  Those are the worst, and the most in need of salvation.”

Mathews had walked up to Conley as he talked, and the priest flanked him on one side.
Brother Cadfey, reluctantly tearing his eyes away from the naked body, took up the other flank.
And the Sheriff had come down the stairs to stand behind Conley.  Four to one, it was.  Still, the
young man was so taken to anger that he would have fought them all.

“You can’t do this,” he yelled at them.  “Look at her suffering!  It’s terrible!”  Suddenly he
seemed to realize how outnumbered he was.  “I’ll talk to the people,” he said, switching tracks.
“They won’t let their wives and daughters be tortured.  We’ll stop you!”

His threats were quickly put to a halt by a blow to the back of his head by a heavy stick in
the hand of Sheriff Hugh.  Conley collapsed to the floor and uttered no more protests.



Tales of the Rope
Fourteen short stories of the wonderful world of bondage, sadism, pain and helplessness

from the twisted imagination of John Savage.
A young girl is stripped naked and bound in a deserted, haunted house at midnight, and a

captured English Lady is sentenced by a bloodthirsty pirate to a horrible death buried in the sand
up to her neck.  Read of two men who have a beautiful woman knock on their doors and beg
them to bind her tightly and gag her, but with different results for each.  See what happens when
a barbarian kidnaps a princess and rides off with her intended husband in hot pursuit.

As you would expect from this accomplished storyteller of B&D, there are lots of tight ropes
cutting into soft, feminine flesh, and cries of pain echoing off basement walls…

Excerpt:
“Have you ever been tied up before?” he asked as he reached for a long piece of rope.
“No,” she replied.  “But I’ve always dreamed of how wonderful it would be to be tied hand

and foot and totally helpless.”  He put a loop around her waist, the post, and her wrists, and then
pulled it tight.  More turns around the post and her wrists were locked against the wood with
ropes cutting deeply into her stomach.  “Oh!” she exclaimed.  “You really can tie tightly.

“Well,” she went on, “I asked a couple of the men I dated if they would tie me, but half of
them didn’t want to and the other half couldn’t do a good job.  I mean, the ropes were loose and I
could get out easily.”

“Oh, that’s nice.”  He wasn’t really concentrating on her words but on that wonderful body.
Another long length of clothesline was being wrapped around her chest, arms and the post.  Most
people would have thought the ropes were going on far too tight, but Monique seemed delighted
rather than upset as strand after strand of clothesline was embedded into her lovely curves.  Soon
her body was welded to the wood with numerous very tight ropes above and below the breasts,
and around her waist.

“I decided that I would have to find someone who really knew how to tie,” she continued.
“Then I found those bondage magazines and was delighted.  Here were girls really and truly tied.



But all of them lacked that final touch, that extra tightness that would make them feel and be
totally helpless.”  She was definitely breathing harder now, despite the constriction of her waist.
“And I read your letter. I knew that if this man had really tied girls as you said you did, this was
the man I had to have tie me.”

Gary selected another coil and knelt to pick up one ankle and slip the shoe off.  The loop
went around that ankle and then up to the crossed wrists.  With effort, he passed the rope
between her forearms and the wood then back down to the other side.  He pulled, and her snared
ankle went up behind the post, up until the bottom of her foot was pointed towards the ceiling
and her fingers were touching it.  Then he brought the rope down and around the ankle again.
Several times he repeated that until her left ankle was lashed tightly just below her wrists.
Binding another rope around her right ankle, he passed that between the wood and her arms and
began pulling her other leg up and behind.

Monique grunted as her weight shifted from the supporting leg to the ropes about her body.
But they had been tied so tightly that her body slid downward only a fraction of an inch.  Soon,
her other foot was bound within touch of her fingers.

“I… I knew you were the man I wanted to teach me.”  Her breathing was much harder now,
both from the constrictions about her chest and the excitement that was evident in her eyes.  “I
want to experience the tightest, strictest, most escape proof bondage possible.  Ohhhhh.  That’s
nice!” she said as he jerked a rope tight.  “You are the one.”  Her cries were of pleasure not pain.

“I’m not finished yet,” said Gary, firmly in command and beginning to enjoy this.  Her
ankles were tied towards her wrists but she could wiggle her feet an inch back and forth.  He then
took more rope and wrapped loops of it around her ankles and the post with the rope passing
over her thighs.  Soon her legs were pressed as tightly to the wood as were her feet, eliminating
that tiny play.

“Ohhhhh, Gary!”  Monique was definitely panting now, tiny tremors dancing along her
muscles as she hung against the wood, well off the floor.  Studying his captive figure, Gary came
to the conclusion that she could move her head and wiggle her fingers.  Nothing else.

“I never believed it could be this intense,” she panted.  “So incredible, my dear.”
“I’m not finished yet,” he repeated with delight in his voice.
Her wrists were crossed with the palms outward, and along the back of each hand there ran

several lengths of rope that held her ankles up.  Gary took a roll of gray duct tape from the
workbench and cut off a length.  This he used to tape her thumb to the ropes.  Then he taped her
fingers to the ropes.  When finished, both her hands looked as if she were wearing mittens, very
tight mittens.  All her fingers were lashed to the ropes so that she couldn’t move even the tips of
them.

“Oh, my gosh!  I can’t move my fingers,” she told him as if he didn’t know.
“I’m not finished yet,” he informed her with positively fiendish glee.
A clean washrag from the bathroom was rolled up and inserted into her mouth.  As the gag

neared her face and realization of what was about to happen registered in her eyes, Monique
sighed with pleasure and managed a meek “Thank You,” before the wad pressed her tongue
down and silenced her.  Lots of duct tape wrapped very tightly around her head and the post
insured that the gag would not come out.

Her eyes were fixed on his and shivers were racing along her body.  Her breathing was
heavy and a flush was spreading over her face and breasts.

Taking the duct tape, Gary wrapped four turns of tape around her head and the post at the
level of her forehead.  Then he added more wrappings of the tape until only her nose and a small



slit for her eyes were the only parts of her head showing.  And Monique’s head was locked
firmly to the post.

Stepping back, he surveyed his handiwork.  There was little she could move.  Her fingers
were secured within a cocoon of tape and could not move.  Her body and limbs were completely
bound with her weight providing the pressure that held most of the ropes tight.  He watched the
slight movement of her breasts as she breathed.  They were beautiful and stood straight out from
the captured body as if demanding attention.  Perhaps they would get some.  He noted and
smiled at the way the ropes dug into her flesh and the fine muscle tone of this lovely woman.

Stepping closer again, he could see tiny tremors in her muscles and smell the sexual
excitement of her body.  Her eyes were closed and very soft moans were escaping through her
nose.

He lightly touched one nipple, and she gasped as if it had been an electrical shock.  Then he
took one heavy breast in his hand and squeezed, lightly at first then harder.  She moaned and he
had the impression she was trying to thrust her breast against his hand.  It was hard to tell
because her body was so tightly bound to the post.

Lightly he ran the tips of his fingers down her sides to the ropes embedded in her tummy.
She shivered.  He traced the skin around the ropes for a minute then trailed his fingertips down
her flanks.  Her thighs tensed and trembled.  He was sure she would have been thrusting her
pussy forward if the ropes allowed her.  Even with it lashed to the post, she seemed to be
straining forward.

All this time her eyes remained tightly closed.
Gary ached with desire as he touched that perfect body held so conveniently helpless for

him.  An ache filled his body as he was sure it filled hers.  He stroked her arms and ankles,
letting her feel both his touch and the ropes.  He tickled the upturned bottoms of her feet and
watched her pitiful attempts at struggles.  Finally he could tease her no more.

“Are you having fun?” Gary asked casually.  “Blink twice if you are.  Blink three times if
you want to be untied.”

Two blinks.
“Would you like intercourse?”  Two very definite blinks.  Then a moan of frustration and

pleasure.



The Amazon League
What happens when a group of lesbians with a strong love of the kinky side of life get

together?  You get the Amazon League.  Most are dominant, some switch, and all are kinky to
the Nth degree.  The meetings abound with ropes, handcuffs, chains, and other restraints applied
to shapely, sexy female bodies – all without a man in sight.  Soft, rounded bottoms are spanked,
thrashed, whipped.  Tender breasts are tormented until their owners are sobbing, and then
helpless young women suffer degrading but oh-so-exciting sexual acts.

The problem begins when two of them go out hunting.  Their prey is not a wild animal and
their weapons are not rifles.  They prowl the bars and other watering holes, seeking women who
can be persuaded to take part in their kinky games.  But this time, the prey might just be the
hunter in this tale of bondage, sadism, sex and lovely young things suffering.

Excerpt:
“We need to get more subs,” Charlotte said after taking a sip of her wine.  “Martina is nice,

but we need more.  Don’t you agree, Christine?”
Christine tossed back the remaining scotch in her glass before answering.  “Of course,” was

her opinion.  “A lot more.  Tender, soft, young asses for my whip.  Smooth and firm breasts that
bounced so nicely when you whip them.”

Charlotte laughed.  Christine took the couple steps to be by her side.  Reaching out, she
swatted the bare bottom as Charlotte stood there, hard enough to make a loud slapping sound.

“Hey!”
“Are you sub enough?  Want to be the star next week?” Christine asked.
“Hey, you know I’m not a serious sub at all.  That smarted.”
Christine only smiled in a most wicked manner.  She knew that Charlotte protested and

made as if she were totally dom, but when gotten alone and being topped by the right person, she
could sub with the best of them.

The pale moonlight casting her face into a dark and mysterious mask, her body moving with
the grace of a snake, smoothly and almost sinisterly, Christine came up to where Tamara sat on a
lounge.

“How about you?” she purred.  “Feel like a little pain?”



“Didn’t you have enough tonight?” Tamara asked.  “But if you’ll come to bed, I’ll show you
how submissive my tongue can be.”

Christine laughed, but humor was lacking.  “Maybe…” was all she said.  But the question of
what she was referring to, lesbian lovemaking or the delivery of pain, remained open.

Charlotte came up to Christine and knelt before her.  Without the need of talk, her offer was
understood.  Christine spread her legs and leaned back against the railing.  Shuffling up on her
knees, Charlotte grabbed the naked hips before her, parted the labia with one hand and attacked
with her tongue.  She seemed in a hurry to bring about the desired result, discarding gentleness
and patience in her frenzied tongue-lashing.

Tamara watched the little moonlit scene, her fingers straying to her own sex and there
stroking, not as fast or strong as Charlotte’s, but with the desired results.  She watched as
Christine clamped her hands onto her breasts and squeezed them tightly, making them stand out.
In the soft light, she could see the nipples were extremely rigid.

The scene reached its climax as Christine grabbed Charlotte’s head and pulled it hard
against her hips.  Unseen, the kneeling girl’s tongue was shoved as far up into the juice-filled
vagina as possible.  With skilled timing, she wiggled that tongue just as Christine was bursting
into her orgasm.

Soft moans were the only sound on the night air.  Charlotte shifted off her knees and sat
there, a delicately carved white statue, waiting for Christine to finish her enjoyment.  As usual,
Charlotte was very good at what she did.

On the lounge, Tamara wished Charlotte would do the same for her.  A strong and talented
tongue was better than a finger any day.  She considered asking, but decided to let Charlotte rest
for the moment.  Before they both returned to their normal lives the next morning, there would
be opportunities.

Christine stretched, like a cheetah, her athletic body looking very sleek in the moonlight.
Without a word, she moved into the house in the direction of the bedroom.  Charlotte and
Tamara followed.  Soon the three bodies were intertwined on the soft bed and it was a while
longer before the night’s activities came to a final close.



The Beauty and The Saddle Tramp
Gunfights weren’t unusual in the Old West, but Seth should have known that it was a

mistake to shoot it out with the son of one of the richest men in the territory.  He had to run,
unintentionally picking up the man’s beautiful daughter on the way, and then he dared not let her
go lest she lead the posse to him.  As much as she complained, it seemed that she did not really
mind too much took her with him, tied and restrained.  Her womanly assets were mighty
inviting, especially when they needed to sleep together under a single blanket to keep warm on
the cold nights.

As he escaped across the border into Mexico, he picked up three beautiful senoritas and a
wagonload of gold bars.  Trouble was, he needed to keep the senoritas, or they would lead
bounty hunters right to him.  Soon, as much as he was sure it would lead to trouble, he could not
refuse the charms of the beautiful women.  Of course, he had to keep them chained or tied, just in
case they ran off and caused trouble for him.  For some reason, none of them seemed to have any
problem with that at all…

Excerpt:
It was fortunate that the moon was up that night and, even though only half lit, still cast light

enough to make out the trail up the side of Silver Spring Mountain.  The sun would be following
the moon in a few hours when Seth reached the trapper’s cabin.  There was still no sign of
pursuit although he knew full well that Barrington would have riders fanning out as soon as he
found his daughter missing.

After riding the range all day, then most of the night, he was tired and saddle-sore when he
finally halted by the dark cabin well hidden among the pines.  The last part of the journey had
been steep and the air higher up was noticeably cooler than down in the valley.

He had not heard any sounds from his bundle for a while and wondered if she had –
improbable as it would be – fallen asleep.  There was not much for her to do back under that
blanket and nothing for her to see.

Untying the rope holding the bundle against his saddle, he lifted it onto his shoulder and
made for the cabin.  The bundle grunted and he knew that she was awake.  Probably had not
even tried to sleep.  For a better part of the ride, she had been making noises under there,
probably curses and orders to untie her immediately.  Roberta was the kind of woman who



expected men to jump at her command.  That he had actually grabbed her, bound and thrown her
over his horse was probably quite a shock to the young woman.

Dumping his bundle on the cabin floor, he went back out for the saddlebags.  When those
were dropped off inside the dimly lit cabin, he returned to his horse to remove the saddle and
blanket.  Thunder snorted a complaint that he had been forced to ride so far in the middle of the
night.

Dumping the saddle and blanket on the floor, he went to the saddlebags and fumbled around
in the dark to find a candle.  He always carried a few there, just in case he needed them.  When a
single candle was sitting on the table and casting a very dim light round the small cabin, he
finally turned his attention to the woman he had taken.  He was tempted to just grab a corner of
the blanket and heave, letting her roll out and thump on the floor.  But instead he gently
unwrapped her.  As soon as her face was visible, he found that she had worked the gag out of her
mouth and was ready to inform him, in colorful detail, just what an idiot his was, that his parents
were not married, how dare he treat her like this, and that he was going to die as soon as her
father caught up with him.  And a few other choice words about his ancestry and extremely dim
hopes for future salvation.

For the most part, he ignored her and set about removing a blanket tied upon the top of one
saddlebag.  That he stretched out on the floor.  He threw the one he had wrapped her in over next
to the first one.  Being ignored only made her madder and increased the volume of her
complaints.

Finally her turned to her and said simply, “Shut up.”
“I will not, you dirty low-life!  I will…”
“You will get gagged again if you don’t shut up,” he interrupted.
“I…  You…” she sputtered angrily.
Seth looked over at her, checking that the leather strips he had used to bind her hands behind

her were still in place.  From the redness on her wrists, she had been trying to work her hands out
of there for a long time.  Her feet were still tied together, so he was satisfied that she would not
be going anywhere soon.

“My father is going to find you and kill you,” she finally stated in a half way normal tone.
“He’ll try,” Seth admitted.
“Oh, he will.  I promise you.  And I am going to enjoy watching him shoot you.”  She

stopped threatening him when he took a long drink from a canteen.  She was licking her lips and
looking at the canteen, obviously thirsty.  Maybe it had been hot inside that blanket.

“Want some?” he asked her.
She nodded, but she did not want to beg for anything from this man.
“Fine.  I’ll give you water but only if you’ll stop talking.  It annoys me.”
“You’ll have to untie my hands so I can drink,” she pointed out.  “Besides, they hurt.  You

tied me too tight.”
“You stay tied ’cause I’m going to get some sleep before the sun comes up and I don’t want

you wandering around or trying to conk me with a rock while I sleep.”
She made a rude noise but turned her face up when he came near with the water.  Half of

what he poured into her mouth spilled over her blouse, but she drank eagerly as much as she
could and did not complain.

He put the canteen on the table and unbuckled his gun belt to add to it.  The rifle that he
carried in with the saddlebags went there also.  Looking at her as she stood there, he picked up
the two guns and placed them on hooks set over the fireplace.  Spreading the blanket that had



been under the saddle on Thunder on the floor, he told her firmly, “Now you listen here, I am
going to get some sleep.  You should, too.  But it’s cold up here, so I’d suggest that you wiggle
your butt over here and get next to me.  We share these two blankets and keep each other warm.”

He was spreading the blankets over himself, when he turned to her.  “Coming?”
“I’d rather freeze to death,” she told him.
“Fine, go ahead.”
He blew out the candle and settled down under the blankets.
The cabin interior was not totally dark.  Pale, ghostly light from the setting moon crept in

through the window and open door.  Roberta tested the leather strip that bound her hands yet
again but still could not reach the knot or pull her hands out.

It had been easy to put up a big front because she was angry.  But now the anger seeped out
of her and tiredness took hold.  She yawned, but refused to settle down and seek slumber.  She
eyed the open doorway and wondered if she could crawl out and try to hide someplace so he
would not find her in the morning.  Maybe he would go on if he were unable to find her.  But
although that would get him out of her life, it would leave her bound hand and foot, and alone in
the high mountains.  She was certain that her father would, as she had promised, set out to find
her.  But how long would it be before they found this cabin?  If ever…

Roberta wanted to cry and some tears did begin to seep out.  This was not fair at all!  She
should not be treated like this.  She was the daughter of an important man in the territory, maybe
someday to be the governor, and she should be treated with respect.

Without meaning to, she fell asleep while trying to think of ways she could escape.
When the first light of dawn came in, Seth awoke.  He was not surprised to find that Roberta

had crept over during the night and was lying next to him, snuggled up as close as she could.
She was sleeping still, and for a while he did not get up but remained in place looking at the

delicate features of this beautiful woman.  That long golden hair was in disarray but still looked
fine. He longed to touch it, to feel its softness.



The Club
Some women are dissatisfied with their sex life.  They know there just has to be more

excitement in the most intense emotional act a human can do.  Colleen was one of those – until
she was invited to a special party.  Known only as ‘The Club’, it was a gathering of kinky people
who introduced her to acts and experiences beyond anything she ever imagined possible.  And
she proved to be a natural born submissive, reveling in and loving the tight rope bondage, the
spankings, even being forced to enjoy lesbian acts she had never heard of.  But there was a
serpent lurking amid the partygoers, someone who had plans for the cute blonde novice, sadistic
and evil plans.

Excerpt:
As the young woman entered the large lounge, it was not hard to see from the manner in

which her eyes darted around that she was afraid.  Yet the comfortable, expensive, large room
would not seem to hold anything that would frighten her.  There were thick drapes framing the
tall windows looking out over the city lights ablaze below, plush sofa and chairs inviting one to
partake of their offered comfort, and a carpet of deepest blue that her bare feet sank into.
Tasteful paintings adorned two walls, mostly of pastoral county scenes by credible artists.  Cut
crystal vases held fresh flowers, and a massive oak fireplace dominated the end wall, casting a
cheerful, dancing golden glow over the room.

She saw no one where she had expected to find her teacher.
“Approach the fire,” came a voice from that direction.  The girl hesitantly made her way

around a large sofa to stand beside the fireplace and face the person who had spoken to her.  To
her surprise, it was not a man but a woman who lounged comfortably on the overly-thick padded
leather; a woman perhaps a dozen years older than her own twenty and one.  For a few long
moments the two appraised each other.  The younger had not expected a woman, and she was
baffled by that but also relieved.  Certainly she had less to fear from a woman than she would
have had from a strange man.



The woman sitting before her was of European ancestry, perhaps French, with dark eyes,
long black hair, and delicate features that spoke of education and perhaps even nobility.  Of
average height and slender build, she might have been a fashion model, or at least a women used
to wearing very expensive eveningwear such as she was at that moment.  As she leaned forward
to place the cocktail glass on the low table, she smiled just a little, as if pleased by what she saw.

What she beheld was a typical, youthful American woman of the middle class, good quality
clothing but nothing exceptional, and medium cut blonde hair with just a hint of reddish
overtones that was styled but not nearly as flattering as it could have been had it been done by an
expert.  As with many Americans, it was hard to tell just where her ancestors might have sprang
from.  Probably a mixture of races.  But whatever genes had gone into her creation, they had
built a pretty woman, far from a classical beauty, but the friendly, girl-next-door, healthy and
fresh look that only the USA seems to breed.  The figured hinted at by the curves under that pale
blue dress was firm but with fair sized breasts and nice legs, although not overly sexual or
muscular in an iron-pumping way.  With an experienced eye, the woman undressed her younger
guest and was pleased by the prospect of what she would find when the clothing was removed.

“My name is Monique,” she said with hardly a trace of accent.  “You are Colleen.”
Colleen only nodded.  She had not been sure what to expect and was still a bit put off by the

appearance of a woman instead of a man.
“I was told to come here,” she said in almost a whisper.  “For a…”  She faltered.
“For a lesson,” finished Monique for her. “Yes, I know.”
“Are you to give me that lesson?” came the question hesitantly.
“Of course.”
“Oh…”
For a few long moments neither spoke.  The fire made popping sounds in the background as

it ate through its meal of wood.  Finally, it was the teacher who spoke.
“Take off your clothes.”
Colleen’s hand immediately went for the buttons on the front of her dress but halted at the

first one.  It would seem that she did not want to remove her clothing before this strange woman.
“Your lesson can be pleasant or painful.  You choose,” she was told.  “Failure to obey can

mean pain.”
She began unbuttoning the dress, slowly uncovering a smooth, tanned skin, narrow waist

and a fair sized set of breasts, filling and hiding within a white bra.  She wiggled the dress down
over her hips and stepped out of it.  Standing there in white panties and bra, she held up the dress
and lifted one eyebrow in question.

“Just toss it in the corner.  You won’t be putting it back on for a while.”
The dress landed not far away.
“Now that bra.  Get rid of it.  And, sweetie, anytime in the future when you come here, don’t

wear one.  Just gets in the way.  Besides,” she added in almost a purr as she watched the firm
pair being freed of their cloth prison, “you don’t need one.”

Colleen tossed the bra over onto the dress and fought the urge to cover her bare breasts with
her hands.  Although not a virgin, her sexual adventures had mostly consisted of struggling with
hormone-driven males who pursued their single-minded purpose with a crude vigor.  A few she
had let win the battle, mostly only to be disappointed at the results.  A lack of really satisfying
sexual experiences was the main reason she had agreed to visit this unusual place.

Still afraid, but feeling the beginnings of a heat between her legs, Colleen forced her hands
to be still and rest at her sides.  Had her attention not been so intensely fixed upon this woman’s



dark eyes, she would have noticed that her own breathing was just a little heavier and a flush was
tinting her face.  Always a shy one, she found that standing nearly naked and under the intense
gaze of this woman was… well, she had to admit to herself that the word she was looking for
was “exciting”.  A tiny shiver raced along her spine as she anticipated the next command.

But it did not come.  Colleen had been certain that this woman would order her to remove
her panties, the last covering and defense of her modesty.  But, instead, she heard the woman
say, “Come closer.  Closer.”  When she was within arm’s distance, the woman calling herself
Monique rose from the sofa to stand almost toe to toe with her guest.  “You have a very nice
body,” she said softly.  “Very nice.”

Colleen was about to say ‘thank you’, but held back.  There was a surprising dryness in her
mouth and a reluctance for words to come to her lips.  This kind of confrontation was a new
experience to her.

“Turn around.”
Colleen frowned.  She had expected this woman to reach out and touch her, expected to feel

the woman’s hands upon her breasts with the fingers teasing her taut nipples.  Why should she
want Colleen to turn around?

The answer to that question surprised Colleen so much that she almost jumped away.  She
would have, but for the fact that Monique had taken both her hands in hers and pulled them
behind the girl.  She was holding the wrists together with one hand when Colleen started to take
a step forward.

“Stay still,” came a sharp whisper.
What happened next was even more frightening, and Colleen did try to step away.  She felt

something strange touching her wrists and almost immediately realized that rope was being
wrapped around them.  She was being tied up!

The surprisingly strong grip of Monique’s hands held her in place as the ropes wrapped
around the wrists.

“Why are you tying me?” Colleen asked.  “I don’t like this.”  It was true statement, for she
was truly feeling a healthy touch of fear.

The only reply was a continuation of the binding of her wrists, which was done quickly and
expertly.  Monique had certainly done this before.  Rapidly she was tying the knots then
releasing her hold on the wrists.

Colleen took that step forward to get away from Monique, but the task had been completed.
She tugged at her hands and found her wrists were welded together in a crossed position.  The
ropes were tight but not painfully so.  Turning to Monique, she repeated, “Why did you tie me?”

“Because I want to,” came the simple reply.
“I don’t like this.  Please untie me.”
“No.  If you don’t like it, then untie yourself.”
Colleen frowned and began pulling harder in an attempt to get her hands out of the rope.  It

did not take her long to find that would simply not happen. The ropes were too skillfully placed
and tightened down enough to defeat her.  She began twisting her hands around, trying to reach
the knots with her fingers.  She managed to touch the some of the ropes but found that there was
nothing she could do beyond feeling them with the ends of her fingers.  Apparently the knots
were cunningly placed where she could not reach them.

Colleen ceased her attempt to fight the ropes.  That minor effort – or something else – was
making her breathing heavier.  She felt afraid yet not panicky scared.  Having never been tied



before, she was finding it a strange experience, a mixture of excitement and fear.  This kind of
helplessness was new to her.

“Please,” she pleaded.  “Take these ropes off.”  It came out more of a weak whine than an
order.

“I will take them off when I feel like doing so,” came the reply.  Monique, smiling a wicked
little smile, sat back down, crossed her legs and gazed upon her captive with amused eyes.

As she stood there, trying to come to grips with this unexpected development, Colleen
became aware of what her hands being bound behind her back meant.  This woman – this strange
woman she had never seen before – could do whatever she wanted to her!  She could touch
Colleen’s breasts, even pull her panties off, and there was very little Colleen could do beyond
begging not to be molested.

Looking into Monique’s eyes for some sign that this was all just a joke, she saw instead lust
– pure, wanton lust.  This woman was devouring Colleen with her eyes, just as she had seen men
do!  A shiver ran down her spine.

“Look,” she began hesitantly, “I’ve never been with a woman.  I mean, I was touched a
couple times by girlfriends, but never anything, you know, real sex.  I’m not lesbian.  Mother
told me that was not proper for two woman, or two men, to do that.”

“Your mother was wrong.  There is nothing wrong with love, no matter who it is between.”
Colleen was startled by the reply.  She took a step backwards.  “Please, don’t force me to do

anything… like that.”
Monique smiled as she shook her head.  “How much you’ll miss in life feeling that way.  I

pity you.”
Again, that was not what Colleen expected to hear.
“Look, maybe this was all a mistake.  Not what I expected at all.”
“What did you expect?”
“Well…  I…”
“You were told that you would be treated to a new sexual experience, right?  You had been

told that Brian could help you find the sexual satisfaction that you were lacking, right?”
“Well…  But not this…”
“You agreed to try a new experience.  You said that you were willing to try something new

in an effort to make sex better.  Is this not true?”
“Yes, but… Well, I expected that it would be a man who would… do it for me.  I mean, sex

is between a man and a woman.”
“So you came here tonight expecting to have sex with a man.  Sounds rather slutty to me.”
“I am not a slut!”
“All woman are, deep down.  We want to be taken and our bodies used.  Hopefully, we’ll

also enjoy it, but, nevertheless, be it gentle or rough, we want sex.  You can’t deny that.”
Colleen wanted to, but the words would not come.  That attitude was counter to all that she

had been taught by a strict mother.  It was counter to what she believed in.  Yet… she knew,
perhaps deep in her heart, that there was a truth in what this woman said.  She had hoped to find
something more than life had thus far presented her in the way of sex.  That she could not deny.
She was tired of quickies, guys who never called again, and how selfish men could be.  But, most
of all, she had wanted someone to satisfy the aching need inside her that was only partly sated by
the sex she had known.  She had trouble describing that need in words, but it was there and very
strong.  Sometimes, late at night, when sleep eluded her, fantasies of strong, yet gentle, men
flashed through her mind.  As she touched herself, images of these men pushing her down on the



bed and forcing her legs wide apart that they might impale her on magnificent rods of rigid flesh
danced in her head.  In those dreams, she soared to heights of ecstasy she could only imagine.

But it was a hollow ecstasy, only one in her imagination.
“Come here,” Monique told her with a firm voice.
“I… I’m just not that kind.”
“That’s what you think.  Come here.  I have a few things to teach you.”
Colleen took a step forward.  She was aware of the warmth from the fireplace against the

bare skin of her back, the softness of the carpet beneath her feet, and even the gentle caress of air
against her bare breasts.  But mostly she was aware of Monique’s dark eyes that called to her.
She took a second step and was almost back within touching range again.

“Kneel down.”
It was a bit awkward with her hands held behind her, but she knelt and her knees sank into

that carpet.  Her face was at the same level as Monique’s as the older woman leaned forward.
Gently she took Colleen’s head in her hands and bid her move closer.  Shuffling on her knees,
Colleen obeyed until she was between Monique’s parted legs and almost touching the edge of
the sofa.  Monique’s tight black dress had to be pulled up to allow her legs to spread.  That
displayed a lot of flesh and inner thighs to Colleen’s eyes.  She found her gaze pulled to the dark
place still only slightly hidden by the black material.  She could see enough yet to confirm it, but
she knew that there would be no panties covering that most secret place.

Inside her, Colleen felt a turmoil of conflicting emotions, but all of them strong.  There was
still the lingering fear, born from the feeling of helplessness that came from having the use of her
hands denied her and being drawn into a situation she was unsure of.  Yet, overriding that was an
attraction she did not understand yet felt forced to admit the existence of.  She wanted this
woman to do something to her.  She was not sure what, but something somehow connected to the
overpowering need within.

Monique leaned forward, pushed Colleen’s long hair aside, and kissed her.  It was a gentle
kiss, and one that Colleen could not avoid because of the hands that held her head.  Yet, she did
not try to pull back.  Instead, she felt herself returning the kiss, pressing her lips against
Monique’s, and feeling a rush of emotions race through her.  With her eyes closed, the whole
world reduced itself to the feel of those soft lips against hers and the awareness of her
helplessness.

The kiss ended just as Colleen was about to shove her tongue into Monique’s mouth as an
expression of the passion that lip contact was generating within her.  The withdrawal of those
lips left her panting and aching with a strange desire she did not understand.

For a long time the two women simply looked at each other, sharing a longing yet in no rush
to satisfy it.  Monique knew from past experience that it was better not to rush into such things.
Colleen did not know if she wanted to rush in or protest, and she was confused.  But she did
know that the kiss had ignited a flame within.  If only her hands had not been tied, she might
have reached out to embrace this woman who made her feel so strange.

“The lesson will continue,” Monique said, still smiling with an amused attitude Colleen
found both interesting and a bit frightening.  That strange feeling of helplessness was her
constant companion and it both scared her and excited her.

“Sit down.”
Colleen struggled to back away then obey.  When she was sitting on the carpet, her legs

stretched out before her, Monique produced another length of rope from someplace.  Perhaps it



had been hidden in the crease of the sofa, but whatever its source, it was now in Monique’s
hands and Colleen could not take her eyes off it.

“What are you going to do with that?” she asked.



The Dungeon Master
King Edward liked to keep a few beautiful young women in his dungeon so he could torture

them and ravish their abused bodies for his own pleasure.  But things changed when he
appointed a troublesome nephew as the new Master of the Dungeon.  Fredrick quickly
discovered that he enjoyed putting on torture shows for the King, and plunged into his new job
with enthusiasm.  The trouble really started when the King had the most beautiful woman in the
kingdom kidnapped and secreted away in his dungeon, and Fredrick found himself wanting to
possess this gorgeous, sexy woman for his own.  When Frederick’s desires extended to the
King’s personal servant girl, an exotic beauty with an extreme talent for oral sex, it was
inevitable that the bizarre mixture would explode…

Excerpt:
Kathryn DeFlor was a beautiful woman.  Even more so when she was screaming in pain; the

agony etched upon every line of her face, every muscle in her body tense, and pain-sweat
glistening upon her naked body.

King Edward Roman Pentdross, His Most Imperial Majesty, King of all Viland, Emperor of
the Realm, and Ruler of the High Seas, etc. was enjoying his favorite prisoner as she suffered.

The whip being used upon this lovely young lady was really a gentle and kindly piece of
braided leather with no metal tip that would rip the flesh and scar her for life – or worse.  It
delivered a powerful sting, a sharp pain to the impacted area, but did little damage beyond
raising the flesh into a ridge of swollen red skin that burned after the initial agony of the blow.
Against the soft flesh of that bare ass, it would pain her and make it difficult for her to sit down
for a few days – but nothing more.  Still, she screamed each time the lash made contact with her
skin; screamed and jerked within her bonds.

The King had ordered her strung up in a vertical spread-eagle, her arms and legs pulled
tightly apart to the four corners of the wooden frame.  She was naked, of course.  Her arms had
been spread and bound to the upper corners, then her ankles looped and pulled apart to the lower
corners, an act which had two purposes.  First, it lifted her feet from the floor so that she was
suspended.  Secondly, it forced her legs wide apart and exposed her most private place to all –
including the whip, although it had yet to strike her in that most sensitive area.

The King, seated upon the velvet covered mini-throne installed in the dungeon so that the
Royal Ass would be comfortable while he watched the torture of lovely young women in



comfort.  It had been several days since he last had Kathryn tortured and the old whipmarks had
mostly faded away.  Time for a fresh batch.

Under the Royal robes, the King clutched his erect penis in one Royal Hand as the raven-
haired beauty suffered for his enjoyment.  The Master of the Dungeon, one Guntfried Stupp,
stood to one side and smiled.  He knew very well from the look upon his monarch’s face that he
was enjoying the show.  This knowledge made him happy.  The King was such a hard fellow to
please.  If he did not find the presentation sufficiently satisfying, the presenter, Guntfried
himself, would suffer.  This was not to be desired.

Swish!  Smack!  The whip once again kissed those rounded globes already covered with a
crosshatched pattern of weals.

The King moaned, but it was not with empathic sympathy, it was because he was
approaching the climax of the show.

With his free hand, the King summoned the maid who was kneeling beside his mini-throne.
Obediently, she lifted the Royal robes and crawled under them.  Her hands and mouth found the
Royal Prick and began servicing it with all her skill and enthusiasm.  If she failed in her part of
the presentation, it could well be she who was next whipped.  That had happened before, and
probably would again.  So she worked with vigor at her task.

The Royal Hand waved to the torturer, and the tempo of the lashing picked up.  Kathryn’s
screams became almost continuous as her body jerked in mid-air, those lovely, big breasts
bouncing delightfully.

The King’s eyes became glassy and Guntfried knew that the show was a success.  The King
sighed as the young maid under his robe sucked strongly and swallowed every bit of the Royal
Cum.  Then his eyes closed and a contented look came over his face.  Guntfried motioned for his
assistant to cease the whipping.  Even though this was one of the milder whips, it was still better
not to inflict too much damage.  This woman was the King’s favorite and he did so enjoy
watching her being tortured.  The fact that she was the wife of one of the most powerful Dukes in
the Kingdom, and a sworn enemy of the King, made his enjoyment of her suffering all the more
intense.

A Royal kick in the side told the maid it was time to crawl back out and assume her position
kneeling beside the throne.

The King rose and regally strode across the dungeon, followed by his personal servant,
William, and the maid with the sour look upon her face.  She never did enjoy having to swallow;
it seemed gross to her.  But when the King commands…



The Fantasy Machine
Fantasies Incorporated can provide whatever fantasy you desire.  Just select from hundreds

of pre-programmed fantasies, lie on a couch while the technicians attach the electrodes to you
head, and the fantasy that follows will be indistinguishable from reality.  Everything: sight,
hearing, smelling and even tasting, will be exactly the same as reality, and yet your fantasy is
perfectly safe, with no after-effects, no damage – however painful the fantasy might have seemed
at the time – and no harm caused to anyone.

You could ski down a steep mountain, climb to the highest peaks, walk on Mars, win the
lottery… and yet the most popular fantasies sold by Fantasies Inc., are, for some strange reason,
the sexual ones.  And, perhaps not so strangely, the most popular of the sexual fantasies are those
that cannot so easily be experienced in real life, those that involve pain, extremes of bondage,
and every variety of sexual kink that, for one reason or another, might be difficult, embarrassing,
potentially illegal, or downright dangerous to do for real.

For Ellen, a newspaper reporter sent to research and write an article about Fantasies Inc., it
is a whole new experience, awakening the submissive side of her sexuality that she had hardly
realized existed.

But not everyone is happy with this new toy.  There are those believe these sexual fantasies
are sinful and should be eliminated at all costs.  In fact, they believe it so strongly that they will
go to any lengths to destroy Fantasies Inc., and it is not long before they decide to target the
young woman who wrote the newspaper article praising this ‘work of the Devil’…

Excerpt:
“Have ye nothing to say, wench, before punishment is passed upon you?” he called out with

a heavy Irish brogue that told of his native land.
Stiffening even more, she held her chin up and said, “I have done nothing to deserve

punishment!”
The Captain and most of the crew laughed at the proclamation.
“Aye, lass, and I’m as innocent as a new born babe!”  The crew laughed louder at that.  “Ye

have caused the death of one of our crewmates,” he went on.  “And for that you’ll be punished
many times over.  Beginning with this day.  Prepare her!”



She felt hands grab her arms while other took the flap of soiled white linen dress and rip it
off her.  The breast that was exposed to the bright sunlight brought a gasp from the men.  It was
so perfect, so pleasingly curved and firm as to make a man weep with joy.

She was held firmly while the same hands ripped the rest of the dress from her body, leaving
her with only a white pair of pantaloons to cover her modesty.  Her hands twisted against the
rope in useless protest against this baring of her flesh.  The firmness of those youthful mounds,
the narrow waist and swelling of hips were a treasure to behold.

“Bind her in place,” came the order from above and those hands pushed her a few feet
forward until she was standing under a yardarm.  A rope was tied to her wrists and tossed over
the beam.  Eager hands pulled on it, lifting her arms up behind her.  At first she leaned forward
as her hands rose behind her, but as they elevated more, she found herself beginning to straighten
up again.  It was not that she wished to, it was that her arms were pulled so strongly upward that
her body was almost lifted from the deck.  She was left standing on tiptoes and moaning under
the strain.

But that was not all.  A rope was tied around each ankle and threaded through railings on
each side of the ship.  When those were pulled, she felt her feet move farther and farther apart
until they lost contact with the wood and her entire weight was taken by her arms, a position that
threatened to rip her shoulders from their sockets.  And that hurt most uncomfortably.

Hands she could not see took a grasp on the waistband of her underclothing and, with a
sudden jerk, ripped the cloth from her.  Suddenly her most private place was available for all to
see.  The golden curls at the junction of the Vee of her legs did little to hide the treasure within,
what with her legs spread apart as they were.

She moaned and tried uselessly to pull her legs together.  She heard derisive words called
out, describing her sex in the crudest manner and suggesting crude and disgusting things that
could and should be done to it.  The least of them was a good, hard fucking.

With her head downturned, she saw mostly weather darkened deck, but then a pair of legs
came into view.  A big pair of male legs.  Looking up the legs, passed the loins, and bare belly
and barrel-shaped chest, she found herself gazing into a pair of eyes that set a cold shiver down
her spine.  The man was huge!  A mass of muscles and fat holding a whip, with the hard, cold
eyes of a predator.

“No…” Lori moaned at the sight of that wicked braided leather instrument of pain.  It was
long, almost six feet in length, hanging down from his hand to stretch a third of its length out on
the deck.  She could not take her eyes off that whip.  Stories of men being cut to ribbons by such
a whip flashed through her mind, making her legs grow week and almost making her wet herself
in fear.  “No…”

The whispered plea was ignored, if even heard.  The giant walked around and out of her
sight, but she knew he was taking a position behind her where he could direct the whip to its
target.  Her body tensed for the first blow.  How much would it hurt? she wondered.  And was
afraid – very afraid – of the answer.

The shock of the first lash across her bare bottom was like nothing else she had ever felt.
Red hot pain shot into her hips, tearing agonizingly across her nerves.  Her head jerked up and a
cry escaped from her lips.

‘No!’ her mind cried out.  ‘This is not what I want!  This is too much pain!’
The burning on her ass had only begun to diminish when the second cut landed over the

same area, and the shock sent Lori into spasms of agony. Her whole body tensed and strained



against the ropes.  Then she fell back and trembled as she whined, “No, please, no!  Oh, that
hurts so much!”

Focused as she was on the horrible pain in her ass, she did not know that the giant had
changed positions and was now on the other side of her.  She learned of it when another slash
crossed her ass, laying a fresh streak of red across the other two.  This time it was a real scream
that leapt from the naked woman’s lips.

Slowly, methodically, he placed another over the trio, forming a grid of swollen ridges, a
couple of which oozed blood to creep down her ass.  Obeying the Captain’s orders, he left her
rear with only four strokes.  Lacking in numbers, they were, however, quite vicious and would
make sitting a painful experience for days to come.

Again, obeying the Captain’s orders, he stood to one side and took aim at those lovely
breasts that were so delighting the crew as they bounced with each jerk of her lovely body.  The
first cut came as a total surprise to the bound woman.  It was a slash across the tops of both
breasts and made her scream again.  “Arrgghhh!” came her cry, a meaningless sound of agony
forced out through clenched teeth.  “No!  NO!” followed.

The next stroke was delivered underhand so that it struck the underside of those breasts and
made them bounce.

Shifting to the other side, he placed another vivid red mark across the top of both breasts,
then another under them.  Lori screamed at first but during the last two only a whine came out.
For a few moments it appeared that she had fainted as she hung limp in her bonds.  At a
command from the Captain, a bucket of seawater was tossed over her.  Her head jerked up,
possibly because the salt water was none too gentle on the wounds across her breasts and ass.

“Continue,” he decreed and again the whip was used on the helpless and suffering woman.
This cut crossed her hips at just the level of her cunt.  He paused for her body to quiet down, and
then delivered another an inch higher than the first.

The man looked up to the poop deck.  A slight nod from Blood told him to continue.
He did.  Four strokes in all, across the front of her thighs, accompanied by sobs and gasps on

her part.  Again he looked up and again received a node.  Positioning himself directly in front of
her, he swung the whip underhanded and directly up between her legs.  This time the scream was
cut short by her losing consciousness.  A woman can take only so much pain.

Another bucket of salt water across the front of her body awoke her.  Lori was gasping for
air as she looked upon the whip again.  When she saw him flick the tip a little, a warning no
doubt, she began sobbing and crying over and over, “No, no, no, no!”

The stiff leather was extremely cruel to the soft flesh of her Venus Mons.  The end of it
stuck against her anus, a surprisingly painful occurrence. Her head was shaking back and forth,
making her long golden hair imitate the lashing of the whip.

Unaware that the Captain had come down from his perch and was approaching, Lori
continued to sob and shed volumes of tear across her injured breasts and the deck.  She was only
vaguely aware when he stood before her, enjoying the injuries inflicted upon that lovely body by
his order.  His hand went out and grabbed the patch of golden curls between her legs.  A finger
rudely intruded into her sheath, making her grunt and glare at him.

“As I thought, wet!” he called out to the crew.  “The wench is ready!”
Without orders and with much jostling and shoving, the crew formed two lines, one before

her and the other behind her.  The Captain smiled and stood aside, waving a hand invitingly to
the men in line.



Eagerly the first approached her.  With her hanging with wide spread legs at just the right
height, it was easy for the men to drop their pants and guide their rigid rods into her orifices.
The first to enter grunted in delight as he sank his shaft into a warm, wet, and wonderfully tight
cunt.  A few moments later, another man did the same from the rear, impaling her asshole with
his prick.  Lori moaned, mostly because his body banging against her sore skin hurt.  The prick
inside her, in both cavities, actually felt good.  The Captain had been right, she was hot and
ready.  The whipping might have been punishment, but it had certainly had a useful effect upon
her body.

Both men pounded away at her, jerking her hanging body this way and that within the limits
allowed by the ropes.  Both rammed home their prongs with vigor and enthusiasm, accompanied
by the catcalls and crude urging of their crewmates.  The one using her rear entrance finished
first, depositing his seed within and finally shrinking away to a limp noodle.  His place was
quickly taken by the next man in line.  When the one in front had done his thing, another took his
place.

All in all, the double ravishing of Lori continued for a long time.  At times it seemed as if
the line of crewmen was endless and this ravishment might go on forever.

For her part, Lori was overwhelmed by sensations.  Her shoulders hurt something terribly.
Her hands were numb from the ropes, and her ankles were chaffed by the ropes thereon.  The
pain from whipmarks all over her body merged in with the feeling of male penises working away
in both holes, until she could not tell between them.  It did not take long before her battered and
overly stimulated body responded with a massive orgasm that made her tremble all over.  Of
course, the stimulation continued and before too long God’s wonderful gift to womankind – the
multiple orgasm – came into place and she was off once again to Neverland.  The pain, the
sexual heat, and the ecstasy all blended together to overwhelmed the poor woman.  Of course,
some might call her “lucky” rather than “poor”, but that depends on your point of view.

From Lori’s point of view, it was an intense and incredible experience.



The Ghost who Loved Ropes
Marsha Malone and her roommate, Trudy, love ropes and bondage.  Mostly, they like to tie

up each other and their passions run deep, but neither is averse to having a man tie and abuse
them; or another woman.  It seems to run in the family for Marsha, because when she is
unexpectedly called to the reading of her Aunt Molly’s will, she learns that Molly’s old house
has a frightening history of pain and bondage.  More extraordinary still is Aunt Molly’s assertion
that she has hidden a fortune in diamonds in the house, and the only way that anyone will find
them and become the sole beneficiary is with the help of the house’s resident ghost.

Soon, all Aunt Molly’s relatives are searching for the treasure, and, bizarrely, rapidly
developing a deep desire for bondage and punishment.

And then people begin to disappear.
** Originally published in paperback c.1995. The eBook edition has been re-edited by Strict

Publishing International.

Excerpt:
From the suitcase, Judd took a length of rope, uncoiled it, and then looped the end around

her wrists.  But he had pulled the wrists together with the palms facing each other as he bound
them, and she knew what that meant.  Very rarely did he tie her hands like that without also
pulling her elbows together, a much more uncomfortable way of being bound.  Samantha always
enjoyed being tied up, and sometimes was in a mood where the extra tightness was very exciting.
But that morning she was afraid that she would be spending a very long time in whatever
position he tied her, and that could become quite uncomfortable as the hours wore on.

She knew that he would spend a lot of time looking for that treasure.  The farm was not
doing so well, and they could use the money.  And he seemed angry this morning, apparently
because she had talked with those nice girls who had found her in the closet.  She was ever so
grateful that the black haired one, Marsha, had not said a thing about the way she had found her
in the closet.  Or the lovely kiss they had shared.  A tingle of excitement danced along her spine
at the thought about those soft lips upon hers and that woman’s hands touching her body.  When



Judd touched her, it was nice, but… Well, there was something very different when another
woman touched her.  Something very exciting.

Judd was pulling her elbows together with a loop of rope around them, then wrapping more
very tightly.  Samantha wanted to sigh but dared not.  If he heard it, the position she was going to
be left in might suddenly become much more uncomfortable.  Judd was a nice man, and a very
strong lover, but he had been brought up believing that a man was always the boss and a woman
dare not even hint that he was less than perfect.

After her arms were tightly corded behind her with the cotton clothesline, he began
wrapping a new length around her ankles, but only after crossing them.  He tied them very
tightly, as if he were compelled to assure that his wife would not spend a comfortable minute
starting with the first one after he closed the door.

She expected that he would then tie her ankles up to her wrists in a cross-legged hogtie.
Then she would spend the day lying flat on the bed, or the floor, her knees spread wide by the
way her ankles were tied and pulled right up to her hands.  She knew from experience that she
would not be able to roll on her side or crawl or do anything but lie there and be uncomfortable.

But he did not tie her ankles to her wrists, and that puzzled Samantha.  Instead, he put one of
her leather belts around her waist and buckled it down tightly at the narrowest part of her waist.
Then he tied a rope from her ankles up and around the belt in the back.  It ran back down to her
ankles, around then and back up.  Three times the rope made that trip, and then he pulled, slowly
but with the considerable strength of his arms.  Samantha felt her feet begin pulled up towards
her bottom.  Eventually, she could feel her heels touching her bottom.  She could easily touch her
feet with her fingers.  Then the rope was tied off at the belt.  She had to wonder about that.  He
had never bound her in this manner before.

What happened next both thrilled and scared her.  He picked her up and lifted her off the
bed.  Then he set her down on her knees and leaned her against the wall so her breasts and face
were pressing against the dirty wallpaper.  She had never been tied like this and it made blood
rush a little faster.  She felt very helpless with the way her legs were spread, a manner that would
have left her breasts and pussy very available had she not been up against the wall.  If he would
only turn her around so that her shoulders rested against the wall and her sexual parts were
facing out, towards him…

But he did not.  Instead he tied a rope around the ropes on her wrists and opened the closet
door next to her. He passed the rope over the clothes pole and left it hanging down.  Samantha
gulped as he picked her up easily and placed her in the middle of the closet, but still on her
knees.  While he held her with one hand, the other was pulling the slack out of the rope over the
clothes pole.  When the rope was taut, he took it with both hands and pulled.  Samantha felt
herself start to fall forward, and she let loose with a small squeal.  But that rope was pulling her
arms up behind her and she fell only a handful of inches before she was brought up short.  As he
pulled, she felt her arms lifting higher and higher.  At first she leaned forward, but then her body
came back up until she was almost straight.  Her arms were pulled very high behind her, and as
he tied the rope off at the pole above, she seriously considered tell him how much this was
hurting already.  But the look in his eyes made her bite her tongue.

Very rarely did Judd gag Samantha.  Usually they were alone on their little farm and no one
was within shouting distance anyway.  But this was different.  He took a clean pair of socks from
the suitcase, rolled one into a small ball, and shoved it into her mouth.  She held the dry cotton
material in her mouth while he took a roll of white, shiny tape from the suitcase.  Cutting several
strips off, he sealed her lips closed over the sock with an X of tape.  Then he pulled a nylon and



opened the end of it.  He slipped it over Samantha’s head, pulled down until most of the nylon
was gathered around her neck and the material was stretched tightly around her head.  Then he
wrapped a great deal of tape around and around her head at the level of her mouth.

She was effectively gagged.  With the tape so tightly on, she could not push the sock out.
And her tongue was pushed down enough to make speech impossible.

For a while he stood there, looking down at her with a strange glow on his face.  Then he
shook his head and placed on hand on the door.  Samantha gulped and prayed that he would not
close the door.  For a second it looked as if he would, but then the door was held half closed.
“You going to keep quiet?” he asked, gruffly.  Samantha nodded agreement.  “Okay.  But if I
walk by and hear anything coming out of this room, I’m come in and put a dozen clothespins on
your breasts.”

Samantha nodded vigorously.  She was used to a single clothespin upon one nipple, or a pair
on both nipples.  But once he had put a full dozen on her nipples and squeezing the soft flesh of
her breasts in a ring around each nipple.  It had hurt very much and she had little bruises for a
couple days.

Nodding to himself, Judd left the room, carefully closing the door behind him.



The Girl Who Loves Ropes
Some women like being tied up with ropes.  Some love it.  And then, a level above that,

there is Sharon, the Girl Who Loves Rope.
These true stories of bondage adventures, told to John Savage by Sharon, have formed the

basis of several of John Savage’s other short stories and episodes in some of his novels.  This
book contains all of them in their original form, unembellished (mostly), and as Sharon told
them.

From an early age, this lovely and lively young woman had been enchanted with the idea of
being tied with ropes to the point where she was totally helpless.  When she was younger, she
had several bi girlfriends who shared her love of tight ropes, and together they played many
bondage games, the most popular being “Escape Artist.”

After college (and a lot of adventures therein), she met and moved in with a man who was
both an expert with the ropes and imaginative enough to almost satisfy her insatiable hunger for
immobility and harsh restraints.  For over two years she lived what was almost a full time
slavegirl life, often tied up, sometimes punished, and enjoying every minute of it.

Within this book, you will read of her true life adventures.  Share her thrill at being a tightly
bound mummy in a haunted house, of an incredible night time naked and bound walk in the
snowy woods, of a contest pitting her against a Bondage Master, and other sexy stories of a girl
who loves being tightly bound above all else.

Excerpt:
It started on Friday night.  It was late, and I had been tied in several different ways during

the course of the evening.  I was getting sleepy as I lay there on the bed, hands still bound behind
by back and with my clothing still lying on the floor somewhere back in the front room.  I
suggested that Tom might consider untying me so we could go to sleep, it being well after
midnight.  He laughed and told me that he planned to keep me tied up forever.  I sighed and
cuddled up against him, asking that he cover me with a blanket or two so I would be warm.
Then I fell asleep.

My hands were still tied the next morning.  That was not the first time I had slept with tied
hands, and I did like the feeling of waking up to find myself a prisoner of the ropes.  I snuggled
down under the covers and used my mouth to awaken my captor.  After a rather satisfying bout



of screwing, he went off to take a shower.  I followed him into the bathroom and turned my back
to him to wiggle my fingers.  “Untie me, please?” I begged.  “I’ll want to take a shower, too.”

I got my shower.  He soaped my body down, rubbed me here and there (especially there),
and never did untie my hands.  It was wonderful.

Someplace in the middle of the morning, I asked seriously when he was going to untie my
hands.  It was a nice thought to keep me tied forever, but not very practical.  He frowned, and
stroked his chin as he considered his reply.  The result was that he informed me the ropes would
stay on until Sunday night.  Monday morning would also be nice but I had to have time to get a
good night’s sleep and be ready to go to work.  And it would be a good idea if I were not to walk
into work on Monday morning with rope marks on my wrists and ankles.

I considered his pronouncement, and asked meekly if I had to stay tied exactly as I was then
or if he would change the ropes now and then to give me variety and a rest.  He said that
changing my bondage was a good idea but that I shouldn’t be given a chance to escape.
“Slavegirls are always kept chained,” he pointed out.

So, my hands were untied after having been tied for twelve straight hours.  But not until he
had locked a pair of handcuffs on my ankles.  As soon as the ropes were off my wrists, another
pair of handcuffs went on.  I wasn’t given a chance at all to run or fight.  It was wonderful.  I felt
so helpless and loved at the same time.

He kept me chained in the handcuffs on wrists and ankles for most of the day.  They were
changed to rope after dinner, and that led to a rather strenuous bout of struggling and crawling
around the floor trying to escape a thin belt he was using to whip my bottom.  It hurt, and I really
did wiggle around as much as my bound arms and legs allowed to avoid giving him my bare
bottom as a target.  But it left only red marks and no bruises or welts; it wasn’t much of a whip.

That established the pattern.  About once a month, we would agree on a weekend to be set
aside for what he called “prisoner mode.”  I can remember looking forward with anticipation for
the whole week before the PMW (Prisoner Mode Weekend), counting down the days and
tingling with excitement at the thought of not being free for a full forty-eight hours.  We usually
went out to dinner on Friday night, and then I would take my clothes off and present my naked
body for the beginning of my two-day confinement.  It always started off with a pretty tight rope
bondage and went off at full speed from there.

We both enjoyed these weekends.  He loved the sense of control and power it gave him to
keep me his “love slave” for days on end.  That was his term.  I just thought of myself as a
prisoner.  A very dangerous prisoner who must never been allowed any kind of freedom and
prevented from escaping at all costs.

After a few of these weekends, it became a contest between us.  I would try to escape any
way and any time I could.  He would have to counter with escape-proof bondage and carefully
thought out restraints.  A slight mistake and his prisoner might escape.  We agreed that if I
should ever escape while one of these weekends was on, I would be free for the rest of the
weekend, no punishments added, and that neither of us would engage in bondage or sex for the
rest of the weekend.  The idea was that denying sex to Tom would be his punishment for
allowing me the chance to escape, but I’m not sure which one of us it punished more.

There was only one time that I managed an escape.



The Great Ponygirl Race
In any era, having land and money grants privileges.  Here, in a hidden oasis, the rich play

their games, and they are not the games the common folk play.  If you are rich enough, you may
purchase young females – quite against their will, of course – and do with them as you wish.  If
that includes turning them into ponygirls, forcing them to race against each other like horses, and
to pull their Masters around in carts, just as real horses do, then so be it.

More than the indignity of being turned into ponies, there is the bite of tight cords and the
kiss of the whip upon bare flesh to constantly remind them of their status, and to encourage them
to run their fastest.  Terrible and painful are the punishments handed out by harsh Masters, to
those who falter or fail.

Excerpt:
“I got this idea a couple of nights ago,” Henry said as he tightened a strap.  “I figured that

we use horses for much more than racing.  They plow fields, pull wagons and can be ridden from
place to place.  There.”

He had buckled the strap and was standing back to look at his invention.
Wildflower was standing there, looking rather scared.  It was seven days after her

punishment for losing the race, a punishment that continued for two days and left her a weaker
and generally much more submissive ponygirl.  This day, however, she had recovered from the
worst of the punishments and had regained enough of her former personality to be afraid of what
was about to happen.  She was standing in front of one of the stables and being attached to a
curious looking device.  It was basically two large wheels with a seat attached to the axle.  Two
lengths of wood pole were also attached to the axle and came forward to where their ends were
attached to her waist.  This was done by means of a wide leather belt secured around her narrow
waist and bolted to the ends of the wooden arms.

As was usual, her hands were bound behind her, wrists crossed, and she was wearing only a
very short skirt made of leather.  The bottom of that skirt came to less than an inch below her
sex, which, in keeping with Mary’s suggestion, was completely shaved.

Henry was admiring his invention that fine, warm morning when Mary came up.
“Is this the cart you talked about?” she asked.
“Sure is.  I got the idea from what they call ‘dog carts’ in Belgium.  The farmers would

attach a large dog to a cart and let it pull the cart, much like a horse does.  Well, I attached a
ponygirl to this cart and intend to let her pull me around.”

Wildflower turned an anxious face towards her owner at that announcement but said
nothing.



“Of course, there is no use having a large cart,” he continued.  “Too much weight.  So I took
the sides off.  Then why use a floor on the cart when all you really need is a seat?  Eventually it
dawned on me that all you really need is a seat and some poles to attached to the ponygirl.  So
here it is.”

“Will she be able to pull your weight?”
“We shall see, won’t we?”
With that, he carefully climbed over one pole and positioned himself on the seat.

Immediately his weight lifted the poles until the belt was pushing against her ribcage.  He shifted
his weight forward on the seat until the balance was more even.  “Going to have to adjust the
position of the seat,” he muttered.

“You’re missing something,” Mary said cheerfully.
“What?”
“Try going someplace.”
“Hand me that whip.”  When she did, he snapped the whip once to get the ponygirl’s

attention, and then said, “Gitty-up!”
Fearing the whip behind her, Wildflower leaned forward and began pulling.  The cart started

out slowly, but it did move.  Henry smiled and cracked the whip again.  “Faster!”
Wildflower picked up the pace until they were moving along at a good walking clip.  Then

Mary called out, “Turn around!”
It was then it dawned on him that the missing element was a set of reins.  “Turn left!” he

commanded.
Wildflower obeyed although it took her a while to learn how to steer the cart with her waist.

Her bare feet dug into the dirt with the effort to turn the cart and still continue its motion.
They completed a full turn and were headed back towards where Mary stood smiling, as

Henry was busy thinking up new additions to his ponycart.  “Whoa!” he commanded when they
reached the starting point.

Dismounting, he left the cart and ponygirl standing while he went into the stable.  A few
moments later he came out with a handful of leather straps.

“There should be a metal bit to go into her mouth, just as we do on horses,” he explained to
Mary.  “But those I have are all too big for her mouth.  Besides, they all have reins attached and
the harness is made to go over a horse’s head.  But I think I can rig up something that will do the
same thing.”

He laid out the straps on the pole next to the ponygirl.  Taking one, he bent it in half to make
a loop in the center.  That part he put over her head.  “Open your mouth.”  She obeyed, but with
apprehension in her eyes.  He inserted the leather strap into the open mouth and tied it behind her
head, leaving the ends trailing down to almost her bound hands.  Then he tied two more straps to
that around her head and ran them back to the seat.

This time he started out holding both reins in his hands.  For a short distance he let her go
straight, but then he pulled back on the left rein.  It was then he saw the fault in his system.  Both
reins were tied to mouth strap at the center of her head.  When he pulled on either, all it did was
to pull her head back.  A little experimentation showed that for her to be able to tell which
direction he was pulling, he had to hold his hands as wide apart as he could.  And even then it
did not work very well, because mostly she was feeling her head being pulled back, the normal
command for a horse to slow down or halt.  This was unsatisfactory.

He ordered her to a stop, and dismounted to walk her back to the starting point.
“Mary, would you please put her away in the stable,” he asked.  “I have some work to do.”



The Lord High Executioner
In an ancient kingdom, hanging or beheading were the traditional ways to put a condemned

criminal to death.  But then a particularly evil monarch orders his High Executioner to devise
new ways of killing the numerous prisoners his tyrannical reign has filled the dungeons with.
What ways would he find to make the executions into graphic and impressive shows for both the
King and crowds?  What hideous forms of agony and pain would the female criminals have to
endure as they slowly died before eager crowds and a bloodthirsty ruler?

The executioner finds himself in this exact position.  His imagination works overtime and,
with the aid of his assistant, the lovely, ebony-haired Ravena, devises numerous diabolical,
torturous and inhuman ways for the prisoners to die.  As they are both turned on by their evil
acts, it does not take long for them to indulge in a passionate, often violent, love affair.  Ravena
loves to be tied, used and abused.  The Executioner loves to do it just that and quickly finds
himself madly in love with this beautiful assistant executioner.

But evil forces are at work within the castle, and the executioner is faced with the prospect
of having to perform one of his horrible killings on the woman he loves!

Preface
This story contains a lot of bondage and torture and sex, not unusual for one of my novels.

But this one has a main theme built round the idea of a man charged with the task of creating
more, shall we say, showy ways of executing prisoners.  So, yes, there will a lot of gruesome and
unpleasant deaths.

Usually I stay away from deaths and serious bodily injury in my stories.  Pain and suffering,
tight ropes and nearly impossible bondage, sure, lots of that.  A good whipping, fine.  Spankings,
caning, even branding a slavegirl now and then, that’s okay.  But death and maiming are usually
not present.  So why the change in this book?

The answer is simple.  Some people want fantasies that are much rougher and sadistic.  One
of my publishers informed me that, although he thought I was the best writer he had, I was not
the best selling.  The reason, he went on, was that I wrote about submissive females who loved
bondage, non-submissive females who are kidnapped and turned into slavegirls, and such.  His



audience, he maintained, wanted something much more bloodthirsty and vicious.  So I wrote this
novel.  What could be more vicious than a guy and his girlfriend going around killing people?

Please understand that this is fantasy: ideas put down on paper for the entertainment of those
who find such entertaining.  As they say, don’t try this at home.

John Savage

Excerpt:
The woman walking up the stairs of the scaffolding was holding her head high, no one could

deny that.  She wore the simple white smock of a prisoner and her hands were bound behind her
with rope tightly corded about her crossed wrists.  Her small feet were bare, as was her head.
The gentle breeze that almost always blew off the Western Sea moved her raven hair restlessly.
She was slender, with a long neck, and pronounced aristocratic features on her young face.

Another daughter of some noble family, thought John Wyequest as he watched her
approach.  He was standing on the gallows platform beside the hangman, a large man dressed the
traditional attire: all in black leather, including the hood over his face.  The eyes that showed
through the holes darted to John then back to the girl.  Yes, John said silently, she is a beauty.
Too bad we have to kill her.

The woman reached the top step and stood defiantly before him.  It was time for the Lord
High Executioner to do this thing.  Pulling a scroll from his pocket, he rolled it out and read in a
loud voice so that all present could hear: “Here ye, here ye!  By order of his Royal Majesty, King
Frederick the Third, by Grace of God ruler of all these lands, we are gathered here to witness
Royal Justice in its swift and sure execution.”  The crowd became silent. The good part was
coming now.

“This woman, one Elizabeth Cardolay, has been convicted of the crime of High Treason
against the Crown.  For this she will be put to death by hanging.  May God have mercy on her
soul.”

He rolled up the scroll and returned it beneath his robe.  “Hangman, do your duty.”
Taking her bare arm, the black-clad man guided her two steps over to where the trap door

was cut in the floor.  Bidding her stand still, he placed the noose over her head and snugged it
tightly about the slender neck.  He was careful to place the coiled knot next to her right ear. The
Lord High Executioner was watching her face and saw her lower lip tremble, a mere hint of the
emotions within.  She’s braver than most men, he thought.  At least we don’t have to drag her up
here, kicking and screaming like that one last week.

The hangman stood back and placed his hand upon the lever.  It was John’s turn to step
forward.  “Naked you were born, and naked you shall leave this world!” he proclaimed in a loud
voice.  Then he ripped the smock from her body.  As it should, the prepared, weakened threads
parted easily and the garment fell to the platform.  The body that was revealed was just as nice as
the curves in the smock had hinted at.  The waist was narrow, and the tummy flat.  Her breasts
were not huge but of nice shape and firmness.  The patch of black curly hair that guarded her sex
almost shone in the morning sunlight.  She grimaced as her nudity was exposed to the crowd, but
said nothing, her head still held high.

Often a priest would have come forward to give last rites, or some kind of blessing.  But the
King had ordered that ritual bypassed, which made John understand that this woman’s crime was
of a religious nature.  It was part of her punishment to deny her the last rites of her church.

Following the ancient custom, John lifted his right hand, fingers flat, and made a quick
downward cutting motion.  The hangman pushed the wooden lever over.  There was a snick of a



wooden dole being pulled out of the trap door, followed by a gasp from the naked woman. Just
before the wooden door fell out from beneath her, John saw her eyes widen with fear and her
mouth open as if to say something.  Perhaps she was going to make a last second plea.  Perhaps
she wished suddenly to repent her religious sins and beg forgiveness of the King.  Or perhaps she
was going to curse him to hell.  No one would ever know for the words never came out.

The scene was a familiar one to the Executioner, and it passed before his eyes as if in slow
motion.  The look of fear changed to one of surprise, and then her body began to move
downward.  It picked up speed.  He could see the rope taking up its slack, then the jerk as it
halted her fall.  For a very long second the scene was frozen.  The naked woman hung by her
neck from the taut rope which was pushing her head to one side.  She did not struggle or move
— but only for that one second.  Her eyes turned to John and he saw the hate in them.  Hate and
sadness, which was all you could see of her emotions as she realized that they had given her
what is called a “slow noose,” and she would not die quickly with a broken neck from the fall,
but instead experience a slow death by strangulation.  Her mouth opened but no words came out
for already the rope was constricting her slender neck hard enough to close off the air passage.

As they always do, she began struggling.  Her hands twisted around her side to try and reach
up to her neck but fell far short of that mark.  Her legs began to kick at empty air.  He watched,
fascinated, as her fingers spread wide and then formed into fists.  She was trying to pull her
hands apart, to actually ripe the rope apart by shear strength.  She was doomed to failure, of
course, for the rope was far stronger than a mere woman.  Because the rope had been set for a
very short drop, part of her body was still above the floor level of the gallows, while her hips and
legs were below.  Those in the crowd could see both, because they were in front of the wooden
scaffolding, but the lower part of her was blocked from John’s view by the floor. Not that it was
important, he had seen this many times before.

Her struggles grew less as time slowly crept by.  She twisted her body from side to side, not
because it did any good, but because she had to do something.  Her face grew red and her eyes
began to bulge.  He was close enough to hear the tiny rasping sounds she had as she tried
desperately to pull air down into her lungs.  He knew that those lungs would be burning in their
demand for oxygen.  Her head would be pounding and her vision blurring.  He had heard what it
was like from a man who was once hung in another country.  For a minute or two he had hung,
then the rope broke.  In that country, they had a law that only one attempt at execution could be
made.  If something didn’t work, it was considered God’s will and you went free.  That man had
a vivid scar around his neck and an interesting story to tell to anyone who would listen and buy
him drinks in the tavern.

The young woman, she couldn’t have been more than twenty-five or so, must have been
getting a little air down her throat, John thought.  She was lasting longer than most people could
hold their breath.  Her face was dark and her tongue protruding between her open lips.  He
noticed, as he often did, that her nipples were standing out erect and stiff.  It was amazing, in a
way, that, as a woman was dying, her body reacted as if it were having sex.  He had once, in a
non-public hanging, placed his finger into a woman’s vagina as she was dying.  It had been very
wet there.  Often he wondered if a woman would have an orgasm while her life fled.  It would be
interesting to hang a woman but retrieve her at the last second, then hear what she had to say
about the experience.

At times during the next five minutes, this one’s twisting turned her so that she was facing
the Executioner.  Her eyes caught his and held them.  He could see the hate was gone, replaced



by pain only.  Then she closed her eyes and the struggles diminished, until there was only a
twitch or two.  Then he heard the sound of her bladder letting go, and knew she was dead.

She hung there with eyes closed and her tongue protruding, face discolored and turned to
one side.  Going over to the trap door, John knelt down to administer the test for death.  From
under his robe, he withdrew a stiletto, long and thin and very sharp.  He plunged the knife into
her left breast.  There was no reaction.  He withdrew the knife, wiped the blade on her raven hair,
and returned it to its sheath.  Standing, he turned to face the King’s box.

“As per Royal Decree, Sire, this woman has been executed,” he said in a loud voice.
The King, he saw, was already leaving the Royal Box.  The crowd was dispersing, too,

going off to whatever it was the peasants did.  John turned to the hangman.  “Your usual good
job,” he commented.  “She died slow enough to give the crowd a good show.  And, of course, his
Royal Majesty.”

The hangman grunted.
“You may remove the body.”  He counted out ten silver coins from a leather sack and

handed them to the hangman. “The dungeons are nearly full,” he added.  “No doubt I’ll have
need of your services again, and soon.”  The man in black grunted again and began to cut the
rope.  Before John was down the stairs, the naked body fell to the ground with a soft thud.



The Pirates and the Amazons
What would a pirate do if he were to capture a tall, beautiful, athletic young woman on a

remote Caribbean island?  Take her prisoner, of course; keep her in tight bondage and use and
abuse her body until he reached somewhere he could sell her at the slave auctions.

But if he and his shipmates were to find thirteen of them, the first women they had seen after
many months at sea, then they would indeed have found a rare and valuable treasure.  For the
crew of the Sea Witch, however, these man-hating Amazons prove to be more than a handful…

Excerpt:
Lynnette was untied and taken out, each bare arm being held by a strong male hand.

Captain Friend followed them up the stairs.  Several lanterns were lit around the deck, and most
of the crew was already there, awaiting the show.

“Untie her hands but tie them again in front of her,” he ordered.  “Then tie a rope to them
and hang her from that yardarm until her toes are unable to touch the deck.”

Many eager eyes watched as the proud woman was untied and changed to a different form
of bondage.  When the two men pulled on the rope they had tossed over the yardarm, Lynnette
was lifted off her feet until only the tips of her toes scrapped the wooden deck, then another few
inches after that.  There was a sigh of satisfaction rippling around the men.

“Now go below and bring up all the other women, one at a time.  Keep their hands tied but
put a noose around their necks.  Tie that to the railing there so that they have to kneel down and
face their leader.”

Again the crew watched as a dozen lovely young women were led up the stairs one by one,
and secured kneeling before them.  There were rough catcalls and crude comments hurled at



them, along with promises of what would be done as soon as the men were allowed.  Finally, all
twelve were kneeling, most looking frightened, but all defiant.

Captain Friend climbed to the poop deck so he could address the whole group.  He told Jean
to translate for the girls.

“Men, you are gathered her to witness the punishment of one of our prisoners,” he said in a
loud voice.  “She is guilty of disrespect to her new owners.”  He paused dramatically for a few
seconds.  Also to allow Jean to tell the girls what the crew had already heard.  “She will be
whipped.”

There was a murmur of satisfaction.  The crew loved a good whipping.  And these lovely
creatures would make fine victims.

He waited a few more moments, enjoying the look of disbelief and fear on the faces of their
captives.  The only one who did not show fear was Lynnette, hanging by her wrists and the one
who should show fear, if any.  It was her ass, after all.

“Mr. Swenson, you have the cat?”
“Aye, sir,” said one of the crew, stepping forward. In his hand was a black leather whip with

nine thongs.  A couple of the women gave out gasps when it was brought into sight.  He took up
a position behind the hanging woman, and then looked up to his Captain for the signal.

“You may begin, Mr. Swenson,” Friend said.  “Deliver thirteen strokes upon her bottom
only.  Space them out well.”

“Aye, aye,” replied Swenson.  The woman looked over her shoulders at the man with the
whip, nothing but contempt on her face.  It was almost as if she did not know how much this was
going to hurt.  His arm came back and the first stroke was on its way.

Lynnette came close to screaming, all in the audience could tell that.  Her body jerked into
an arch, her mouth opened, but she held back the scream.  Perhaps it was a matter of pride,
perhaps training, but she seemed determined not to scream for these men.

There was plenty of reason to scream.  All nine of the lashes had struck the bare flesh of her
bottom, each delivering its own venom in a stinging bite that left her ass burning.

“One,” counted Swenson.
All could see short red lines forming on her smooth skin, each a trace of where a whip had

kissed.
When she was again hanging still, his arm came back and swung.  He put a great deal of

force into the second stroke as he wished to make this beautiful woman scream.
When they had other female captives, it had not taken much effort to make them scream,

just the touch of a real whip and they were whimpering and screaming and begging for mercy.
This woman did not.

The second stroke also failed to evoke the desired sound effects.  Again her body jerked
violently and her feet kicked at empty air.  She looked as if she were trying to curl up into a ball.
Her mouth was set in a determined line and her features were contorted by the pain.  Yet she
would not give vent to it with a scream.

More red streaks formed upon her skin.  All eyes were glued to that area, even those of the
captive maidens.  Some of them grimaced each time the whip cut into her behind.  Perhaps they
knew that it would be their turn one day.

The third stroke brought forth a gasp and a little half cry, half whine.  Sweat was beginning
to appear on her face and breasts.  Her hands were clenched into fists that sprang open only when
the lash hurt her bottom.



The fourth stroke again brought forth a whine, but no scream.  Captain Friend leaned upon
the railing to look down upon this unusual woman with interest.

It was the fifth stroke that did it.  This was not a mild spanking they were giving her.  This
was honest punishment designed to inflict a great deal of pain.  Welts were forming all over her
cheeks, each swollen and turning ugly colors.  The first strokes laid the groundwork, the next
delivered the real pain.  The cat-o-nine-tails was now being used on flesh that was already
swollen and painful to the touch.  The pain level rose a notch. And she finally screamed.

It came out despite her best effort to keep it in, a wail of agony, an animal cry of pain.  Each
of the kneeling Amazons felt her pain, too.  Had they not been bound, certainly they would have
leapt upon the pirates and attempted to kill them with bare hands.

The rest of the strokes were delivered slowly and upon flesh turning dark with bruises and
swelling.  After the first time, Lynnette no longer tried to keep her cries within.  She screamed
and did not care who heard it.

And she danced.  Each time the whip struck her, she kicked wildly, a wonderful dance that
was so very nice to watch.  Unless you were one of the bound captives and wondering when it
would be your turn, that is.

“Twelve,” said Swenson.  Then he stood there, the whip hanging limply at his side, his bare
chest covered in sweat much as she was covered in pain-sweat.  For a long time no one said
anything, the panting woman who hung there with head bowed and flesh almost torn up was a
sight to behold.

But all good things come to an end.  “Mr. Swenson,” the captain called down.  “Leave her
hang.  We have other affairs to attend to.”

“All night, Captain?”
“For a few hours.  I want her to think about this punishment.”
“Aye, aye, sir.”
For a few more moments, Friend looked upon the hanging, suffering woman and felt the lust

within his heart and loins heat up.  Lord, but she was beautiful!  Even more so in her suffering.
Gone was that haughty, proud look.  Instead she was a defeated, afraid woman who knew she
was in the hands of those who could and would hurt her more than she could possibly endure.

Finally he came down the steps to the main deck.  Slowly he walked along the line of nearly
naked, bound women.  When he got to the end, he turned and reviewed each again.  All male
eyes were upon him with eagerness.  “This one,” he said, pointing to one of the tall blondes.
“And this one.”  A brunette.  “And this one.”  The last was the only redhead, the one who had
stabbed one of his crew.

“Take these three to the galley.  The rest, take them back below and secure them for the
night.  Mr. Bethemy, you know how that is to be done.”

“Aye, Aye.”
Friend went to the galley ahead of his men and was waiting there when the first of the

women was brought in.
The tall blonde stood there, fearful, angry, and defiant, all at the same time.  Well, Friend

thought to himself, we’ll get rid of the anger and defiance before this voyage is over.  The fear
can stay.

“Get rid of that animal skin,” he told the man holding her.  When his hand reached for her
covering, she tried to avoid him, but her hands were still bound behind her and his other hand
held a fair grip upon her arm.  He pulled it off with a snicker.  As he tossed it aside, she tried to
kick him between the legs.



Fortunately he had been expecting something like that, and blocked it with his thigh.  Then
he grabbed her arms from behind and held her solidly with the girl facing the Captain.  “What
you want I should do with her, Cap?”

“Put her on her back on yon table.  Then tie her down right good.  Be sure you spread her
legs wide.”



The Prince’s New Slavegirl
When the Prince decided to make the lovely Natasha the latest addition to his stable of

slavegirls, it was at least a reprieve from the firing squad.  Had she known the pain of the whip,
the bite of the clips on her most private parts, or the agony of extended bondage, she might have
preferred the execution.  It was, after all, what she had expected if she were caught trying to
sneak onto the island to make away with a bag full of diamonds.

But Natasha had the body of a goddess, and the Prince was not unaffected by her charms.
Was there some hope for her before she was beaten down and her spirit broken to leave her just
another slavegirl among many?

Excerpt:
“You are in the palace compound.  You cannot see it but beyond those trees is a fence.  The

compound is guarded and escape from it is impossible.  Beneath us, under the palace, is a
network of underground rooms I like to call the Dungeon.  And that is not a casual name.  You’ll
find out soon enough that there are portions of that underground area that are real dungeons.  I
have taken care to accumulate a rather large collection of fully functional torture devices, and I
enjoy using them.  Oh, I see your eyebrow go up.  Well, there is one thing you should learn.
This is not a democracy like your homeland.  This is a kingdom.  And it is ruled with an iron fist.
The native population accepts that in return for a very high standard of living made possible by
the wealth coming out of the diamond minds.  It’s been this way for hundreds of years, ever
since my ancestors made themselves overlords of the natives.  And then discovered diamonds.
The population, and the rest of the world for that matter, does not know about my little hobbies,
nor would they care.  I have enjoyed dominating women for as long as I can remember.  I enjoy



watching them squirm.  I enjoy causing them pain.  I love to see them beg and plead for the pain
to stop.  And then scream when it does not.

“And having all the money any man could ever want, I can indulge in my hobby.  I have
girls kidnapped and brought here.

Then I train them to be properly obedient slavegirls.  And when I get tired of them…”  He
let the sentence hang.

“Well, you can imagine what a sadist like me would do when he no longer wants to play
with a slavegirl.”  He laughed at the look of fear in her eyes.  This was a fun game!

“So you can see that you’ve fallen into the fire from the frying pan, so to speak.  I’ve taken a
liking to you.  You have spirit, unlike most of the girls brought here.  They are a docile lot to
begin with.  No fun training them.  But you’re different.  You’ll be a challenge.”

He looked into her face for a long time.  Her green eyes held his, perhaps not in defiance but
at least with some pride.

She was a beautiful woman and stirred some strange feelings within him.
“If you will kneel on the floor, shuffle around behind me, and kiss my ass, then you will be

untied and allowed to sleep tonight on a comfortable bed in a cell after a good dinner.  If not,
then you will go to bed without your supper and will be very uncomfortable for the whole night.
You probably won’t get much sleep.  That’s the deal.  So what will it be?  One little kiss or a
very uncomfortable night?”

Those green eyes flared.  “Go to hell,” she whispered between clenched teeth.
“Great!” Logan exclaimed with a laugh.  “Wonderful!  I would have been very disappointed

had you obeyed.  So, the stage is set for our little drama.  The contest begins!  The game’s afoot!
He went immediately to the door and opened it to summon in the guard standing there.

“Take her down to room twelve.
Secure her for the night there.  And make sure that she’s very uncomfortable.”
Turning back in Tasha’s direction, he bowed and waved one hand grandly to the side.  “I

will see you in the morning.  Until them, I bid you a pleasant evening, m’lady.”
Then he was gone, leaving the grinning guard to take care of the details.
Tasha was led down into the underground portion of the palace by a guard who delighted in

pushing her in the middle of the back each time she teetered on the high heels.  There were many
doors down there, each numbered, and most of them closed.  As she passed one of them, she was
sure that she heard the muted sound of a scream.  She hoped she was wrong.

Room twelve was of medium size, windowless and very bare.  There was only one piece of
furniture, an arrangement of wooden boards that Tasha did not quite recognize until she was
standing beside it and the guard was taking off the leather straitjacket.  Underneath her body was
wet, and the air striking her bare skin felt very cool.  He left her arms bound with the ropes as he
positioned her before one of the two boards turned on edge and secured solidly to the floor.  This
one was about an inch thick, and nothing more than a board turned on edge.  He pushed her
down until she was sitting on the top edge.

The other board was split in two and had holes cut along the split.  The guard lifted the top
half, which swung easily up and to the side on a large hinge.  Without being told to, Tasha placed
her ankles in the half circles of the bottom board and sighed while the guard lowered the top
yoke.  The two halves fitted snugly and the holes left only the tiniest bit of space between wood
and her ankles.  A large padlock clicked shut on the other side, and Tasha knew that she would
not be pulling her feet out of these stocks.



The guard left, and Tasha felt the urge to call out to him that he had forgotten to untie her
arms.  But from his grin she realized that it was no oversight.  It was part of her punishment.

The light went off right after the door closed.  A momentary panic swept over the naked
woman, but it passed.  With a logical mind, Tasha set about explore the ropes on her arms and
the wood holding her prisoner.  The ropes, she found out, were very tight and cleverly applied so
that there was nothing she could do about or to them.  The ropes around her wrists and elbows
were cinched down with very tight windings and the knots were up at the elbows.  It did not take
long to realize that it would be useless to continue struggling.

Likewise for the stocks holding her legs stretched out before her.  The holes were way too
small to pull her feet out of.  And the two halves of thick wood were held together very solidly.

It could be worse, she told herself.  She was sitting down and the ropes were making her
arms ache somewhat, but it could be worse.

As time slow crept within her black dungeon, Tasha slowly came to understand that it was
getting worse and why it was a punishment.  The inch-thick board she was sitting on dug into the
soft flesh of her bottom.  At first she shifted her position to ease the discomfort of hard wood
digging into her.  But eventually there was no position that did not hurt.

Further, she could not lean back for there was nothing behind her.  She figured she could tilt
backwards until she could reach the floor with her hands.  That might take some strain off her
bottom, but she was not at all sure that she would be able to lift herself back up.

Sometime in the middle of the night, Tasha began crying.



The Slave Who Sold Herself
Colleen desperately needed money, but she had no chance of finding anything better than a

dead-end, low paid job.  Perhaps she could make money as a prostitute, much as she detested the
idea, but that, too, seemed fraught with problems.

Finally, as the result of a chance meeting with a professional call girl, she was offered
employment that seemed to be the solution to all her troubles: a one-year contract paying more
than she had ever imagined earning.  Of course, it would not be easy.  For one year she had to be
a slave, and she was left under no illusions about it.  Her duties would be sexual, kinky, and
often painful.  She would be kept as a prisoner, chained, bound and whipped (or worse) when her
Master decided she needed punishment.

But she had no idea that the Master’s wife also intended to use her, and she was a real
sadist…

Excerpt:
“Tell me, how familiar are you with kinky sex?” asked Mistress Diane. “I am not sure what

you mean.  If you mean my having to use my mouth on men…”
The Mistress laughed, but in a polite way.  “Oh, no, dear!  Oral sex is hardly kinky sex.  I’m

talking about bondage, sodomy, punishments and such.  Have you ever been tied up?”
“A couple times when I was a child.”
“And did you like it?”
“Sort off.  I was the captive maiden or the prisoner of the pirates.  It was sort of fun.”
“Ever been tied up for sex?”
“No.”
“Ever been spanked as part of the sex act?”
“No.”
“Have you ever been whipped?  Or had your breasts tortured?”
Colleen’s eyes opened wide.  “No.  Never.”  The images those questions brought up sent

cold shivers down her spine.  “I don’t like pain.”



“That doesn’t mean that you cannot accept it and endure it.”
“I guess not.”  What was she getting into, she asked herself?
For almost a minute Mistress Diane said nothing.  “I will give you a try,” she finally said.

“Come with me.”
Colleen had no choice but to flee or to follow this strange woman into who knew what.

They left the lounge and passed along a short corridor, and then down stairs to what must have
been a basement.  There was a large space occupied by boxes of various sizes.  Along one wall
were several doors.  Mistress Diane flipped a light switch by one door then opened it.  She stood
aside for Colleen to enter.

Growing more nervous each moment, Colleen fought down the urge to tell this woman she
had changed her mind and wanted to leave.  The only reason she did not was that part of her
mind kept reminding her that this – whatever it was – might be the only way she could find the
money to save her mother.

The inside of the room was lit by a single light bulb overhead.  The room was square and
basically bare.  There were a couple boxes in one corner but no chairs or other furniture.  As she
stood there, looking around, Mistress Diane came in.  In her hand was that small transmitter and
she was whispering into it.  As Colleen looked around, she noticed there were some steel rings
set into one wall at various levels.  The comment about having been tied up for sex came to her
mind, along with the thought that those rings would be very useful for places to tie a woman.
Her knees became weak and her stomach tightened up.

“I don’t think I’ll like this,” she began.  “I want to leave.”
“You are free to go if you wish.  There is the door,” Mistress Diane said.  “But think about

this: most jobs are not joyful and pleasant.  Do you enjoy serving as a waitress?  Do you enjoy
being on your feet all day and putting up with low pay and grumpy customers?

“Further, do you know of any other way that you can make the money you need?  Turning
tricks on the street corner will not pay well and is dangerous.

“I can offer you a job where you may well have to put up with some unpleasantness.  Some
pain, even.  But you will be paid very well.”

James came in and stood by the Mistress.
“The choice is yours.  I will now ask you to take off your clothes and allow James here to

bind your arms behind you.  He will then take some photos of you to show to a couple men I
know who might be interested in, shall we say, offering you a job?  Do this willingly or leave.
There is the door.”

Colleen was a turmoil of emotions.  Foremost was fear.  That was the emotional side.  Then
there was the tantalizing offer of money.  That was the logical side.  Memories of those tight
handcuffs on her wrists came dancing back to her.  And of her lying on the bed, naked, soiled
and bound as she watched the man take away the money she had worked hard to earn.

Slowly, her hand went behind her back to unhook the top of the dress.  Once that was
completed, it took only a moment to wiggle out of the garment.  She looked to Mistress Diane
and received a nod.  Knowing that meant all the clothes, she slid down the panties and removed
her shoes.  Standing there, completely naked before two strangers, she had to fight the very
strong urge to cover up her sex.

Without being told to, James went to one of the boxes and withdrew a coil of rope.  As he
untied the knot and spread out the rope, Colleen could not take her eyes off it.  It was about the
same diameter as the white cotton clothesline they had used as kids in their games.  It looked soft
in James’ hands.



“Turn your back and put your arms behind you,” Mistress Diane said in a casual voice, not
demanding at all.

Colleen, beginning to tremble, obeyed even as part of her begged her to flee.  She felt his
hands bringing her wrists together behind her back and the feeling of strength made her shudder.
Then there was the rope touching the skin of her wrists, a not unfamiliar feeling from times long
ago, but different because this time she was naked and about to be made helpless by two people
she had met only minutes before.  She wanted to say no, but all that came out was a whine.  The
rope was tightening down, forcing her wrists tightly together, and more windings of it being
applied.  After half a dozen turns of rope, she felt him passing it between her arms and around
the first windings.  Three times he did that, then pulled.  Instantly, all the ropes tightened down.
Tight, yes, but not quite as tight as those handcuffs had clamped upon her wrists, and tight in a
different way.  The random thought passed through her mind that this was more comfortable than
the handcuffs. That thought was followed by her wondering if they would remove the rope if she
were to tell them that she wanted out.

She felt knots tied and his hands leaving hers.  She was about to turn around when suddenly
his hands were back, pulling her elbows together this time.  As he held her elbows tightly
together with one hand, the other was placing another piece of rope around her arms just above
the elbows.  As the rope was pulled tightly, she felt it digging into the flesh of her arm.  Half a
dozen turns, just as with the wrists, and then the cinch ropes going between her arms and over
the other ropes.  And then the knotting.  When the touch of his strong hands left this time, she
felt an almost overwhelming feeling of being helpless.

“What are you thinking right now?” came Mistress Diane’s voice from behind her.
“That I was a fool to come here,” she blurted out before she could think.  “I mean…  Well…

None of the kids ever tied me like this.  I’ve never felt so helpless before!”
“Scary?”
“Yes.  Very.”
“But maybe a little exciting?”
The naked woman did not know what to say.  She had to stop and ask herself if it did feel

exciting.  Strangely enough, the answer was that it did.  Showing a bravery that surprised even
her, she turned around to face them and said, “Yes.  It is exciting.”  Then she backed down a big
step to add, “In a way.”

Standing there, her breasts and furry pubic patch on display, the girl was feeling all kinds of
emotions.  Foremost was the knowledge that the use of her arms was denied her, along with the
accompanying sense of helplessness.  But there were other emotions.  She was very aware of the
man standing only a few feet away and who had been touching her bare skin only seconds
before.  In fact, this was the man who had made her helpless. She was certain that she could not
work her way out of those ropes, so tightly and skillfully were they applied.

The idea raced through her mind that she had no idea if she would faint from fear or melt in
sexual heat if that man were to take her in his arms and…  Well, she was not exactly sure of what
he would do, but she was certain that it would be emotional and powerful.

His faint smile as he looked unabashed upon her nudity was arrogant but still sent a thrill
down her spine.  He was such a handsome guy!  All else in that windowless basement room
disappeared.  There was only her helpless, naked body and this male.  A part of her, a very
primitive part, wanted him to take her and use her.  Her body assured her that it would be a very
wonderful thing to have his man make love to her – especially while she was tied and helpless!
The more logical part of her brain told the primitive part to shut up and go away.



But it would not.
“James, stop gawking and take the pictures.”
“Yes, Mistress!” he immediately responded.
Colleen had the feeling that these two might be very formal on the surface but that there was

more depth to their relationship than that.  From another box, he produced a camera, a large, very
professional looking camera, not one of those dinky little digital cameras everyone seemed to
like.

As he positioned himself to take photos, Colleen protested, “You didn’t say there was going
to be photos taken!”

“I most certainly did.  I have to have something to show your prospective employers, don’t
I? Don’t worry, only a couple men will see them.”

Colleen fought the urge to turn herself away.  She even braced her legs apart to present a full
view of her assets.  She was pretty and had a good body, she knew.  At least the boys had told
her that and seemed eager to get better views of it.

A dozen photos taken, James stood back and held the camera at the ready.
“The kind of job you are seeking will require you to experience pain,” Mistress Diane told

her.  “Often serious pain.  I am going to have James whip you across the bare ass.  Oh, don’t
worry, it will be only a single stroke, hardly a whipping at all.  But how you take it will tell a lot
about your potential for this job.”

James was putting the camera down on a box and then pulling a short, black leather whip
from another.  Colleen grimaced when she saw the black braided leather tapering to a point.  Oh,
my gawd! she cried out inside.  That’s a real whip!

“Turn your back and bend over,” came the order, again spoken in a calm voice by Mistress
Diane.

Colleen was looking most fearful now, but her mind was racing.  How she reacted to this
would determine whether or not she got the job – whatever exactly that was.  Money, she kept
reminding herself.  Money.  That operation.  It won’t hurt much.  Like hell it won’t!  Remember
the money.

On weak-kneed legs, she turned and bent over slowly.  As she did, it flashed to her that she
was exposing very private parts of her body to these two.  But that thought did not hold up to the
fear of coming pain.  How much would it hurt?  Better try not to scream, she told herself.  Be
brave!

The pain came suddenly and, despite her knowing it was coming, was a surprise.  She
yelped as a burning sensation burst into life on her taut bottom.  Involuntarily she jerked and
took a step forward as she straightened up.  “Oh…!” she cried out, bravery forgotten.

“Very good, James,” she heard a voice say.  Yeah, she agreed, he did it very good indeed.
That hurt!  It burns!  Did he cut my skin?

Colleen could not hold back the tears that came to her eyes.  She turned to face Mistress
Diane with a vicious retort on her lips.  But it did not spring forth.  Instead, she sucked in air and
said, “That hurt.”

“It was suppose to.  Does that give you a little idea what a full whipping would be like? Or
should I have James give you more?  He would be most happy to oblige.”

“No, that will not be necessary.  I am sure that a full whipping would be terrible.”
“Yes, it would,” Mistress Diane agreed.  “But, you know, you would survive it.  The pain

won’t last forever and it will fade away into only a memory.  You may even come to find a form
of pleasure in it.”



“How can a women find pleasure in this?” Colleen protested.  “It hurt very much.”
“You would be surprised, my dear.  Very surprised.”
Turning her attention to James, she told him, “Take a couple more photos.”
“Turn around,” he ordered, the camera already in his hands.
Colleen whimpered, but obeyed without protest.
“Bend over.  Get your hands away from your ass so we can see the mark,” he said.
Wondering what kind of mark was there, she obeyed.  The wild notion flashed through her

mind to wonder if they would give her a copy of that photograph.  Or at least let her see it.
There was the flash, then other.  “Stand up and turn around,” he told her.
She did, and he stepped a little closer to her.  “I want to get a photo showing those tears on

your face.”
While he took a couple more photos, the Mistress said, “That hurt-little-girl look is

charming.  Be sure to get it.  Oh, and a photo of those nipples.  They are standing out so nicely.”
Glancing down, Colleen saw that the older woman was right.  Her nipples were very rigid,

as much or more than she ever had them from sex.  What the hell did that mean?
As the camera was being put away, Colleen wondered if this ordeal was finally over.  First

had been the humiliation of stripping naked.  Then the helpless feeling as her arms were bound
behind her.  Then the pain.  What else did they want?

“I have what I need now to present you.”
“Then we’re done?” Colleen asked as she sniffed.  She wished she had hands to wipe away

the tears.
“Yes.  Unless…”
Colleen caught the hint of amusement in the women’s voice.  “Unless what?” she had to ask.
“Unless you would like James to fuck you before you’re untied and allowed to dress.”
It was a shocking suggestion, but what was even more shocking was the fact that Colleen

found she seriously considered it.  The idea of that hunk grabbing her body and then…  She
swallowed hard.  This was a scene out of some dream.  Or a nightmare, considering the pain still
burning on her ass.

“You may take my word on it, he is quite good,” came Mistress Diane’s encouragement.
Confusion was a mild word to describe what was going on in Colleen’s mind.  The intense

helpless feeling, the sparkling blue eyes of this man, the way he filled out that suit – even the
pain in her bottom – somehow made the idea of letting him have his way with her most
attractive.

“I…”  She just did not know what to say.  Never before in her young life had such a battle
raged inside her mind.  Never had such strong emotions tugged her in opposite directions.  To
admit that she wanted him to screw her would be more embarrassing, not at all the kind of
woman she was.  But the physical attraction and urge was also strong.

The end of the battle came suddenly when she remembered that Mistress Diane had told her
that her reaction to this ordeal she was being put through would help determine if she got the job
– and the money – or not.

Turning to Mistress Diane, she said in a surprisingly meek voice, “Yes, I think that would be
nice.  Thank you.”

Then, she turned to James and saw that little, cute smirk on his face, and words failed her.
Suddenly there was simply overwhelming need filling her body, turning it into a blast furnace,
melting her capability to reason right away.



“Like I said, he’s very good at this sort of thing,” Mistress Diane said.  “You’ll enjoy it.
Have fun, James.”  Then she was gone.

James did.  Colleen did.
It was an exhausted young woman who was returned to her apartment later that night.  But

one who finally understood what real sex can be like, courtesy of a mind-blowing orgasm.



Tanya’s Toy
Colleen’s life as a slavegirl is not becoming any easier.  The contract she signed to put

herself into slavery for one year because she desperately needed the money has, it seems, been
disregarded, and now the behavior of her Mistress is becoming steadily more extreme.

Tanya is also showing more interest in Colleen, and yet her priorities appear to be taking a
rather different direction.  Along with the pain and the restraints there is definitely something
else, and perhaps there is a little more to it for Tanya than simply her own pleasure and Colleen’s
suffering…

This is a sequel to “The Slave Who Sold Herself,” and at one time was called “The Slave
Who Unsold Herself.”  But a certain distributor objected to the word “slave” so it was changed.

Excerpt:
Mistress spaced out the blows, savoring them and the reactions they produced, mostly loud

cries that never quite reached the intensity of the first scream.  But that had come as a surprise,
catching the slave off guard, as it were.  With just the riding crop in use, there was a lot of pain
shooting into the attractive body, but not as much as could be had with a more serious whip.
Still, Mistress was enjoying herself.

With the twentieth blow (but no one was keeping count), Mistress put aside the riding crop
and resumed with the dildo.  It took a bit to get this slavegirl back to moaning with pleasure, but
Mistress was skillful and added just a little teasing and massaging to go along with the pumping.
And again, just as Colleen was becoming seriously interested in this, the dildo was withdrawn
and replaced with the riding crop.

What an interesting sound the crop makes when striking the flesh between slave’s legs,
Mistress thought.  Sort of a twack!  Or a splat!  Almost a wet sound.  Maybe that was because of
the slave’s undoubted arousal.  Anyway, Mistress enjoyed hearing the sound it made.

Colleen had finally reached the point where she was pleading for a cessation of the torment.
Of course, her pleas were as sweet as the moans and screams to Mistress.  She ignored them, just
as she ignored the sobbing that had started as soon as she began cropping up between the girl’s
legs. Colleen was finally reduced to moaning a “Noooooo!  Noooo!” repeated over and over.



Mistress’ arm was growing fatigued.  The last dozen or so swats had been delivered with as
much strength as she could manage.  At last, she stood back and let the riding crop fall to the
floor.

For a while there was only the sound of weeping.  The two women were both panting, but
for different reasons.  Mistress scrunched up her face and clasped her groin with both hands.
Digging her fingers in like claws, she backed up until she was leaning against the wall.  One
hand fumbled with the belt of her catsuit, finally managing to loosen it enough to slip her hand
inside.  Then she was gasping, much as the tormented slavegirl had, as she frantically played
with herself.  Her body arched away from the wall until only her head was touching and it
seemed, for all the world, as if she were thrusting her hips to the bound slave.  All the while, her
eyes were fixed upon the sobbing and hurting slave.

Several loud gasps announced the coming of Mistress’ ultimate pleasure.  She slid down the
wall and curled up on the floor.

Meanwhile, Colleen continued to weep and feel a horrible burning between her legs.  Oddly,
the only thought in her mind at that point was a frustrating wish that the dildo was back inside
her!



The Taking of Sarah MacDonnel
Sarah is young and beautiful, and the daughter of the American Ambassador.  Choosing to

stay at the Embassy with her father after many of the other staff have been evacuated as the
country is plunged into a bloody revolution, the decision is finally taken that it is too dangerous
for anyone to remain.  In the confusion of the preparations to leave and the battles raging outside,
Sarah is kidnapped.  Taken far away to become a sex and pain toy, she faces a bleak future.
Alone, naked and constantly chained or bound, she quickly discovers that her captor is as
interested in making her suffer as he is in using her gorgeous body.

And then it all becomes worse.
From a pampered, wealthy playgirl who had everything she could ever want, Sarah becomes

a helpless plaything, discovering the bitter taste of the whip, the strained agony of prolonged and
contorted bondage, and the humiliation of being used and abused by strange men.

** “The Taking of Sarah MacDonnel” by John Savage was originally published in two
separate paperbacks in  2000/2001. This new edition has been compiled by John Savage from the
original, unexpurgated manuscripts

Excerpt:
The crack of handguns mixed with the staccato of automatic weapons fire masked the

almost silent approach of the dark figure behind her, his footsteps further muted by the plush
carpet.  Only when he was directly behind her did she begin to turn.  Suddenly a gloved hand
clamped across her mouth, stifling the cry of surprise before it could form.  She struggled, but
male strength prevailed and she felt herself being forced down to the carpet.  With his knee in the
small of her back, he pinned her to the floor.  His head came down close to hers, and he told her,
“Make any noise and I’ll break your arm.”

Sarah tried to scream.  The hand muffled it but suddenly she felt a pain in her right arm as he
jerked it up on her back.  A cry of anger turned to one of pain for he was none too gentle with the
young woman.  She ceased her struggles.



“I’m going to take my hand away,” the voice over her said.  ‘Do not make any noise or I’ll
hurt you far worse than this.”  The hand slowly came away.

“Please, what do you want?” she said in a surprisingly calm voice.
Her head was pushed roughly into the carpet.  “I said be silent!” he hissed.  “Do not struggle

or you’ll be hurt.”
Sarah could feel his weight and strength, and she knew she had no chance to fight against

this man.
To her great relief, her arm was lowered down her back, but her other arm was pulled behind

her and she felt the bite of thin cords upon her wrists.  “Please don’t tie me up,” she begged.
His slap was a shock and surprisingly hard.  Her ears rang for a second and the side of her

face stung.  Sarah, being an intelligent woman, shut her mouth.
Quickly her wrists were corded together with cruel tightness, and then the man was shifting

around and she felt his hands sliding down her legs.  In only a few seconds, her ankles were also
corded together.  He shifted again and she felt his hand gather her hair into a bundle behind her.
He was pulling her head back by the hair.  She would have cried out at the pain but something
was suddenly and violently shoved into her mouth as it opened.  Her head was let down, but she
could feel his hands doing something at the back of her head and she realized that whatever it
was in her mouth was held in by a strap around her head.

A new level of fear set in as she realized how helpless this man had made her in just a
minute.  Her wrists were solidly bound behind her, as were her feet, and she could not speak.
Something filled her mouth, forced her jaw open, and prevented her tongue from moving or
words from forming.

Shaking as hard as she could to dislodge him from her back, Sarah also tried to yell.  What
came out did not sound much like a call for help, and was not very loud.  It also earned her a
hard swat across the rear from a strong male hand.

“I said be quiet, woman.”
As soon as his weight was off her, Sarah rolled over onto her back.  Standing above her was

the man who had bound her, but she could see little beyond his shape outlined against the red
wall.  His face seemed to be covered by some kind of a mask.

What did this man want?  She could not ask with that gag in her mouth.  What was he going
to do?  She feared that greatly.  In all the twenty years of her life, she had never been handled
like this or been so scared.  What did he want?  Money?  He did not appear to be one of the
natives.  He was a little bigger than most of them, and his voice was wrong.

The dark shape bent over her and Sarah tried to wiggle away, but she could not escape his
hands.  They were gripping her shoulders and lifting her to her feet to stand there unsteadily.  He
bent and placed his shoulder into her middle, and then straightened, picking her up like a sack of
potatoes.  The string of pearls broke and tiny white spheres bounced all over the carpet.  He
carried her out of the apartment she had shared with her father for six months, into a night filled
with turmoil and death.



Time Jump into Bondage
Dr. Hutton knew something was wrong as soon as she felt the ropes on her body and hot

Caribbean sun against her bare skin.  As a time traveler, she was supposed to be an observer in a
host body, watching Lincoln’s Gettysburg Address.  Instead, she found herself naked and bound,
the captive on a pirate ship a hundred years earlier.  And, worse, she was not a passive observer.
She was this woman, completely and totally.  She felt the harsh bite of the cords and the sting of
the whip, not to mention the sexual abuse heaped upon her by the dirty, unwashed pirates.

Surely she would return to her own era when the time was up?  But no.  Something other
than the Time Jump Computer is in control, and she is whisked from one time and place to
another to endure pain, bondage and sex as a helpless captive at the hands of cruel men.  From a
harem slavegirl to a kidnapped Indian maiden to a slave in the dungeon of a mad German Baron,
she is bound, tortured and ravished.  Will she ever return to her own time?  Or will she suffer for
eternity?

Excerpt:
An hour is not a long time.  Unless, of course, you happen to be naked, hanging upside

down, and in the hands of bloodthirsty pirates.  Then it was a very long time.  Monique moaned
each time the wind twisted her body around and as the pain in her ankles increased.  Her body
was young and could take the rough treatment, but it was not pleasant.  She tried to pass the time
by observing and trying to plan what she would do when she was taken down.  She deliberately
twisted so that she could see in all directions, but only empty sea met her gaze.  Jumping
overboard was not going to get her anywhere.

By the time she was lowered to the deck and the ropes taken from her hands, Monique
Hutton was ready to promise anything and do anything to keep them from torturing her more.
She calculated that she had been in this body only a couple of hours and had four to go before the
computer would bring her back to her own time.  All she had to do was to hold out until them.

They led her into the captain’s cabin with her hands still bound behind her back.  She tossed
her long blonde hair from her face and stared at him in a way she hoped would look very
submissive.  He seemed to expect her to make the first move, so she did.

“Captain,” she began, “could we talk alone?”



The captain must have been thinking the same thing because he grinned from ear to ear and
ordered the crew out of his cabin.  “Well, m’lady?  What is it you have to say to me in private?”

Monique, hating herself for what she was about to do, stepped up to him, swaying her hips
in what she hoped was a seductive manner.  “Captain, it’s driving me crazy being naked in front
of all those men.”  She spoke in as husky a voice as she could manage.  It sounded comical to her
but the captain seemed to accept it.

“Driving you crazy?  Strange words, but I believe I catch your drift.  Perhaps it’s been a
long time since you’ve had a real man ram his shaft up your tunnel.”

“A very long time,” she breathed, almost choking on the words.  She pressed her breasts
against the front of his shirt and tried to ignore the bad breath.

The captain, not a man to waste words or time, tossed his captive wench on the bed and
removed his clothes in such haste that he tore some of them.  As Monique lay on the unkempt
bed, her bound hands under her, she hoped this was worth the sacrifice.  While she had been
hanging there, she had considered the possibilities.  There seemed to be only two: either she
refused to cooperate and would be tortured her more, or she would try to cooperate and fail to
produce the proper letter.  They might even come to the conclusion that she was not the daughter
of a famous and wealthy man, and heaven only knew what would happen to her then.  A third
possibility occurred to her.  If she could stall for time, she only had to wait three hours or so and
the TDT would pull her out of this crazy world.  But what would make a pirate forget about the
ransom note?  What would make any man forget about anything?  Sex!  As much as she hated
doing it, she was going to have to use the womanly charms of this host body to make the captain
more interested in other things.

Her fear that he might be queer like some of the crew was put to rest when the last of his
clothes disappeared into a pile at the end of his bed and his rigid rod proclaimed his interest.
Monique tried to smile as she did the most incredible thing this conservative, scholarly prude had
ever done – she spread her legs in invitation.

This is no way for a respectable PhD to act, she said to herself.  But it might save her life.
Or, at least, save her from more pirate torture.

The captain mounted his bunk between the open thighs and began what can only be
described as a cruelly performed and rather uneducated screwing of the maiden.  He smelled
terrible and grunted like an animal as he pumped away.  Monique could feel the body she
inhabited respond to the rough sexual invasion, but before she could really get going, the captain
had shot his load and was withdrawing from enemy territory.

Well, Monique told herself, that had been good for all of five minute’s delay.  She was not
an overly experienced woman, but at least the few men she had gone to bed with had taken their
time with the sex act and most had tried to make sure she enjoyed it.  This pirate was an animal.

When she opened her eyes, it was to find the captain with his clothes on, or most of them,
standing there with his hand upon the shoulder of a big, dirty crewman in torn cream colored
pants. “Michael Flynn,” he said loudly, “it has been said that you had the biggest dong in all of
the King’s navy.”

“Right you are, Captain.  Before I became a pirate, that is.”
“Well, Flynn, me boy, let’s drag that thing out and see what it can do to tame a bitch of royal

blood.”
Michael Flynn may not have had the largest penis in the whole of the Royal Navy, but he

certainly had whoever was in first place worried.  The thing he released from his pants was



monstrous, and Monique gaped when she saw it.  Then she gasped as the idea hit home that she
was about to be impaled on a thing obviously far too large for any girl to take.

She began crawling backwards until the wall stopped her.
She protested, but it did no good.  The pirate, cheered on by as many crewmen as could fit

into the cabin, mounted the bed and dragged Monique back to the middle where there awaited a
mission impossible.



Time Jump into Bondage 2
Dr. Helena Carter suffers bondage, pain, whipping and all manner of extreme sexual torment

as she “Time Jumps” uncontrollably from the body of one suffering woman in history to another.
She was known as “The Ice Woman”, because no man seemed to be able to get close to her.

As a scientist, her interest was in studying history by “Time Jumping”, now that the complex
equipment had been re-designed and she was assured that there could not be a repetition of Dr
Hutton’s seemingly uncontrolled “Jumping”.  Almost at once, Dr Helena found herself in the
wrong place at the wrong time.  Worse, she too had lost control of Time Jumps, and finally when
she was thrown into a future society where it had become normal for both male and female
slaves to be kept and abused for the delight and sexual gratification of their owners, it seemed
there was no hope for her.

Excerpt:
When that terrible whip cut across her hips and the tip found its way into that very secret

and private place between her legs, she screamed loudest and came close to fainting.  Yet she
was denied the comfort of unconsciousness, and forced to feel every stroke of the leather thong
against her bare skin.

Finally, when she was sure that she would die with the next burst of pain, there came a
cessation.  Through moist eyes, she beheld the Count standing by the bed, his tunic off and the
muscles of his board chest glistening with the sweat of his labors.  The whip was no longer in his
hand.  Instead he was holding the drawstring to his pants.  There was a wicked smile upon his
cruelly handsome face as he pushed down those pants.



“And now, m’lady,” he said in triumph, “you will be screwed royally, both for your family’s
crimes against mine, and because I wish to take my pleasure of your body.”  He paused to smile
again.  “I give you leave to enjoy this yourself – I have yet to find a woman who did not.  But
perhaps the condition of your breasts and sweet little pussy will preclude your finding any
pleasure in your ravishment.”

Miranda had closed her eyes as his pants came down, unable to face the degrading and
painful defilement of her body.

“But, personally, I hope you hate every second of it,” he said in a gloat.  Then he was
climbing onto the bed between her wide spread legs.  She closed her eyes tighter and prayed that
this was not really happening to her, although the pain burning in her breasts told her otherwise.

“AH!” he cried and she felt his hands upon her sex.  She tried to close her legs, but even if
her ankles had not been tied to the bottom corners of the bed, his body between them would have
prevented that.  Roughly he spread her labia, and then she felt something pushing against the
entrance to her most private place.  It was huge and hard and insistent.

And suddenly it was inside her.  She gasped loudly, partly at the discomfort of such a large
object invading her sex, and partly in disbelief that his tool could be so very huge.  For a
moment, she wished she had opened her eyes when he was climbing upon the bed that she might
see how large this weapon was.  But no!  She would endure his foul attentions without
commenting like some tavern slut upon the size of his shaft.

The Lady Miranda was no virgin, but none of the half dozen lovers she had known in her
brief eighteen years upon this planet had prepared her for what was happening to her.  It was
unbelievable.  It was incredible!

It was…
It was soooo good!



Torture is My Business
Malcolm was a professional torturer.  His sadistic desires were the basis of a hard-headed,

moneymaking business.  For a price, he would arrange for a woman to be kidnapped, taken to a
hidden location, then tortured and the torture captured on video.  That video would be used to
force a husband or father to do whatever Malcolm’s clients wanted.  If, however, the husband or
father were reluctant, then further videos would follow, showing increasingly severe and sadistic
torture.  Malcolm’s horrific business ran very well, until the arrival of Heather, a dark-haired
beauty a class far above his usual prisoners.  He is strangely attracted to her perfect body and
black as midnight, haunting eyes.  But business is business, and soon she is before the cameras,
enduring pain beyond her worst nightmares.  And yet… Malcolm cannot get this woman out of
this mind.

Excerpt:
Taking her arm, he led her into the house, along a corridor and down stairs into the basement

prison where the cells and torture chambers were.  He had to keep his walking pace slow to
accommodate her shackled steps.  He did note that she took measured steps, just short enough
not to snub her ankles on the cuffs, yet long enough so her walking approached a normal gait.  If
you judged solely by her expression, she was simply taking a walk with a man, not a prisoner
being led into incarceration and an uncertain fate.

When they paused before the cells, her stoic appearance faltered just a little bit when she
saw Marie behind her bars.  The naked young woman was shackled to the wall by one ankle, and
there were obvious signs of severe abuse to her body.  The breasts especially had been terribly
mistreated, that was easy to see.  And the way she spread her legs as she sat against the wall



revealed that the sensitive area between her legs had been maltreated and was still painful to her.
Dried tear tracks covered her young face as she sat there with her hands resting on her thighs,
palms turned up.  Heather could not see what had been done to her pussy but it appeared to be
red and swollen, and didn’t look right.

Malcolm opened a cell door for her.  She hesitated before stepping in.  It was the first break
in her self-confidence that he had seen.  Good.  She was human after all.  Most women would
have screamed and tried to flee at the sight of Marie’s abused body.

Inside, he bid her sit down on the floor.  She did, a bit awkwardly because of the shackles.
He took one hand in his and began picking at the duct tape that had turned her fist into a gray
ball.  There was a lot of tape and it resisted peeling off.  As he did, she asked her first question.

“Will I be tortured also?”  If there was fear in her voice, he could not detect it.  It was almost
as if she were simply asking the time.

“Maybe,” was his vague reply.
“I assume that I am not being held for ransom.”  It was a flat statement, not a question.
“Why do you say that?”
“You have an elaborate set-up here.  There are four cells like this one.  I was taken a long

distance after being kidnapped.  It would not surprise me if I were no longer in the U.S.  And,
there is that other girl.  Unless you are into wholesale kidnapping, ransom is not your goal.”

He nodded in response to her logic.  And was telling himself not to ever underestimate this
woman.  She was very smart.

“You are correct, you are not being held for ransom,” he said.
For a long time she was silent.  He continued to remove the tape until her hands were both

free, though still bound by the handcuffs.  Without making any move to remove the handcuffs
and legirons, he stood to leave.

“My husband is wealthy,” she said before he locked the door.  “But he is also in a very
important position within political circles.  Am I to be tortured to influence him in some way?”

Amazing!  She is even smarter than he figured.
“What makes you think that I’m not simply a wealthy man who liked to have women

kidnapped and then tortured for the fun of it?”
“You do not show the right emotions,” was her response.  “You are more like a business

man going about his job.  You probably enjoy your work but there is something more than just
that.”

For a long moment, he did not answer, their eyes locked on each other.  Finally, he evaded
her by asking, “Are you hungry?”

“Yes,” was all she said.
“I’ll come back with food in a little bit.”
Then he turned and left without another word.



Tortured Sacrifice
Pain and torment were needed.  How else could he prepare the girls for sacrifice to the

ancient demon?  The girls were no strangers to pain, having worked for William Tremain, an
expert in making incredible fantasies come true, fantasies of ropes and gags and whips and more.
Now they had been snatched, and the suffering they faced was far more extreme than any of
Tremain’s carefully crafted scenes.  Surely Tremain was searching for them?  And surely he
would rescue them before it was too late?

Excerpt:
Inside there were only two lights on, the spotlights shining down upon his waiting victims.

Brandy was no longer on her toes.  Those toes were stretched downward as if seeking the floor a
good foot below them.  Her back was turned to the door so her wonderful ass was presented with
its firmness and smooth skin.

Nancy was also suspended off the floor but by her ankles, her long brunette hair hanging
down around her head to lightly brush the floor.  Like Brandy, she was turned so that her back
side was presented.  Neither girl made a sound beyond their heavy, fearful breathing.

There was a small table before the girls, just inside the cones of light.  On it were two whips,
one a single braided leather whip about two feet long, the other a slightly shorter shaft with a
stiff leather end about two inches wide and twelve long.

First, the man inspected his victims.  He looked at both girls from all sides.  Neither had to
fake the look of apprehension on their faces; they both knew that they were in for some real pain
that night.  He did not touch them, but made a very close inspection, as if he were a meat grader
for the government.  When he finally stepped back to the table, there was a look of satisfaction
upon his face.

The whipping of two naked and helpless females began slowly and never hurried.  The two
whips were alternated, each stroke being planted with precision and strength.  Each stroke
evoked a gasp or cry from its victim.  Later, after both bottoms were covered with vivid marks,



crisscrossed with welts and burning with agony, the fresh strokes, falling as they did upon
tenderized flesh, evoked screams of genuine agony.

For over an hour he watched delighted as two lovely young female bodies jerked at each
new delivery of pain.  Brandy danced in mid-air, legs flaying and kicking out but touching
nothing.  Nancy jerked around at the end of her tether like a fish freshly pulled out of water will
flop at the end of its line.  Her fingers fluttered and clenched wildly but her arms never moved
from their position high on her back.  At times, she arched her back until she was almost looking
straight down at the floor.  At other times she bent double until her head was nearly as high off
the floor as her hips.

That and screaming were the only releases she had for the terrible pain.
Finally, the man tired of his game.  Carefully, he put the whip down upon the table.  One last

time he circled the two hanging females, enjoying the sight of the tortured, multicolored flesh of
their bottoms.  From waist to upper thighs, little of the skin was unmarked, often red and purples
lines crossing over each other.

Then the man left.



Co-authored with Susan Strict
These books are a collaboration between Susan Strict and myself.  Susan is well known as a

writer in the Femdom field.  We thought it might be interesting to each write a chapter then send
it to the other, back and forth.  Thus the novels have both male domination and Femdom
wrapped around a common story line.  It was fun working with her.

The Temple of Vesta
by Susan Strict and John Savage
(Contains both MaleDom and Femdom elements)
Rome in 59BC was not one of the easiest places to live, but few were aware of what was

going on at the very highest level.  In the Temple of Vesta, the Vestal Virgins were not all so
virginal, and the secrets of the House of Vesta were known only to a select few who took their
pleasure on the trembling, screaming young priestesses.  Nor was that all.  Any man who fell
foul of the High Priestess might well find himself trapped in that house of women, and be
obliged to suffer and to serve their needs and desires forever.  In fact, it all worked very
smoothly.  Until, that is, one of the Vestal Virgins was kidnapped…

Excerpt 1:
Caesar felt himself growing hard.  Such a delightful young ass, unmarked as of right now

but just asking for a good lashing.
The first stroke took the girl by surprise.  She cried out loudly and fell forward, barely

missing hitting her head on the stone wall.  Her body curled up into a ball on the floor and she
whimpered in pain.  A very nice red line was forming on one ass cheek.  The flesh there was an
angry red and beginning to swell up.

“Get back on your feet!” commanded Galeria.
The girl just lay there and sobbed.
Caesar smiled and went to the girl.  Gently he helped her to her feet.  Then, with gentle

hands, he turned her so that her back was again to Galeria.  Taking her head in both hands, he
pushed it downward.  She had no choice but allow him to bend her over.  He spread wide the
folds of his toga and then his legs.  His pushed her head in between his legs, then clamped them
down on either side, holding her head firmly between them.  He nodded to Galeria that she
should continue.



The next stroke was harder than the first and the girl gave forth with a muffled howl and
tried to jerk her head back.  But Caesar held firm with his legs and she was unable to move.  Her
legs did a little dance of pain as the fresh welt formed on the other cheek.

The whipping continued.  It was slowly paced, carefully applied with enough strength to
cause pain but do no serious damage.  The welts on her ass would heal in a few days.  In the
meantime she would find it most uncomfortable to sit.

When a dozen marks covered each cheek, the whipping ceased.  The girl was sobbing loudly
and twisting her hands against the ropes that held them.  She had even tried to kick the man
holding her, but he was too experienced to allow that.

Galeria stood upright and offered the whip to Caesar.  He would have loved to whip that
bottom but at that point his manhood was in full rampant erection and demanding attention.

Excerpt 2
“How did you enjoy your whipping?” she asked humorlessly, and to his dismay he saw that

she had a whip in her hands.
“I hurt,” he told her.
“What a pity,” she said without a trace of sympathy in her voice.  “The girls tell me that you

found them exciting.”
“I…”
She laughed, although there was still no humor in it.  “There would be something wrong

with any man who didn’t find them exciting,” she told him.  “But you don’t seem to have the
same interest in me.”

Her eyes were fixed on his groin.  He was not sure what he should say.
“I…  It would be disrespectful,” he said.
“Indeed?”  She reached towards him and took his manhood between finger and thumb.  She

rubbed gently.  He felt himself begin to stiffen.  She let go immediately.
“Some of the priestesses really don’t like men at all,” she informed him.  “If they were given

half a chance, you’d lose that.”
“No!”  His squeal echoed around the room.
Galeria smiled and reached for his manhood again.  “I don’t mind men,” she informed him.

“As long as I’m in control of them.  Anyway, those who really hate you are in the minority.
Personally, I’ve always believed that a fully functional man is far easier to control than one who
has lost his urges and the equipment to go with them.  After all, torturing your masculinity
doesn’t work if you haven’t any masculinity to torture.  You won’t be losing this, or these…” she
grabbed his testicles and squeezed, making him gasp in pain, “… any time soon, I can promise
you that.”

“So,” she continued, “What are we going to do with you?”
Lucius assumed she was not expecting an answer.  He lay still, looking up at her in terrified

silence.
“I could let the girls play with you,” she mused.  “We have a wonderful torture device that

would fit nicely around your testicles with a handle to turn and tighten until it’s really very
painful indeed.  The problem with that, of course, is that we’re back to the other problem: one of
them is bound to tighten it too much, and then all your urges will have gone – assuming you
don’t die from the pain first, of course.”

As Galeria paused thoughtfully, there was the distinct sound of a girl screaming from some
distance away.



“Ah yes,” said Galeria as though the sound had reminded her.  “Some of the more
inexperienced priestesses need correction from time to time.  Would you like to know what we
do to them?”

Lucius shook his head.  “No,” he muttered.
“The sound you hear,” Galeria told him as though she had not heard him, “Is a whipping

being administered.  You know all about that, and I’m sure you will experience it again, but my
favorite punishment is to lock a chastity belt onto a girl to prevent her touching herself after we
have liberally applied an irritant to all her most sensitive parts.  We do find we often have to
restrain her after a while.  Even the mildest girl becomes a wild animal when the itching drives
her, but after twenty-four hours it starts to wear off.  After that, the mere mention that we might
do it again, and she becomes as docile as a lamb.  We could do the same to you, I think.  It would
be interesting to see how you react.”

There was another scream.
“Ah, now that was something quite different.  I wonder whether we could devise something

similar to that for you as well?”
She looked down at him, considering.
“You know,” she said seriously, “You would make a very good Vestal Virgin.  Perhaps,

after training, and a suitable restrainer to control those male parts of yours… You would look
wonderful in the Robes of the Temple.”

Suddenly, Lucius saw a ray of hope.  “I’ll do anything you want,” he said seriously.
“Anything.  Just tell me what you need me to do.”



Two for Torture
by Susan Strict and John Savage
This unique novel is an unusual collaboration of the talents of two well-known authors of

erotic literature.  Susan Strict, noted for her Femdom books and sharp wit, has combined with
John Savage, who has produced over one hundred BDSM novels and who is known as the
“Bondagemaster,” for his photographic work, to create a book that combines both Femdom and
Maledom action into a single, tightly plotted action novel sure to appeal to everyone.

A wealthy businessman, Malcolm Foxworthy, has kidnapped both the only daughter and
only son of business rival Harold Carter.  His plan is simple: he wants to hurt Harold Carter very,
very much.  So, he arranges to have his daughter treated most cruelly and a video of her suffering
to be sent to the man.  At the same time, on Malcolm Foxworthy’s orders, a wonderfully evil
band of women under the leadership of a man-hating, hard-nosed bitch named Brigitte has
captured Carter’s son Simon and is doing most unpleasant things to him.  Those videos are also
being sent to Mr. Carter so he can share in the suffering.

This is one book you won’t want to miss!

Excerpt 1:
“You haven’t tied his ankles,” a tall, red-haired girl said critically.  “I always tie their ankles

to the lower corners of the bed.  It makes them so much more vulnerable and defenseless.”
One of the others nodded.  “Yes,” she agreed.  “He can probably free himself if he has long

enough alone.  It wouldn’t take much for him to get his teeth to those straps on his wrists.  If you
tied his ankles too, then he’d never manage it.”

She was clearly going to continue, but Brigitte broke off her conversation with Maggie.  “I
hope you’re not criticizing me?” she said, with a look that could have left no doubt in anyone’s
mind that criticizing her would be somewhat dangerous.  Simon noted that the girl who had
mentioned tying ankles actually stepped back away from Brigitte.

“I’m sorry,” she said, clearly flustered.  “I only meant…”



“Well, don’t.  You don’t know what you’re talking about.  Perhaps I’ll have you tied to the
bed and see how easily you can get away while I whip you.”

“This isn’t getting us closer to what we need to do with him,” Maggie insisted.  “The boss
won’t be too pleased if he’s not where he’s supposed to be by tomorrow morning.”

“I do have some ideas,” said Brigitte.  “There’s no hurry.  I’ve worked it out.  I just need to
resolve a few minor issues.”

“What the hell is going on here?” demanded Simon.
“Shut up!” several of the girls told him simultaneously.  He shut up.
At Maggie’s suggestion, Brigitte dressed and the two of them left the room to go down to

the hotel lounge and discuss the details of what they needed to do over a drink.  The other girls
were left in the room with Simon.

“Can we…?” asked the red-haired girl as Brigitte was leaving.
“Whatever you want,” said Brigitte, with a slightly wistful glance in Simon’s direction.

“Just don’t damage him.  The boss won’t want him damaged.  Not yet.”
“Excellent,” declared the girl.  To Simon’s surprised, she leapt onto the bed and sat astride

his chest.  He saw immediately that she wore nothing under her short skirt.
While the other four girls looked on, she straddled his face.  “Lick,” she demanded.  “And

make it good.  When I’ve finished with you, the others can have you.  Don’t even think about
using your teeth.  One wrong move from you, my lad, and I promise you that whatever Brigitte
said about not damaging you, you won’t have any balls left by the time she comes back.  Got it?”

Simon got it.  He licked.

Excerpt 2:
“We will keep it simple the first time,” he explained to her.  “But I have some really

spectacular tortures planned for the future.  Right now we’ll begin by whipping your breasts.”
Denise whined at that announcement.  She had always been very proud of those magnificent

mounds.  The idea of being whipped there was very frightening.
“Camera going?” James asked.  Carlos pointed to the monitor where Denise’s image was

sharp and clear.  The camera was just far enough back to get all of her into the picture.  “Sorry
you can’t see it,” he told her.  “High definition, very good image.”

Her hands were twisting against the rope.  There was no chance of working them out, for the
ropes had been applied with a very strong hand and knotted quite tightly out of reach of her
fingers.  Fear was written across her lovely face as her eyes darted about as if seeking someone
to save her.  There was no savior in sight.

Suddenly her eyes were drawn to the whip in James’ hand.  Where it had come from she had
no idea, but there it was, black and wicked.  She whined louder through clenched lips and jerked
harder at her bindings.  Positioning himself so as to have a clear swing at the target yet not block
the camera’s view in any way, James grinned as he lifted the whip back for the first strike.

Denise clenched her fists and closed her eyes.  But they sprang open when the sudden pain
shot into her left breast.  “Ohhhh!”  Her cry was not quite a scream but much more than a simple
statement.  She looked down, expecting to see blood across her breast.  There was only a red
streak.

The second stroke caught her totally unprepared and the cry was truly a scream this time, for
the tip of the whip had kissed her nipple.  The pain that shot into her breast was worse than
anything she had ever felt in her young life.



There had been intension in her mind of stoically accepting the pain with little outward sign
of her distress.  That would have lessened the impact on her father, she reasoned.  That intension
flew out the window at the first contact of the leather against her soft flesh.

“No!” she cried out.  “No more!  Please!”
It mattered not that such pleas and cries were exactly what they wanted.  Her father would

surely know just how much his precious daughter was hurting.
The whipping of Denise’s breasts continued.  Several more on the left one, then targets

switched and blows began to land on the right breast.  All through it, Denise’s hands were
clenching and unclenching, her body jerking and struggling uselessly against the ropes, and
massive sobs coming between the sharp screams as each blow landed on target.

Denise had not kept count, but James did.  An even dozen strokes to each breast.  Seemed
like a good number.  More would not really add much the effect created on the video; each breast
was covered by a grid of red welts.  She was in pain and showing it quite nicely.  He had spaced
out the blows so the total time was over ten minutes – an eternity to the tormented girl.  It would
seem like an eternity to her father, too.

Excerpt 3:
Lawrence set the helicopter gently on the slope just out of sight of the castle.  Coming in

from the West they could see the castle and dropped immediately below the mountain to stay out
of sight.  Brian Stryker and the two other members of his team, Terry and Oscar, exited rapidly
and took up defensive positions around the helicopter as Lawrence shut down the systems.
When the blade finally slowed to a halt and all electrical power was switched off, he also exited
the chopper.

Each man carried an assault rifle and a sidearm, usually a .45 automatic or a Desert Eagle.
Two of them had sniper rifles slung across their backs, while the other two carried the RPG-7
USA.  Brian signaled to Oscar to move to the top of the hill.  He did, moving low but at a
surprisingly fast crawl to the top of the hill.  He unslung his M40A3, and used the scope to view
the scene below, easily seeing figures moving on the ramparts of the castle.  Through the scope
he could even make out that they were females, surprisingly enough.  All young and pretty!  A
few of them carried what appeared to be shotguns or hunting rifles.  He grinned.  At this distance
he could pick them off with little danger of return fire.  He did, however, note that a couple of
the deer hunting rifles had scopes.  Have to be careful about those two.  He patted his rifle
affectionately.  The right tool for the job, he told himself as he settled the crosshairs on the
woman who seemed to be giving commands.

It is an old soldier’s rule: go for the officers first.
The memory of the dusty, hot streets of Ba’Quah and Ar Ramadi came back to him, along

with all the times he had centered those crosshairs upon human targets.  It had been the most
exciting time of his life.  It was an incredible experience to softly squeeze the trigger and then
see someone’s head explode.  A real sense of power!

As if possessing a will of its own, his finger tightened on the trigger.  Slowly he squeezed,
his training making him pull in a shallow breath then hold it ever so gently as the trigger neared
the critical position.

Blam!
The shot echoed off the green hills all around.  He saw a small explosion of rock and dust on

a wall near the woman who had been in his sights.  The others on the wall ducked, but she stood
there, looking at the gouge in the wall.  That bitch is either frozen in fear or very brave, he told



himself.  He was lining up a second shot that would take off her head when he remembered his
orders.

Shit! he told himself, why did I do that?  And why did I miss?  Scope must be out of
alignment.

Stryker came crawling rapidly up to his side.
“What the hell is going on?” he demanded in a fierce whisper.
“Sorry, sir. I… Well, there was this woman down there giving orders and…”
“Oscar, damn your eyes!  I said not to engage unless I gave the order.  Give me that rifle.”
He put down his P-90 and practically grabbed the sniper rifle from the scared man.  He

brought it up to his shoulder and used the scope to scan the scene below.  There was a little
movement along the top of the wall, but what immediately caught his attention were the figures
moving into place to surround the castle.  They were obviously armed and from the way they
silently moved with precision, trained.  He studied them as they took positions around the castle,
but not facing inward, rather outward.



The Barbarian and the Amazons
by Susan Strict and John Savage
Whether it’s beautiful, powerful women and their captive males, or dominating men and

their bound female prisoners, this novel has it all.  From the co-authors of best-selling “Two for
Torture” and “The Temple of Vesta”, Susan Strict and John Savage, this story tells of the capture
of a young male by man-hating Amazons (who, of course, need to have a captive male from time
to time for breeding purposes).  The young man’s father, once a wild barbarian but now a
peaceful villager, is determined to rescue his son.  Capturing a young Amazon, he hopes to trade
her, but the Queen of the Amazons is determined not to give up her new toy.  He slowly tames
the girl he has captured, but his task remains to find a way to free his son.

Excerpt:
Tyr opened his eyes slowly.  His head ached.  He had no idea where he was or what had

happened to him.
He was looking straight up at the inside of a roof structure.  Had he been dreaming?  No,

surely that was not his own house.  It seemed somehow distant, and there was something wrong
with the shape of it, and…

At once he was aware of someone near him.  Instinctively he tried to roll over rapidly and
reach for his sword, and it was only then that he realized he could not move.  It was another few
seconds before it dawned on him that he was tied, spread-eagled, and yet another few seconds
before he registered the fact that he was completely naked.

Tyr fought the leather ties that held him, his body bucking and his muscles straining to break
free or to pull the wooden stakes from the ground.  After ten minutes of putting every shred of
strength into the task, he lay still, sweating and gasping with the exertion.

“You will not break free.”
The words startled him.  He had already worked out that someone was there, but whoever it

might be and whatever they might be doing or intending to do had taken a much lower priority
than simply breaking free from his bonds.

What startled him most was that it was a woman’s voice that had spoken.
“Free me, wench,” he commanded.



There was silence, and just as he was about to crane his head round to try to see her, she
stepped into view.

Tyr had never seen a woman who looked like this.  His mouth actually dropped open in
surprise.  With regal elegance, she stepped delicately over him, lifting her long skirt just enough
to prevent it snagging on him as she raised one foot and brought it down across him.  She stood
astride his abdomen, calmly looking down into his face.

“Who are you?” Tyr asked, hearing the tremor in his voice as he spoke.  “What do you
want?  Untie me.”

His eyes were fixed on her face, unable to drag his gaze away from her until, with a jolt of
surprise, he realized her breasts were bare.  She was not young, he could see that, and he was
quite certain that she was far, far older than any woman he would have considered even remotely
desirable.  Yet, he could feel his arousal to her, and the uncomfortable feeling hit him that such
an arousal would have been be happening with just as much hunger and urgency even if she were
not displaying her magnificent breasts to him.

“What do you want?” he repeated, and now there was no doubt about the trembling in his
voice.

There was a strange expression on her face.  It was stern, severe, and at the same time it was
a smile, not of happiness but of something indefinable that was at once satisfaction, confidence
and severity.

She spoke.  “I have everything I want.”
Her expression had not changed.  Her voice was neutral, conveying power and control in

just those few words.
Her eyes fixed his, and he felt as though he was being drawn into brilliant blue, burning

pools.  Burning?  Burning blue.  Blue brighter than the brightest cloudless sky, and blue deeper
than the calmest Great Water.  Greater and lesser than both.  He could not explain it, but that
was, without any shadow of doubt in his mind, what it was.

She was waiting for him to respond, or to ask, or something, but no words would come.
“I have you,” she said.
“What… what do you want with me?” he whispered.
The expression changed, but it still gave him no clue of the thoughts behind it.
Her lips parted, just a fraction.  The very tip of her tongue touched her top lip.  “You want

me.”  It was a statement.
“You’re beautiful.”  He meant it.
“You’re a man.”  And she meant it as an insult.  He had no doubt about it.
She looked behind her, down at his desperate, twitching erection.  Slowly, as his eyes grew

wider and wider, she began to raise her skirt.
The ankles were perfect.  The shape of her lower legs was as Tyr would have imagined a

goddess’ leg would have been.  Her thighs were firm, smooth, supply, but toned and strong with
more than a suggestion of power.

Still she raised her skirt, until it was nearly up to her waist and there was nothing beneath to
hide her from his gaze.

It was wrong.  In the sudden realization of how wrong it surely was to look on the nakedness
of a goddess like this, Tyr closed his eyes and waited for what he was certain she was going to
do.

It happened.
She gave a cry, a snarl, and she did it.



She urinated all over him and left the meeting house.



Non-BDSM books by John Savage

Blood, Lust and War
original title: The Vampire - Werewolf War
Dark creatures lurk in the shadows, knowing that if the human race destroys itself then their

lives will end.  The werewolves plan to reduce the human population and keep men as cattle, but
their ancient enemies, the vampires, disagree.  Something is trying to start a war between the
werewolves and vampires.  Can the love between a beautiful vampire and a powerful werewolf
save the world?

Excerpt:
Awakening came slowly.  For a long time it was only the feeling of hunger.  That she must

feed was the only thought her mind could form.  Then she slowly remembered.  The twilight, the
helpless wino and then the net thrown over her.

The werewolves!
There is very little in the world that a vampire fears.  Certainly not the stupid, puny humans.

Maybe a few wild animals, for a bear or tiger could rip apart a vampire as easily as it could a
human.  Yet, a strong vampire could sometimes face down a wild animal.  But there was one
other creature that would not bend to the vampire willpower.  Another creature of the night: the
werewolf.

She opened her eyes.  It was dark.  But she could sense that she was inside a room, not
outdoors still.  There was no net over her, only something soft beneath her body.  Slowly her
hand came up to her head.  There was a sickening headache and a sour taste in her mouth, but her



thoughts were focusing as her mind cleared of the chemicals.  Her head turned slowly.  Only the
tiniest hint of light filled the room, not enough for a human to see a thing, but more than enough
for a vampire.  She was on a bed.  To her right was a wall.  There seemed to be a fireplace in it
but with no flame.  Beyond the end of her bed she could make out vertical lines.  For a few
seconds she was puzzled by them.  Then the realization came.  There were bars!  Steel bars.  She
was in a cage, a prison cell!

Anger flooded over her.  How dare they!  Blood would flow over this mistreatment!  A hiss
escaped her lips, a vampire equivalent to a snarl.  She lifted herself suddenly but almost fell back
from the dizziness.  When it passed, she repeated the move slowly.  When she swung her feet
over the edge of the bed, she discovered another surprise.

There was a tinkling sound and she looked down to find her right ankle encircled by a metal
band.  Attached to that band was a chain.  Her eyes followed the chain a few feet to a ring set in
the floor.  There was a padlock securing the chain to the ring.

The hiss was louder as she dug her sharp nails into the bedding.  She would have lashed out
in anger but there was no one in the cell to lash at.

Anger dominated her thoughts.  Sometime very soon, she promised herself, she was going to
rip out the throat of a werewolf and watch his blood and life spurt out of his body.  And she
would enjoy it.  That promise did not help appease the hunger and blood lust still gnawing at her
insides, but it nevertheless made her feel a little better.

There was the noise of a door opening slowly.  Even before the man entered the room, she
could sense his presence.  It was unmistakably a werewolf.  And not just any werewolf; the
essence was strong, an Alpha male!  She hissed again.

He entered the room.  For a few moments he just stood there, looking in her direction.  She
had no doubt that even with the dim light he could see her, just as she could see him.  Were they
not both creatures of the night?

Without a word, he crossed the few steps to the bars that made up her cage.  A section was
hinged and when he unlocked the padlock, swung open.  She measured the distance carefully and
would have lunged for his throat had he been but a foot closer.  He went to the fireplace.  On the
mantle there were two candles.  He lit both, casting a faint but warm golden glow over the room.
The flickering candlelight also made a pattern of dark lines on the far wall where the shadows of
the bars danced.

In the light, she could see him better.  He was tall.  His broad shoulders tapered down to a
narrow waist.  He wore only a pair of slacks and a polo shirt that left his arms bare.  She could
see how well muscled they were.  But what held her attention were his eyes.  In the candlelight
they held the faintest red glow, characteristic of werewolves.  They also held power: sheer,
undeniable, animal power.

“Let me go,” she said when he did not seem inclined to begin the conversation.
“No,” was his simple reply.



Demon for Hire
Alcarzara is a demon, kicked out of Hell for being too soft on humans.  Now she has to walk

the Earth, and somehow find a way to fit in.  Calling herself Alex Zara and trying to become a
private investigator, she runs into a case that seems impossible for even a former demon to
handle.  Her client is a teenage girl suffering from demonic possession, and it’s a more powerful
demon than Alex ever was.

Excerpt:
I knew as soon as I walked into the room that this was not going to be the simple, open-and-

shut case I had expected.  I almost turned to the two women behind me to tell them they needed
an exorcist, not a PI.

I can smell a demon a mile away. Well, maybe not a full mile, and it isn’t really the sense of
smell, more like a tingling in the back of my head - a sour tingle.  It’s hard to describe.  That
tingling hit me hard as soon as I passed through the door and saw Monique sitting on the chair
next to her desk.

The teenage girl I had come to interview turned slowly and fixed her brilliant emerald eyes
on me.  Probably her mother and sister behind me could not see it, but I could see the reddish
glow behind that green, one of the signs of the demon-possessed.

Even worse, I knew that the demon within her was aware of my true nature.
Calmly, she rose from the chair, her hands clenching into fists, and faced me with legs

spread apart, as if bracing for a physical effort.  Suddenly, almost too fast for even me to see, her
hand whipped around and an orange fireball laced with tiny white lightning streaks was hurdling
through air at my head!

Two things happened in the split second after the fireball left Monique’s hand.  First, I
instinctively launched a fireball of my own.  It’s a good thing that my reflexes are sharp, because
that was the only way to block a fireball.  You have to hit it with another fireball.  Which also
means you have to have good aim.  I did.  Fortunately.

The two fireballs met about three feet in front of me.  There was a very nice explosion and a
wonderfully loud bang - if you like that kind of stuff - followed by a rain of red sparks falling to
the floor.

The second thing that happened was that I began changing into my demon form.  That is
instinctual and a defensive/protective thing.  Had the fireball hit me in my human form, it would
have done a lot of damage.  A whole lot.  Maybe even killed me.  But in my demon form, it
would have only singed a little.



I was ready to launch another one, but Monique’s eyes rolled upward and she collapsed to
the floor.

Behind me, the girl’s mother, Sherry, gasped loudly.  I turned around in time to see her back
up against the wall in the corner by the door, slide to the floor and begin screaming.  Not an
unusual reaction for a human.  Not only had there been a nice display of pyrotechnics but also
there I was, standing in my demon form, looking as evil as Hell itself.

I knew better than to try to go to her to calm her down.  That would have only made things
worse.  Instead, I tried to change back as fast as I could.  Which, unfortunately, was not very fast.
When we get shocked and do a sudden switch into demon form, it’s like a human getting a
sudden jolt of adrenaline.  It does not go away as fast as it came.  I knew it would be a few
minutes, maybe more, before I was human looking again.

Meanwhile, there was this hysterical mom sitting on the floor, pointing a finger at me and
yelling her head off.

“I won’t hurt you,” I told her.  Then I backed away until my legs bumped into the bed.  I
kept my hands down by my side, trying to look as inoffensive as possible.

I don’t think she bought my innocent and harmless act.
The woman’s other daughter, Laura, was standing in the doorway, mouth hanging open and

eyes wide as she stared at me.  At least she wasn’t screaming.
As to what they saw, it was still a humanoid form, two arms, two legs, one head, all the

basic stuff.  And I was just as tall as before but more slender.  In my demon form, my skin and
other parts are denser than in a human.  But I still had the same amount of matter in me, so I
slendered up.  I once heard a term that described the whole thing: conservation of matter.  You
might change the form of matter, but you can’t change the amount.  I still weighed the same, just
in a more compact package.

Oh, and I was covered with a scaly skin.  At least, that is what it looked like.  It wasn’t really
scales, just looked like it.  My skin was a very pleasing shade of metallic blue-green, edging into
a nice turquoise in places.  Colors in demons came in various shades, just as in humans.  My face
takes on a different shape, almost a short snout.  The ears become pointed, which may account
for the descriptions of demons having horns.  I did not have horns.  No way.  Only the arch-
demons have horns.  And, of course, Himself.  He’s really horny.

Did I mention the fangs?  I tried to keep my mouth shut, but when you have a very lovely
and functional set of canines, it’s hard to hide them.

Like I said, I was actually considered a very beautiful demon – back down in Hell.  My
breasts still bulged and my waist was slim and my legs shapely.  Not bad, really.  But up here,
humans tend to have different standards for beauty.

Did I mention the claws?  No?  Well, don’t worry about them.
I could feel myself filling out and changing back.  The best way to hurry the change, I had

found, was to try to relax and not push it.  Trying to force myself out of the demon form makes it
want to fight back.  Defensive thing again, I think.

When I was pretty much back to human form, Sherry’s screaming reduced to a few mild
gasps.  She was shaking all over, poor woman.  Meantime, Laura just stood there, staring at me.
When she finally said something, it was: “Cool!”

I guess it’s harder to shock teenagers these days.  Too many horror movies.
I went to Monique’s lifeless form on the floor by the desk to check on her.  I was pretty sure

that all she was suffering from was demon withdrawal.  It can shock the human body when done



suddenly.  She was breathing okay and I could sense that the demon had left her, fleeing back to
wherever its body was.

When we possess a human, we leave our bodies behind.  As a precaution, we usually hide
them when we’re not using them.

This one was gone, I was sure of that.
“You didn’t hurt her, did you?” asked Laura as she tried to help her mother to her feet.
“Monique is fine,” I told them.  Then I sighed, a really large-sized sigh.  “I guess you’d like

an explanation.”
I picked up Monique and set her on her bed.  She was a very nice looking teenager of

eighteen, almost fully a woman but still looking sweet and innocent.  I looked that way once.
For about a year, then I grew up and got hard.  Well, life was hard back then.

She had the prettiest long blonde hair, sort of a golden blonde.  Her mother was more of a
dirty blonde, so maybe Monique had chemical help.  Laura’s hair was a shade closer to a mild
auburn.

“She’ll be fine,” I repeated.  “Just let her rest.”
Sherry staggered over on shaky legs and checked out her daughter.  I noticed that she stayed

as far away from me as possible, and was still shaking.  I helped by backing away.
When she seemed satisfied that her daughter was alive, she looked at me again.  No

mistaking the fear in those eyes, but that was normal.  Laura’s reaction was the abnormal one.
“Let’s go downstairs,” I suggested.  “Maybe have a cup of coffee?”
Humans instinctively reach for booze or coffee when under stress, I have noticed.
Sherry busied herself with the ritual of making coffee, which was good because it helped her

resume normalcy.  We sat at a breakfast nook table, Sherry as far away from me as she could.
“Like, what are you?” asked Laura.
I sighed again.  “I’m a demon,” I told her, trying to keep it from sounding too scary.  “But a

good one,” I quickly added.  “I have no intention of harming any of you.”
“What did you do to my daughter?” Sherry finally spoke.
“I did nothing.  Look, you called on me because when your daughter began changing, you

thought maybe she was messing with the wrong kind of people or drugs, and you thought maybe
I could find out who and do something about it.  Well, she’s gotten in with the worst sort, all
right, but it was not her intention or fault.”

I sipped the coffee.  I really don’t care much for it, but I have learned that drinking that bitter
black stuff is as much a social ritual as anything else.

“She is suffering from demonic possession,” I told them.  “A demon was slowly taking
control of her.  And it would have gotten worse.  The foul language and the smoking and the
rotten attitude were just the beginning.  As his hold on her gets stronger, she will change even
more.  All depends on what the demon wants to do.  She could become suicidal or extremely
violent.  Believe me, there’s a lot of very bad things that can happen to her.”

“Gee, I saw a movie like that once,” Laura cut in with.  “This priest was trying to force the
demon out of a girl.  She was floating up by the ceiling and vomiting on people, and fire came
from her mouth.  Along with a lot of nasty words.  It was really gross!”

“Sometimes Hollywood gets it right.  All those things could happen.  Depends on what the
demon wants.  Most don’t go in for really dramatic special effects like that.  They’re more likely
to turn a victim vicious.  Like maybe make them slit their family’s throats while they sleep.  Or
go on a killing spree. Those sorts of things.”

“Why would a demon do that?” Laura asked.



I did not answer for a few moments.  “Because we’re evil,” I finally told her.  “It’s that
simple.  Demons are a personification of evil.”

I put the coffee cup down.  “Let me explain a few things. First off, true demonic possession
is very rare.  Why?  Because there are very few demons.  But there are a lot of humans.  What’s
the world’s population now, six billion or something like that?  There are only a few thousand
demons, not all of them up here trying to spread evil.  Let’s say there are five thousand demons,
although I think that is pretty much on the high side.  That means that there is less than one
demon per one million humans.  And not all demons are up here at the same time.  It varies. As I
said, demonic possession is rather rare.”

“Why has this happened to Monique?” the distraught mother said.  “What did she do to
deserve it?”

“She was good,” I told her.  “You told me that Monique was a straight A student, always
helping people, raising money for good causes, that sort of thing.  And she was very religious.
That, believe me, is a prime target for a demon.

“Look, if you understand the purpose of demonic possession, you’ll understand.  Demons,
being evil by nature, want to corrupt the very good.  They want to push kindly, God-fearing
people to do terrible things.  The results?  More evil spread around the world, and more souls
condemned to be rejected by Heaven.  Even if it increases the over-crowding in Hell.”

“And you don’t want that?” Laura asked.  That girl was smart for a sixteen year old
suddenly introduced to very strange new concepts.

“No, I don’t want to corrupt humans,” I told her simply.  “Not anymore.”
Her eyes lit up.  “But you did?” she blurted out.
I sighed yet again.  “Yes, at the beginning I was as evil as any demon ever to fly out of Hell.

I ruined many a person’s life and thought I was doing a pretty good job of it.  But then I began to
change.  I began to feel for those people I was driving into madness and eternal doom.  Then I
didn’t want to do it anymore.”  I paused to take in a breath, but it was also a good place for a
dramatic pause.  “That’s why I was kicked out of Hell.”

“Gosh!” Laura exclaimed.
Being a concerned mother, Sherry was less fascinated by my account and wanted to get to

more practical matters.
“You stopped this demon, right?” she said.  “He won’t come back, will he?”
It was my turn to sigh again.  “I can say with great certainty that he will be back,” I had to

tell her.  “Once a demon begins corrupting a soul, that is all he wants to do.  It is a driving
passion, the only reason demons exist, well, aside from being the jailers and chief tormentors
down in Hell.  He will be compelled to finish his task just as a drug addict is compelled to take
another fix.”

“Oh, my God!” she whispered.  “What can we do?”



The Bone Breaker
A horror story by John Savage, originally published under the pen name Brian Donovan.

This is a HORROR story of a NON-EROTIC nature unlike most of John's works.  Well, more or
less – there is some sex and bondage.

Talking to ghosts is a strange way to make a living, but for Melody Lane it was better than
waiting on tables.  And she had the skills for it.  Having always been psychic to a degree, and
wanting to help people, it seemed natural to contact the dearly (or not so dearly) departed – for a
fee.

When a young girl wants her to confirm that her missing sister is dead, Melody becomes
enmeshed in a dangerous web of murder and torture.  The sister is dead, and the man who killed
her plans to do much more than just that one killing.  Even worse, he does much more than just
kill his victims: he smashes every bone in their bodies, one by one, while they are alive.

Melody can talk to ghosts but will that help her combat this fiend?  And when he comes up
with a weapon to counter all she can bring against him, the stakes become much higher.  She
may soon become a ghost herself…

Excerpt:
“Okay,” he began again, his calmness in stark contrast to her panic and fear, “a few ground

rules.  One, you may scream all you want.  In fact, I encourage it.  It will help you cope with the
pain and I love the sound of a woman screaming in agony.  Of course, I have made sure that no
one will hear you.  Number two, you may try all you want to free yourself from these restraints.
Struggle with all your strength.  Fight with every ounce of will in you!  I enjoy watching that,
too.  And number three, no passing out.  Faint, and I’ll find a way to revive you.  It will only
make the ordeal that much longer.”

He leaned against the table so his face was closer to hers.  “I know it’s almost too much of
me to expect you not to faint when the pain becomes intense as the hours go by.  But please try
not to.”

He reached over to a table behind him that was out of her sight.  When his hand came back
into view, it held a pair of scissors.  “Time to get you ready, sweet.  Oh, by the way, what is your
name?”

“You can’t be serious!” she cried out.  “Let me go!  Let me go!”  The last ended in a near-
scream.

The slap was sudden and surprising.  But it stopped her outburst.



“I asked you your name,” he said reasonably.  “Please tell me what it is.”
“Kathy,” came the reply between sobs.
“Good, Kathy.  Now I’m going to cut away these clothes because they’ll only get in the

way.”  He began to snip at the blouse.  “I suppose I could start with these still on you, but I’ll
have to take them off eventually, so I might as well do it now.”

It took a little effort to pull the blouse and shorts out from under her body because she was
so firmly attached to the table.  He saved the slender red panties to last, but soon they joined her
other shredded clothing on the floor.

“You can have sex with me,” she stuttered.  “I won’t fight you.”
“Silly Kathy!  Of course you won’t fight me.  How could you?  Look how you’re locked

down to that table.”
“I’ll be nice to you,” she countered.  “I’ll do whatever you want.  I know how to use my

mouth on a boy.”  It was a woman’s last ploy; her body, sexual favors.  A little thought would
have shown her that she really had nothing to offer, nothing to barter.  He had her body and
could do anything to it.  And that included forcing her to do those “nice things” she was
promising.

“You do have a nice body.  So young and firm.  Even lying down, those breasts are very
nice.  And that slender waist.  And that cute little patch.  Screwing you would be fun.  And
maybe I’ll get to it.  But later.  There is so much more I’m going to do to you first.  Things that
most men would love to do to a girl but haven’t the courage to try.”

He put the scissors away and picked up a book that he set down on the table next to her
naked hip.  She could not see the title and did not care anyway.  Kathy was crying softly as she
frantically tried to think of something to say to avert a terrible fate at the hands of this monster.

“Now here is how this will work,” he began.  “This is a book called ‘Gray’s Anatomy.’  You
probably don’t know about it, but it is a very useful book.  Contained within are all the parts of
the human body.  Every organ, every muscle and…”  He paused for dramatic effect, “every
bone!”

Kathy muttered something he could not hear.  Maybe she was not even aware of what she
was saying, so overwhelmed by fear was she.

“There is an old expression you’ve probably heard.  ‘To break every bone in his body.’
Have you heard that?  I’m sure you have.  Well, that is what I’m going to do.”  He leaned closer
and spoke slowly as if to assure that she heard and understood every word: “I am going to break
every bone in your body.”

He grinned as if expecting approval of his announcement.  Kathy sobbed and shut her eyes
tightly.

“Well, I think you’ll come to appreciate what a wonderfully artistic way it is to cause pain
and eventually death.”  He leaned over to place his face very close to hers.  “You know, I’ve
always been fascinated by the human skeleton.  All those bones holding us up.  Did you know
that there are 208 bones in the human body?  No?  Well, there are.  And I’m going to break every
one of them.  And the exciting part is that you’ll be alive all the while!  Ah, you think one broken
bone hurts, wait until you have broken bones all over your body.”  He sighed.



And more coming ...

This list is up to date as of the publication of this book.
All of these books can be found on either of John’s websites:
www.johnsavages.com
or
www.runningwolfbooks.com


